==Part 1==

The short woman looking out of the mirror at me was wearing a sexy little schoolgirl outfit. The dress shirt hugged the curve of her waist and had only three buttons fastened in the middle, leaving the tops of her fat tits and her flat belly open to the jasmine-scented air of my apartment. A hint of black lace bra peeked out above the top-most fastened button. Her plaid ruffled skirt hung low on her shapely hips and barely covered the curves of her full, round ass. The panties hidden underneath matched the bra. The white thigh-high tights contrasted her tanned thighs. The saddle shoes didn’t add much to her five-feet height, but lent innocence to her appearance. Her almost-shoulder-length hair was bright crimson – natural color, every strand – and gathered into two pigtails behind either ear. Half-moon, slightly retro glasses with heavy black frames completed the ensemble. Very nice. Very yummy. 

I turned away from the mirror before I started masturbating again. This was the third attempt to get out of the apartment. Every time I imagined the reactions and stares I would get in this outfit, my heartbeat doubled. The fire was quickly quenched, but it was still a hinderance to my getting errands done. 

Eventually I made it out the door. I stopped first at the Cat’s Meow; a kind of retro clothing shop downtown where they sold corsets, pin-striped suits, and plenty of dominatrix gear. My kind of place. The door jingled as I stepped into the air-conditioned store. My friend Emily was behind the counter reading a magazine. She had Snot’s ‘Get Some’ album blasting out of the stereo, and Nag Champa incense wafting over the racks of clothes. I walked over to her, grinning as she looked up and ogled my chest. 

“Hey V, you look fucking hot!” ‘V’ is what my friends called me; short for Veronica. 

“Thanks, babe.” Emily was a tall skinny girl with small boobs and narrow hips. Her short hair, bleached nearly totally white, was spiked with tips of blue – fucking gorgeous. It complimented and contrasted her angular mediterranean features and sun-darkened skin. She leaned over the counter and we kissed. Not a weak little peck, but a full-on tongue frencher. Damn that girl had an awesome tongue; pierced tongue at that. God, she was hot. 

“What’s goin on?” she asked, chewing her lower lip as she glanced down at my tits. Em was the sexiest person I’ve ever met. She had a nice tight, athletic body that you want to touch constantly. The way she carried herself, though, was even more appealing. She was lithe, agile, and confident, and she could get along with just about anyone. She's one of those people that you can’t help wanting to be around. And of course there’s that smile of hers. 

“Not much. Just running some errands.” I swung my eyes around the store and noticed a guy then, checking out some lounge-lizard shirts. He was cute. Needed to trim the little patch of hair on his chin, but cute nonetheless. He came up to the counter and asked for the key to the dressing room. 

“Fitting room’s out of order,” Emily replied with a dangerous sparkle in her eye. She was openly checking him out. So was I. He looked like he was in good shape. “You can try it on right here, though.” She and I exchanged a wink. I had to laugh when he caught sight of my outfit. 

“I”ll let you see more if you’re a good boy,” I said with a grin as his eyes slid over my body. Em had turned me on, and when I was turned on, I liked to play. 

He just kind of laughed nervously and started taking off his shirt. I leaned on the glass display case that served for a counter and watched. He had a nice chest and abs. When he had the other shirt on, I looked him up and down a moment before shaking my head. 

“No, it doesn’t go with your eyes,” I said, adjusting the glasses on my nose. I stepped back behind the counter with Emily. She and I kissed quickly before he turned away. “Try on another one,” I added just before my and Emily's lips met again. She tasted like chamomille tea. My favorite, of course. 

When he came back, we had to pry ourselves apart. I licked my lips and gave Em a broad grin before turning to lean on the counter. He’d have a view of as much of my breasts as possible without undoing any more buttons. Emily stood next to me. Her hand was on my ass - slipped under the skirt - and it was driving me insane. 

Even though her tits were small, Em had huge nipples. They were hard now, tenting the thin fabric of her t-shirt. He took one look at us and his eyes nearly fell out of his face. 

I was getting naughty thoughts. Very naughty. I felt Em's finger glide over my panties where they covered the center of my searing arousal. I'm sure he enjoyed my jiggling tits when I jumped at the touch. I shot a glare at Emily, but her eyes were on the boy. “What’s your name?” she asked him with a down-right evil smirk. 

“Dan,” he said. My eyes swung back to him. 

“Oh, sorry,” I said with an overly dramatic expression of disappointment as I straightened. “I don’t fuck guys named Dan. Personal rule.” I gave him a wink and a shrug. "Have a nice day," I added before turning around to face Emily. I couldn’t deny though, that he probably would have been a good fuck. It’s just that name – had a bad experience with a guy named Dan once and don't think I could ever fuck another Dan in my life. Emily shrugged at him and turned to me as I started unbuttoning my dress shirt for her, deliberately out of his line of sight. When I glanced over my shoulder, he was still standing there. He just looked silly now with his mouth agape. “You may leave now,” I said and turned back to Emily. 

When the bell over the door jingled, my shirt came open. The breasts sheathed in the silky lace bra heaved gently with my breathing. The cups were very sheer, and the dark circles of my nipples were clearly visible. I could see a hungry sparkle in Emily's eyes as she leaned forward to slide her tongue into my mouth. The little stones of her nipples pressed into my tits and I went past the point of no return. 

“I hope your customers don’t mind a couple girls fucking behind the counter,” I said as I unclasped the front of my bra, spilling my heavy tits. The feel of her turgid nipples grinding the rough fabric of her t-shirt into my supple breasts was amazing. Unbearably amazing. My hands went to her hips and I suddenly wished I had a cock so I could hold her narrow waist while I pounded her marvelous pussy until we both passed out.... Wow. Now do you see what this girl does to people? 

“Shit, I can’t V. My boss will kill me if I close the store again.” She pouted as she cupped my breasts, flicking the pads of her thumbs across my tightened nipples. Her lips were close enough to steal quick kisses. “You can come to my apartment tonight if you want. I’m going to throw a little party.” She smiled at me. She had the cutest little dimples. And she threw the best parties. 

“Alright,” I said, disappointed. Had it been anyone else, I would have argued, tried to find a way to get my tongue on her sweet pussy. But Em had this look she used; a look that said ‘If you even think about arguing with me, I’ll rip your spleen out with a rusty pliers.’ She was starting to get that look now. So I let it go. Normally, I wouldn’t take shit like that from anyone. I liked getting my way. But I had no problem submitting to Emily. That thought both scared and excited me. 

She helped me back into my bra after sucking on my nipples for a moment. That didn’t help my current plight. It only made my lust burn hotter. I buttoned up the dress shirt and kissed her again, flicking my tongue over the ball of her tongue stud as if it were her clit. "I have to go take Meg to a job interview anyway. I’ll see you later.” I couldn’t resist pinching her grape-sized nipples. 

“You bitch,” she said with a shivering laugh. “Get the fuck out of my store.” 

“I love you too,” I replied with a grin as I walked out. The bell jingled and the cacophony of the bustling city smothered the funky-punk grooves of Snot. The warm summer air was like a slap in the face. It was filled with the reek that only a big city can produce. But it served to wake me up from the trance that Emily had put me in. I realized just how bad I'd wanted her in there, and it scared me a little bit. If Em didn't radiate such power, control, and sheer strength of will, there'd have been nothing that would've stopped me from fucking her right there behind the counter. But then, if she didn't have such a strong personality, would I have been so aroused? Ah, life's conundrums. 

==Part 2==

Emily was actually the one that introduced me to most of the rest of the clan; Adam, Meg, Matt, etc. I met her at a Nine Inch Nails concert about four years ago. I'd gone alone as I usually did - it's inevitable that you lose your friends at a concert, so I don't even bother. This was back in my slightly more goth days, so I was sitting on the dirty concrete floor of the coliseum wearing a black corset accented with dark blood-red lace that contrasted the pale mounds of my breasts, a long black skirt that hugged my narrow waist, curved hips, and ass perfectly, black fishnet sleeves, thick-soled Doc Martens, and about four dozen bracelets, rings, and necklaces. My hair, which at that time hung to the small of my back, matched the color of my corset and lipstick. 

So I was just sitting there quietly, waiting for the opening band to start and pretending to not notice all the guys gawking at me. Then out of nowhere, the girl behind me - who turned out to be Emily - asked my opinion of something. I honestly don't remember what it was because I was staring into her eyes. They caught me immediately and held me. There were big, dark, and inviting. They made you want to open your soul to this exotic woman. I just agreed with whatever she said. It felt like hours, but it was only a couple seconds before I could pull my eyes away. She and her friends kept talking to me until the first band came on. Usually, I'm very confident when talking to strangers, but Emily had effectively reduced me to a stammering idiot. When the music finally did start, I felt disappointed. I wanted to keep talking to her, keep looking at her, keep being near her. It was really odd. I'd never been like that around anyone before. 

So anyway, to make a long story short, I kept finding Emily pressed up against me in the crushing crowd, and it made my blood boil. She felt lean and strong, but gentle at the same time. I wanted to wrap her up in my arms and never let her go. 

After the show, she invited me to hang out with her and her friends, who turned out to be the same group we hang out with to this day. There'd been no sex that night, at least that I saw, but I got a very clear impression of their open relationships. We exchanged phone numbers, and the rest is history. 

“Hey, V!” A familiar voice cut through my reverie, but I couldn't place it at first. I looked around and saw Adam walking toward me through the light foot traffic on the sidewalk. My heartbeat picked up. Oh Adam, you lucky dog. Do you have any idea what you're about to get? I just walked up to him with a devilish grin, not saying a word. I pressed my high-strung body against him and pulled his head down for a searing, erotic kiss. What great timing you have, dearie. 

Adam’s a good looking guy, but not the most fashionable. He’s a computer geek and always wears t-shirts with weird sayings on them and worn-out jeans. He knows a shitload about computers and networking and all that jazz. Whenever my laptop takes a dump, he’s the first person I call. He gets it up and running in minutes. He always insists against any compensation, but I make sure to give him a little something for his troubles. Does it make me a whore for giving blowjobs in payment for computer repair? 

Swimming is Adam’s other pasttime. He swims laps at least three times a week at the gym. It keeps his body lean and hard. A couple times I’ve gone along to watch him. I have to say, there’s not much sexier than a well-toned man cutting through the water like a serpent. The way his body stretches and turns, the sinuous muscles rippling in his back and shoulders. And those little Speedos he wears... damn. 

“I need you,” I said in a husky voice. He’d noticed my outfit and I could feel him grow hard against my hip. He's more than a head taller than me, which means his eyes were falling down the chasm of my cleavage. My hands caressed his chest, feeling the tight muscles beneath his shirt. “I need you now.” 

“Where do you want to go?” he asked simply. This wasn’t a rare occurance among our clan – especially not with me. 

“Your place.” 

He walked me back to my car, any other errands forgotten. The whole ride I’d had to force my hands to remain on the steering wheel. The tempation of pulling out his cock was strong. His staring, caressing eyes weren't helping, either. But it was the middle of the morning, and I didn’t feel like getting in any accidents. 

Adam and I had dated for a couple months, but decided we weren't quite right for each other. We got along fine when we only saw each other at bars on the weekend or whatever. But being around him almost every night just wasn’t doing it. So we mutually agreed to lower our status to ‘Friends With Fringe Benefits’ - the fringe benefits being unobligated sex whenever and wherever we wanted. 

This wasn’t a unique relationship among my close friends, though. As my little run-in with Emily earlier can attest. Birds of a feather flock together, they say, and I’m one horny little bird. I’m of the opinion that guys can’t be friends with a girl without wanting to fuck them. So I fuck them. It’s a price I’m more than willing to pay for their friendship. Especially since I want to fuck them just as much as they want to fuck me. And my female friends are just as hot as Emily - just in different ways. So I fuck them too. A couple of them used to be straight, but not anymore. All my girlfriends are bi, if not totally les. 

Sex among my friends and me is totally casual and totally free of any obligations. My girlfriends and I use birth control religiously. We’re all clean, and make sure to get tested at least once a month. As far as I know, none of us go outside the circle very much anyway. Why would we when all the sex we could possibly want is rarely more than a phone call away? We go out just like any other group of friends. We all like to dance and have a good time at the clubs. But sometimes afterwards I’ll goad T.K. into licking my pussy in the backseat of his car. Or maybe Danise was grinding a little too hard with Matt, and they end up fucking in the bathroom. Shit like that. 

But the best part of it all was that no one got jealous. Not seriously or for long periods of time, anyway. Everyone in our little circle of fuck-friends is open game for anyone else. On more than one occasion I’ve even driven a friend over to another’s house to get fucked. Doesn’t bother me. If I wanted to, I could ask to join. If they said ‘sure’, then great. If not, no biggie. I’d just go find someone else if I wanted it bad enough. 

  

And right now, I wanted it really bad. 

“What’s gotten into you, babe?” Adam led me into his small apartment. 

“Nothing yet. That’s the problem.” I couldn’t keep my hands off of him. I was already unbuckling his belt and he hadn’t even put his keys down. He liked to wear bikini briefs, so there was a nice big bulge waiting for me beneath the black, stretchy fabric of his underwear. When I pulled him out, he moaned into my hair and hardened immediately in my hand. I dropped to my knees and sucked the head into my warm mouth. He moaned loudly. Adam didn’t have much girth, but he was long; almost nine inches. Beautiful for sucking. 

“What’s got you all worked up so early in the morning?” His breath was short and quick. 

I popped him out of my mouth and looked up while I kept licking and stroking. “Emily,” I said with a grin. That was all the explanation he needed. Emily simply radiated hot sexuality. It was hard to keep your hands off her. 

“Well I can see what got her all worked up,” he said with a smile. “You’re fucking evil for wearing that oufit, V.” 

“You like this?” I asked, standing up. I still held him in my hand, stroking slowly. It was a great thrill to turn on your friends so easily. And I knew very well that Adam had a thing for the schoolgirl look. I reached up with my free hand and began unbuttoning my blouse. He stopped me and led me over to his couch. I had to let go of him when he sat down. His long erection stood tall, reaching out to me. 

“Don't you want to see me strip?” I asked, hand still poised at the next button. Sunlight poured through the window above the couch, bathing me in warm light. It felt like a spotlight. 

“No.” He was stroking his cock absently as he looked up at my body. I’ve always been turned on by guys jerking themselves. Especially when it was me they’re looking at. I watched him watching me for a moment, but all this sexual tension was becoming too much for me to bear. 

"Well then, how are you going to fuck me if you won't let me take any clothes off?" My voice was low and seductive as I leaned forward to trace a long-nailed finger down his jaw. He was staring at my tits. 

In one quick motion, he reached up under my skirt and yanked my panties down. Before I could step all the way out of them, he took me by the waist and pulled. I landed on the couch with a knee to either side of him. 

"Ahh, I see," I said with a devilish grin. Adam had a bit of a voyeur in him, so I lifted up the hem of my skirt and gave him a peek at my shaved mound as I rose to position myself above his reaching member. I held my pleated skirt up with one hand and guided him with the other. 

I was already wet, almost dripping, so Adam penetrated me easily. I arched my back, pressing my tits into his face as I took him in. The moan that slipped from my throat was one of satisfaction; the kind that can only come from the sexually deprived. 

“God, V.” His strong hands were on my hips. I ground my pussy on his shaft, loving the way he could reach so deep, the way he could stroke my very limits. I arched my back further, pulling him in a little bit more and pressing my tits harder into his face. 

“Mmm....” I let him lick and kiss the hot flesh of my cleavage for a moment then leaned back. “That feels so good....” I lifted up my tiny plaid skirt and we both looked down at where our bodies joined. I love the sight of a cock buried in my little shaved pussy. It’s like watching a Touch-N-Feel porn flick. I started moving, up and down, watching him disappear inside me, then reappear. I moved faster, feeling that burning need spread throughout my body, until I was bouncing up and down his cock. My tits jumped wildly, even restrained as they were in my bra. 

“Oh fuck! Damn that feels.... shit!” Adam's eyes were wide and his mouth hung open as he watched me ride him. Another good thing about fucking your friends is that we all knew what turned each other on. They all knew that I liked loud sex. 

I was gasping for air, moaning each time he hit bottom. The bra was driving me crazy, restricting me. I opened my blouse, unclasped my bra, and let it fall open. My breasts bounced savagely now, and I could see it affecting Adam. I rode him for a little longer until he stopped me. 

“Your tits, quick!” Oh yes, Adam knew me well. 

I immediately rose off his smooth cock and knelt on the floor in front of him. He stood up and took his long organ in his hand and started pumping. I squeezed my breasts together, kneading them beneath his jerking hand. I smiled up at him when I caught his eyes. A half second later, he grunted and exploded onto my chest. If there’s anything I like more than watching a guy beat off in front of me, it’s watching a guy cum on me. It’s such an ego-booster to know that the sight of your body was what brought a man to sexual release. And to feel that release lubricating your breasts is simply divine. 

I watched with growing awe as Adam kept cumming and cumming. After just a few seconds I had a nice coating on my tits, and still he spewed. I lifted my breasts to my mouth and licked up some of the warm jizz. A few wild spurts dotted my glasses, cheeks, and chin. 

Finally, after what must have been a couple minutes, his stream of cum finally started to taper off. I took him back into my mouth and swallowed the last few spurts. I continued to suck him until he started to grow hard again. Then I took him out and rubbed that delicious cock on my cum-covered tits. 

“Where did you get all that cum?” I asked, pleased. With my other hand I wiped some of the cream off my face and licked my fingers clean. 

“Been saving up for two weeks,” he said and collapsed on the couch. His slippery member slid out of my hand. 

“You’re shitting me. You haven’t even jacked off?” I got up and straddled his lap. His member throbbed, exhausted, between us. 

“Nope. Been sick.”

”I didn’t know that,” I said, taking his dick in my hand again. I still wasn’t done. 

“You didn’t notice I haven’t been around for two weeks?” His cute eyebrow was arched curiously. 

“Yeah, I guess I did.” My other hand slid down between us and a finger slipped mercifully into my wet cleft. I moaned. He didn’t seem to notice. “Are you going to finish me or not?” I asked, but I then caught sight of the clock. “Shit. Nevermind. I have to go.” I climbed off him and headed for the bathroom to clean up. 

“I’m sorry, V. Do you want me to eat you out or something?” I couldn't help giggling at the innocent tone of his naughty question. 

“No, don’t worry about it, hun. Emily’s having a party tonight. If you’re there, we can play some more.” I came back in and gave him a nice heavy kiss. I let him watch me put my bra and shirt back together, then gave him another kiss. 

"Alright, drive safe," he called after me as I let myself out. 

==Part 3== 

  

So, I left Adam’s place with that damn ache still in my crotch. I was starting to get a little annoyed. Every half-decent looking guy I saw on the way back to my car had unwittingly been in danger of being fucked by a short, compact, and incredibly horny schoolgirl right there in plain sight. If there’d been a way to judge a man’s size through his pants, I would have jumped the nicest cock I could find without hesitation. 

But I didn't have time. I had to take Megan to a job interview because her car was in the shop again. I told her not to buy the piece of shit, but it was ‘just too cute!’ So now her cute car is in the shop at least once a month. And since I’m off today, it’s my privelege to run her around town. I didn’t mind though. Meg’s cool and she loves to lick pussy. 

I pulled into the parking lot of her apartment and went into the little foyer where the residents picked up their mail. I buzzed her number. A louder buzz sounded from the door a couple seconds later and I pulled it open. When I got up to her apartment, her door was ajar. 

“Hey Meg, you ready to go?” I slipped into the impeccibly clean apartment and closed the door behind me. 

“Yeah, just give me a minute. Want a soda or anything?” She was in the bathroom putting on her make-up. 

“No thanks, hun.” I sat down on her couch and picked up the sculpture on her coffee table. It was a phallus, a lot like that one in <i>A Clockwork Orange</i> – the Rocking Cock, Emily so astutely called it once. “Where’s this interview?” 

“It’s at Herschel, Herschel and Jacobs.” 

“The law firm?” I asked and put the sculpture back. I’d seen their commercial on TV. One of the guys was pretty cute. 

“Yeah. I’m gonna be a desk jockey.” 

“You?” I had to laugh. “Somehow I can’t picture that.” 

“I know,” she said, walking into the living room. She was wearing a powder blue dress shirt snug enough to give a delicious outline of her waist and breasts. They aren’t quite as big as mine, but Meg has a nice rack. She had two buttons undone; not enough to show cleavage, but enough to be a little adventurous. She was wearing tight, stretchy black slacks. The soft kind that screamed ‘bend me over a chair!’ I enjoyed the view of her ass when she bent over to pick up her watch off the coffee table. The pants looked great on her. Her caramel brown hair was done up in a bun. Like her shirt, it was a little conservative with a splash of style. She looked delicious. 

“Do you have any secretarial experience?” I was openly admiring the gentle curves she had on display, and imagining the ones she didn’t. I didn't have to imagine very much. My blood was still hot from my two close encounters. 

“Yeah, I did a little bit of it during my first couple years of college.” She took a long sip of coffee from the mug that had been on the dining room table. “You look great, by the way.” She went into the kitchen to rinse out her cup. 

“Thanks. You look pretty yummy yourself.” I got up and stood in the doorway to the kitchen. I gave her my best grin. When she stepped to me and pressed her athletic body against mine, I got a lot of naughty thoughts. She was almost as tall as Adam, so she’d have the same view down my shirt he did. 

“It’s too bad we can’t stay here,” she said. Her voice was low and hungry. When she traced my cleavage with a long-nailed finger, I nearly tackled her right there. My body felt like a tightly wound spring. 

“You’re going to pay for that,” I said with a wicked grin. 

“For touching your tits?” Her delicate eyebrow arched. 

“I ran into Emily at the store and Adam had a hair trigger this morning.” My hands were fisted at my sides. If I so much as grazed Meg’s body, she was going to be very late for her interview. 

She grinned. “So Em set ‘em up, but Adam couldn’t knock ‘em down, eh?” 

I returned her grin and forced myself to turn away. “Come on, you’re going to be late.” 

On the ride across town, I kept the conversation off sexual topics. I was a little more relaxed by the time we got there, but had I been a guy, there’d still be a hefty bulge in my pants. I dropped her off in front of the building. 

“Call me when you’re done,” I said as she got out of the car. “And good luck!” 

“Thanks, hun. See ya in a bit!” With a wave she slipped through the revolving doors of the skyscraper. Since I didn’t know how long it was going to take her, I decided on stopping at a café I knew close by to wait. 

  

==Part 4== 

Claudia’s was a cozy little coffee shop. They had decent cappucinos and lattes, but what I liked most about it were the big, comfy chairs. Plus, it was a hotspot for wireless internet. Another advantage of having a geek for a friend; you get all the coolest gadgets. 

I’d brought my laptop with me when I left this morning and had stowed it under the front seat of my car. Normally I don’t use it much when outside the house, but I hadn’t had a chance to check my email in a few days. I don't like to let my inbox get backed up, so I brought it in with me today. As soon as I stepped into the strong smell of coffee, I felt the guy behind the counter staring at me. He must have been new; I’d never seen him working there before. 

The whole reason I wore this outfit today was to get stares. I’m not a pretentious little bitch that walks around in tight jeans and a skimpy shirt and complains when guys drool over me. I know I have a nice body. Hell, this morning I masturbated twice because I looked so fuckable in this schoolgirl outfit. If I don’t want people checking me out, then I wear the baggiest, frumpiest clothes I own. But today I’m dressed as nearly every man’s fantasy because I want to turn heads. I want guys to gawk at me and walk away with a painful chubby that they can't do anything about. Ah, the power a woman can have over a man! 

This guy behind the counter was creeping me out. He was wearing a brown, yellow, and blue striped polyester shirt under his apron. He was showing almost as much chest as me, with a heavy gold-colored chain nestled in the curly black hair sprouting between the wide lapels. The thinning hair on top of his head looked freshly permed. The thick Magnum P.I. mustache topped off the stalker look quite nicely.  I bet there’s a pair of Blue-Blockers on the dash of his Shaggin’ Wagon, too.
“Hey doll, look at you!” God his eyes felt slimy. He spoke in a Brooklyn accent he probably picked up at the dollar store.  “What can I do ya for?” He may have been attractive, had it not been for the loud smacking of his gum. And if it were still 1978. And if he didn't have 'Pervert' written all over his face. And if... well, you get the picture. 

“I’ll just have a french vanilla cappucino.” I didn’t smile and I kept my voice as neutral as possible. I tried to ignore his groping eyes, but it felt like there was dirty oil crawling all over my skin. I sighed with relief when he finally turned away to make my drink. 

“Here ya go, sweeheart,” he said a moment later, half leaning on the counter. His wink made me shudder. I payed him as quickly as I could and found a table out of his line of sight. 

I got all comfy in the cushy chair and booted up my computer. I wasn't exactly used to wearing such a short skirt, so I had to be careful how I sat. Unless, of course, I wanted to give the elderly lady in front me a show. 

There was a whole lot of nothing in my Inbox. There were a couple from friends, so I held onto those. As I was deleting all the spam, an IM window popped up. It was Adam. 

>Adam: Hey V, I hope ur not pissed at me 

>Me: Nah hun, don’t worry about it. 

>Adam: I cant help it. I cant believe I had you in scholgirl outfit and I fuckin blew it! 

>Me: -grin- Yeah you did blow it, didn't you? 

>Me: But like you said, I’m evil 

>Adam: So what’re you up to? 

>Adam: Damn strait u r 

>Me: waiting for Meg to finish her job interview 

>Adam: oh yeah, duh. lucky u gettin chofeur duties huh? 

>Adam: is that how u spell it? 

>Me: -smile- I don’t know... I’m down at Claudia’s waiting for her 

>Adam: By yourself? 

>Me: yeah 

>Adam: You should’ve come back here. I couldve tried to make it up to u..... 

>Me: You live on the other side of town, dummy 

>Adam: I know. I just feel bad. afterall, you came to me to get off 

>Me: Yeah, what was that anyway? Are you always that eager when you don’t get any for a while? 

>Adam: Maybe if youd had more time, I could have... oh, yeah. I’ve been thinking about u since u left 

>Me: yeah? Like what? 

>Adam: Christ V, u know me and schoolgirls 

>Adam: espcially ones with big tits 

>Me: lol Oh yeah, I know. I bet you got hard as soon as you saw me this morning 

>Adam: fuckin-a 

>Me: mind if Meg and I stop by when she’s done? 

>Adam: that’d be great... TK’s comin by in a few... mind if he hangs around? 

>Me: -purrs- not at all 

>Adam: alright, I gotta run. Know when you’ll by over? 

>Me: Nah, we’ll just show up 

>Adam: k, later babe 

>Me: wait... 

>Adam: yeah? 

>Me: can you do something for me? 

>Adam: sure what’s up? 

>Me: are you hard right now? 

>Adam: ..........? 

>Me: Are you hard right now? 

>Adam: yeah 

>Me: mmmmm, good. I want you to go jack off and think about me. What you’d like me to do to you... what you'd like to do to me.... 

>Adam: fuck, V 

>Me: Will you please? 

>Adam: ...yeah 

>Me: okay hun, I’ll see you later -grin- 

>Adam: I’ll look forward to it 

>Me: -kiss- 

---Adam has logged out--- 

Yeah, I know that’s an evil thing to do. But if T.K. was going to be there, I didn’t need to worry so much about walking away unsatisfied. 

I met T.K., which is short for Tochiro Katsumoto, at a bar a couple years ago. Usually I'm not attracted to asian guys - nothing racist about it, they just don't do it for me - but something about T.K. made my heart beat a little faster. I gave him a come-hither look across the bar and we danced for a little while. We actually ended up leaving the bar and grabbing some coffee. We talked for about four hours. 

He was the first of his family to have been born in America. He draws manga (japanese comics) for some company or other, and does a little freelance drawing on the side. And he's really fucking good. I'd seen a few anime films and clips in the past, but didn't really get into it. T.K. was unbelievable. My unartistic ass can't even try to describe his style. Suffice it to say I have a couple hundred of his drawings saved on my computer that I use for wallpaper and screensavers. 

T.K. is a really sweet guy. He's polite and very generous - did I mention he makes a decent chunk of change drawing manga? For my last birthday, he gave me the coolest gift anyone has ever given me. He'd drawn me in his amazing style on a two-by-three-foot poster. He did all the inking and painting himself. Must have taken him months. It showed me lying on a huge bed. My legs were open, but my long silky black skirt was pooled between them. I wore a front-laced corset that was untied, but still concealed my slightly exaggerated breasts. The most amazing part about the poster was the hair and my expression. The detail he put into my flowing crimson locks... it looked like he drew in every single strand of hair. And my face... I don't know what to say. My expression was a perfect mix of lust, innocence, mischief, and strength. It's kind of hard to explain. I couldn't believe how easily and completely he'd captured my personality in that picture. It left me speechless with tears trickling down my cheeks. Let's leave it at that. 

It was also that night at my birthday party that I'd introduced him to my friends. Oh, that was a fun night. He accepted our open sexuality with a wide-eyed smile. I got to fuck him first. He was bigger than I'd expected, though not as long as Adam. His thickness was just right; he kept me on the verge of orgasm for what felt like hours. Once we were finished, I let the others at him. Three hours of hot, slippery orgy ensued. God I love orgies with my friends. 

Speaking of Wild Orgies With Beautiful Women, I finished cleaning all the spam out of my inbox and went about reading the real emails. It didn't take long, and once I was done, I surfed the web for a while. Nothing worth mentioning. 

What is worth mentioning, however, is the gorgeous guy that came in and sat at the table the old woman had been occupying. I hadn't noticed her leave, but I didn't care. At the sight of this guy's obviously well-kept body wrapped in a tailored Italian suit, I was reminded of what Em and Adam had done to me. I licked my lips as I watched him move with smooth grace. When our eyes met, I returned his smile with one that was a little bit seductive. After a second, I dropped my gaze demurely, but I could still feel his on me. This was the kind of attention I'd had in mind this morning. 

I clicked a few links on my computer, trying to act like my heart wasn't fluttering. I have no idea what I was clicking. My mind was trying to figure out a way to get this beautiful man into the bathroom. Or maybe my car. I wanted to keep looking at him, so I lifted my eyes again. They paused a moment beneath his table and I could make out the hint of a bulge between his legs. I continued up and met his gaze again, this time over the rim of his mug. I could see a smile in his blue eyes, so I returned it again, this time licking my lips as I dropped my eyes back down to his crotch. It was bigger this time. 

My heart was racing now. I had him. All I had to do was-- Fuck, Meg! What impeccible timing! I answered my cell phone, peeling my eyes off the cute guy. Yep, it was Meg. She was done with her interview. I told her I'd be there in a couple minutes. I was going to have to take a rain check with my new buddy over there. 

I shut down my laptop and rose from my chair. I turned away from the handsome man and bent over to gather my few things off the table, giving him a peak at my backside. I could practically feel his eyes trying to lift the hem of my skirt. I straightened and turned to leave. I'd have to walk right by him. Oh darn. 

"Have a good day," he said as I neared his table. His voice was deep and smooth. I think he had a bit of an accent, but it was hard to tell in just four short words. 

"It'll be better tomorrow morning. Say around nine-ish?" I gave him a wink and a seductive smile as I passed him. I could feel his eyes following me as I left the café. When I got outside, I looked in through the window at him. He had what looked like a PDA or a smartphone in his hand. He glanced up and gave me a smile. Looks like I had a date. 

  

==Part 5== 

When I got into my car, the reality of what I'd just done hit me. I sat there staring at the car in front of me without seeing it. I'd just set up a rendezvous with a complete stranger - a damn fine looking stranger, albeit - that would probably lead to hot, heavy sex in a small, hidden, somewhat public place. Fucking hell! Was I ever going to get off today? Or was it all just going to build and build until I went insane?! 

With a frustrated sigh, I started my Civic and went to pick up Meg. She was waiting outside when I got there. She was grinning from ear to ear. Apparently the interview went well. She jumped in the car - almost literally - and threw her arms around me. She pulled me into a thick, warm kiss. It felt like her tongue was directly on my pussy. 

"Get back to my place, now." Her voice was heavy with lust as she worked the buttons of her blouse free. 

"Can't, babe," I said, peeling my lips from hers. 

"Why not?" She leaned back into her own seat. The disappointment on her face made my heart hurt. It's how I'd felt all morning. She stopped with her blouse half open. 

"Because," I said, pulling into traffic. "Adam invited us over to his place. T.K.'s there, too." 

"Oh god, I hope so." 

"I take it your interview went well?" 

"Went great," she said, flashing me a brilliant smile and settling back in her seat. "Have you seen their commercials?" 

"Yeah," I said, trying to concentrate on the road. In addition to the cute guy, there'd been a man and a woman, both middle aged. They were decent looking, but nothing to get excited about. 

"Well the cute guy is Mark Jacobs. He conducted my interview." I glanced at Meg. She had a purely evil sparkle in her eye. It only confirmed what I'd suspected. 

"You're incredible," I said. I couldn't help laughing. 

"What?" Meg sounded defensive. She didn't have a reason to be. I wasn't laughing at her exactly. More at her uncanny ability to seduce anything with a cute face. 

"Did you ride him in his chair, or did he spread you open on his desk?" 

"Neither," she said with a grin, any offense she may have taken melted away. "I just sucked his dick while Mr. Herschel bent Mrs. Herschel over the desk and fucked her senseless." 

The wheels of my Civic screamed on the pavement. I had to slam on the brakes to keep from rear-ending the truck stopped at a light in front of me. That last bit had caught me off guard. 

"What?" 

Megan laughed. "The other two partners of the firm, the Herschels, are married. They were there for the interview too. I didn't notice them though, sitting on the couch behind the door, until Mr. Jacobs introduced them. They're much more attractive in person, believe me. They have this strong confidence that doesn't come across in their commercials. Mrs. Herschel is actually pretty sexy. 

"Light's green, hun." 

I snapped out of the image Meg was painting in my mind and continued down the street. 

"Right off the bat," Meg went on, "they made it perfectly clear that my position would include sexual tasks. My god, V, I thought I was in heaven. Or a porno. I told them that was fine with me, and they went on with the interview. Like I said, Mr. Jacobs conducted it. Mostly it was the normal boring crap; how fast can you type, can you dictate, feel comfortable handling the phones... shit like that. 

"And while this was going on, I could hear the Herschels behind me. They were getting frisky back there, moaning, kissing, groping. They were being really loud. Louder than normal. I think it was part of the interview actually. To see if I could keep concentrating on the task at hand, no matter what's going on around me. I think I did pretty well. 

"When the questions were over, Mr. Jacobs stood up from his chair. There'd been a huge desk between us, but I could see he had a chubby. Oh my god, V! I couldn't stop staring at it! 

" 'Well Dave, Audrey.' That's the Hershels. 'I think we've found our new secretary,' Mr. Jacobs said and walked around the desk. The three of them met in front of me. Audrey Herschel had her suit jacket and blouse opened with one rather delicious looking tit hanging out of her black lace bra. Dave Herschel had his tie loosened, his dress shirt untucked, and the front of his dress slacks opened but nothing showed. Mr. Jacobs just had that big erection pressing against the front of his pants. The Herschels were beaming and congratulated me and shook my hand. 

" 'Let's see those breasts of yours,' Mrs. Herschel said as she gave me a peck on the cheek. I was a little surprised by it, even though her own tit was hanging out right in front of me. She pulled her bra down and that freed her other breast. 'You've seen mine, now let me see yours,' she said. 

"It's kinda weird, V. I should have been uncomfortable by all that. But they made me feel welcomed and secure. So I took my shirt off and undid my bra. 

" 'Spectacular! Beautiful!' The Herschels said. Mr. Jacobs had opened his pants while I took my shirt off, and when my tits were out, he started masturbating right there in front of me like it was nothing! 'Very nice,' he said. It was like he was talking about a desk sculpture or something. But there he stood, stroking his cock. I must have been staring because Audrey said, 'I think she likes you, Mark.' The next thing I knew, Dave had Audrey bent over the desk, pounding her brutally. And I had Mr. Jacobs' cock in my mouth!" She sighed with a dreamy smile on her full lips. 

I glanced at her, expecting more. "Well?" I asked after a moment of silence. 

"Well what?" 

"Well, then what happened? Did he cum? Did you swallow? Details, girl! I want details!" 

Meg was laughing. I wasn't. I'd already had too many sexual cliff-hangers today. 

"Yeah, but that was about it. He came, I swallowed, I left." 

I cast a sidelong glance at her. She was smiling, her eyes shifting between me and the road. "That's it?" I'm sure my voice sounded incredulous. "You suck this guy's dick while his partners are fucking on his desk, swallow his jizz when he shoots, stand up, put your tits back in your shirt, thank them, and leave? Have I got that right?" 

"You don't believe me?" Christ, Meg was moody today. 

"Of course I do, hun. It's just hard to believe that's all you did. Especially with a another couple just as horny as you." 

"Well," she replied in her defensive voice. "I wanted to, but they said they had a meeting." She was sitting there, blouse still half undone, fidgeting with her fingernails. I was getting a dejected vibe from her. Even if she was pouting, I still wanted to fuck her. I reached over and squeezed her thigh, dangerously close to her crotch. I glanced at her and smiled. 

"I'm sure it'll be a great job." 

Again her sunshine broke through the clouds. She turned and leaned toward me. I felt her warm tongue on the side of my neck before her lips closed on it. Her hand slipped between my legs and I had to fight with all my concentration to stay on the road. "Meg!" I shouted. She kissed my neck a moment longer before leaning back. Her finger was slower to leave. Goddamnit I wanted it inside me. My legs involuntarily squeezed her hand. "Get your hands off my pussy while I'm driving," I commanded between short breaths. "Fucking Christ, girl!" I looked over at her half shocked, half unsatisfied. 

"Sorry V," she said with a grin. "But the idea of getting paid sixty grand a year to be a sextoy for a really cute guy...." 

"Sixty thousand?!" Thankfully we were finally at Adam's place. I pulled into an open stall and turned to my friend. "They're paying you sixty thousand a year to type and fuck?" 

She nodded and brought her lips to mine. Damn, they felt good. I could taste peppermint on her tongue. Her kiss made me ache and throb even worse, but I needed this. I needed to feel her strong arousal burning into my mouth like a hot summer breeze. Everything else fell away and I was left with Meg's lips and what they invoked within me. 

"Oh Meg," I moaned into her mouth. I was just about to reach up and finish opening her shirt when I remembered where we were. "Let's get upstairs," I said, peeling my lips away from hers. I wanted to kiss her, to grope her, to lick her, to do everything to her. But the prospect of doing all that while we rode a couple cocks was much more tempting. 

  

==Part 6== 

We scrambled up to Adam's apartment, pausing every once in a while to grope and kiss each other. By the time we got to his door, both of our shirts were open and Meg had a nipple peaking out over the top of her bra. I knocked on the door and barely five seconds later, T.K. let us in. 

Meg and I were still really into each other. We stole little kisses and squeezes as we made our way into the apartment. T.K. was trying to say something to us, but neither of us heard. "Shut up and follow," I said as I pulled the blouse off Meg's shoulders. He must have got the idea, because I was dimly aware of him taking his own shirt off. 

Adam was in the living room. Upon seeing us and the mood we were in, he turned his Playstation off and stashed the controllers away. Meg and I landed on the couch in a tangle of arms and legs; I was on top. I had her bra open and her breasts out while she worked at mine. I arched my back and I nearly exploded out of my bra a second later. I felt strong hands crush my tits and a thick length of muscle press into my backside. Adam was kneeling on the couch next to Meg. A couple seconds later she had his cock out, nice and hard. 

"Suck him," I said to Meg as I slid off of her, forcing T.K. back. I knelt between her legs and wiggled my ass. I looked over my shoulder as I started to take Meg's pants off to see T.K. working at his own pants with one hand while the other reached up under my skirt and pulled my panties down. 

When I looked back up at Meg, she had Adam's cock balls-deep in her mouth. He was thrusting gently which left her hands free. She helped me get her pants undone and I pulled them down and off. She wasn't wearing panties. She opened her legs and I dove into her mound just as I felt the length of T.K.'s shaft glide over my moist lips. 

"Fuck me, damnit!" God, I needed to feel his cock so bad. I tried to grab it with my pussy and pull it in, but it kept dancing away. Meg was moaning around Adam's dick, her clit hard and swollen under my tongue, and I just had too much sexual tension built up in me to last much longer. 

Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, T.K. slid his wonderful, thick, warm, smooth cock into my burning pussy. I screamed when he hit bottom and everything shattered around me. All that had been built up inside me, growing and feeding on itself, burst. That one long, tight stroke of his dick sent me into the most amazing orgasm I can ever remember. I can't even begin to describe it. It was just... wow. 

Everything after that blissful climax was blurry. I don't really remember what happened. I know I had to take a break because I can remember watching Megan suck one of the guys while the other fucked her. After a couple minutes I rejoined them. The rest is a blur of cock, cunt, cum, and kissing. 

I woke up some time later to T.K.'s gently slanted eyes looking up into mine. That was probably the only thing that kept me from panicking. My brain was filled with glue. I was having trouble remembering where I was and what we'd been doing. He must have seen this because the glow of sexual satisfaction faded, replaced with concern. 

"Are you alright, V?" The sound of his familiar voice clarified my mind a little. I was in Adam's apartment. I glanced around and saw that I was lying on top of T.K. on the floor. We were naked, his strong arms wrapped around me. 

"Yeah, I think so." I moved to sit up and his arms let me go. Usually I like falling asleep with a guy still inside me, but this time I was thankful to be empty; I was a little sore. I supported myself with hands on his chest and looked around for the other two. Everything was blurry. 

"They're in Adam's room," he said, handing me my glasses. 

"What time is it?" I leaned down to give T.K. a kiss before climbing off. 

"About six," he said and joined me on the couch. I couldn't help watching his flaccid member as he moved. I was nowhere near being horny, but when a guy's just showing his dick off like that, you can't not look. He put his arm around me and I gratefully cuddled up against him. 

"Emily's having a party tonight," I said. I hadn't even thought of Em's party until I said it. Christ, I was in no shape for one of her get-togethers. 

"I know, Adam told me. You going?" 

"Probably. She owes me some pussy," I said with a smile. I felt warm and comfortable sitting there with T.K. I didn't want to move. It felt like my body was feeding on his warmth and energy, drawing on his vitality. 

"Want to take a shower then? We're going to have to leave soon if we want to get there at a decent time." A shower with T.K.? How could I pass up hot water and a hard body all at the same time? Already I could feel the soreness and fatigue start to drain from my limbs. I leaned over to kiss him and grabbed his soft member. He stirred in my hand as my tongue slipped into his mouth. I released him and stood up before he could grow too hard. 

"Come on," I said and walked off toward the shower. 

"Goddamn," he muttered as he rose to follow. I slipped into the bathroom and started the shower. It would need a minute to get warmed up. As I was bent over adjusting the faucet, I heard T.K. come in. I gave my ass a little wiggle and moaned when I felt his hands grip my waist and pull me back against his thickening length. I ground against him a little, then stood up and turned to face him. 

T.K. was only a couple inches taller than me, so I didn't have to hyper-extend anything to wrap my arms around his neck. This lifted my breasts and pressed them against his chest. I gave him a slow kiss, swaying my hips between his hands. 

After a moment we released each other. I took the pigtails out of my bright red hair and put my glasses on the toilet tank before climbing in the shower. The water was perfect. I stood with my back to the downpour and smiled at T.K. before tilting my head back. His hands closed on my chest while I got my hair nice and wet. When I lifted my head to look at him, he was staring at my breasts in his hands. 

"You have such beautiful tits, V." They were wet and slippery, the nipples hardened by his strong, gentle hands. His growing organ pressed against me. With a hungry moan I rose up on my tip-toes, giving him better access to my breasts, and wrapped a leg around his waist. 

“And you have such a beautiful cock.” I reached between us and guided his wet member to my even wetter cleft. The touch of his velvety head made my knees wobble. I threw my arms around his neck just as his went around my waist. A tilt of my hips and he slid into me. 

"Oh Tochiro," I breathed into his ear. Even though we were at a weird angle, he filled me almost completely. The comfortable feeling of him stretching my slick channel overpowered any remaining soreness or fatigue. His hips moved a little bit, out and back in, then stopped when my leg tightened around his waist. "I just want you inside me," I said. 

And it was truly what I wanted at that moment. My lust was hot again, but slow. More controlled. Earlier I had been burning furiously like a wild forest fire. But now my soul yearned for the gentle warmth of slow lovemaking. The hot water pouring down my back made my skin rise in goosebumps. Our wet bodies drifted against each other as I ground my hungry cleft onto his shaft. Our lips met, tongues an instant later, and I was swept away by the insidious intensity of our passion. 

"Oh god, just take me!" Before the last word was out of my mouth, T.K. pulled out and spun me around. I had to lower my head beneath the torrential spray of water. Another second later he was pushing into me again, forcing a deep moan out of my throat. The water beat down on us where we were joined, making it all the more erotic. I braced myself with forearms against the wall and drove back onto his amazing muscle. 

"Holy shit, V. I didn't know pussy could feel this good." I could hear his heavy breathing and quivering voice even over the thunder of the shower. 

"Did you cum already?" I asked, grinding back against his flexing muscle. 

"No, but Jesus Christ! I don't know how long I can last." 

"Just hold still," I said. An arm dropped from the tiled wall and a second later I moaned when my finger found my swollen clit. I circled it gently, squeezing his member with my pussy. "Nice and easy," I said between my own labored breaths. I twisted my hips as I fingered myself, causing his throbbing shaft to press against my walls more firmly without actually stroking him. "Yeah, that's good." My fingers worked faster and I could suddenly feel my climax right around the corner. If I timed it just right, we'd both get there together. 

"Now! Fuck me!" 

T.K.'s thrusts came hard and fast. I tumbled over the edge immediately. My hungry pussy sucked and pulled at him and a moment later I heard a strained "Oh fuck!" His fingers dug into my hips, pulling me back as hard as he could. I was screaming with the waves of my own orgasm as he drove his cock deeper into me. I could feel that mass of muscle flex once more, then explode. I came again, harder than the first one. Everything fell away from me again, and the next thing I knew, T.K. was panting, sliding his softened member out of my exhausted body. 

==Part 7== 

  

"Goddamn, V. Where did that come from?" He pulled me into his arms, saving me from having to sit down. My legs were trembling with fatigue. 

"I don't know babe," I answered, kissing the corner of his mouth. This time we both needed warmth and energy from the hot shower. My skin felt like there was a couple thousand volts running through it. "But it was beautiful." I smiled up at him and we kissed passionately. When I had enough energy to stand on my own, we were able to get on with the actual shower. 

God, I love the feel of hard flesh all slippery with soap. T.K. must enjoy soapy skin too, because he spent at least five minutes washing my breasts. I was washing his cock at the same time, so I wasn't about to complain. But despite all this touching and stroking and fondling, we actually managed to finish our shower without any further orgasms. I know, it surprised me too. 

I was horny again when I shut the water off, but not the 'Jump-The-First-Cock-I-See' horny I was for the last couple hours. It was more like a simmer rather than a full boil. My smoldering lust could be ignored, but it could also be called up into a raging inferno in moments. In other words... how I feel 90% of the time. 

T.K. got out of the shower first, looking all cute with his wet, mussy hair and the towel wrapped around his boyish waist, while I was still toweling my hair. He walked out into the living room where I could hear Meg and Adam laughing at something on TV. 

I joined them a couple minutes later with the towel wrapped around my body, pulling a brush through my hair – it turned into a beautiful blood red when it was wet. Adam and Meg were cuddling on the couch while T.K. sat in the recliner next to them. He was already dressed. I finished drying off and went about my business – blow-drying my hair, putting on makeup, getting dressed, etc. – while they watched a Simpsons rerun. 

I finished getting ready, and we all decided to grab some dinner before going to Em’s party. I grudgingly conceded to go to Denny’s. It was an acceptable dinner, even though the lobby had smelled like a public restroom. Megan told the guys about her job interview and it made me hot all over again. I didn’t think I’d be ready to fuck for at least a couple hours after what happened at Adam’s apartment, but here I was, trying to keep myself from slipping a hand up my skirt. 

We took our time eating and chatted for a while over coffee, soda, and tea. At about 8:30, we paid the bill and piled back in the car to go to Emily’s. 

Emily lives in a huge condo in the middle of downtown. The first time I saw it, I’d only known about her job at the Cat’s Meow. “Holy shit!” I’d said, mouth gaping as Emily began the tour. “How can you afford this place working at that little shop?” 

“Oh, I dance at Heaven’s Delta during the week. Didn’t I tell you?” She’d stood there looking at me with a ‘Can’t Remember If I Did Or Not’ expression on her face, and a vision of her as a stripper had come strongly. I saw her dancing in my mind, pulling off the battered Bad Religion shirt, twisting and rolling her tight athletic body in rhythm with the techno music, making love to the brass pole, and I’d almost fainted. She had danced for me once; without a pole, unfortunately, a tongue-in-cheek dance at a party, but it had been enough to make me tackle her to the floor and fuck her for an hour. 

Heaven’s Delta was one of the more classy strip-joints in the area where all the business men go. It’s clean, well managed, well staffed, tightly secured, and the patrons tend to have very deep wallets. And being able to dance like that, she must make a fortune. I’d sure as hell empty my wallet to get a lapdance from her. 

I was pulled from my thoughts when T.K. stopped the car. The outside of Emily’s building was pretty plain. The inside, however, was gorgeous. It was designed and decorated in the style of Frank Lloyd Wright – my favorite and most influential architect, coincidentally. The music slammed into us when we went into her second floor condo; White Zombie’s ‘Supersexy Swingin Sounds’ album was making the floor vibrate. Emily knew that was my favorite and what it did to me. It’s like the smooth beats went straight to my soul. The very first time I’d heard the <i>More Human Than Human</i> remix, it made love to my mind and body. It got into my mind, into my blood, into me. I had been in Matt’s car when I heard it that first time. 

We’d been driving down the freeway when he put it on. After listening to half the song, I’d made him pull into a rest area where I proceeded to fuck him senseless while the seats vibrated with the deep bass of the music. I’d ridden him for the entire length of that album, turned on more and more by each song. It’s like the basslines were rubbing directly on my clit. I couldn’t believe music could do that to me. Not even Nine Inch Nails’ <i>Closer</i> ever had that strong of an effect on me. 

  

Emily was very aware of how much I loved that album – it had been the soundtrack to our lovemaking more than once. The question was whether or not it was intentional. She couldn’t have known when I was coming. Probably just a coincidence. 

“Hey!” The shout was almost drowned out by the throbbing music, but I recognized Emily’s voice immediately as she strode over to us. She was wearing a very old Black Sabbath shirt – I wasn’t aware they made them in kid sizes – that fit her lean body deliciously, and a pair of very tight, very ragged jeans that rode incredibly low. The sharp points of her pelvic bone were visible a good inch above the waistband. 

“Hey Em! What’s this party rated?” I asked, closing the door behind us as she hugged and kissed Meg, Adam, and T.K. in turn. 

Given our open sexuality, my friends and I started using a rating system for our parties and get-togethers. Not all of them were wild drunken orgies; sometimes there’d be a cousin over or a co-worker or something like that, and we’d have to keep it fairly chaste. It was based on the movie ratings – G, PG, PG-13, R, and NC-17 – and worked out quite well. It’s pretty self-explanatory as to what the ratings mean, so I won’t bother. 

When Emily turned to me, I saw a look in her eye that made my stomach flutter with nervous excitement. “Very NC-17,” she said with a down-right evil grin before shoving her tongue in my mouth. My body responded immediately. I moaned into the kiss as my arms went around her and pulled our bodies together. Her nipples were tight under her shirt and I could feel the heat radiating from between her legs. 

She broke the kiss abruptly, leaving me gasping for air. “Make yourselves at home, guys.” Her piercing eyes never left mine as she spoke to the other three. “You and I have unfinished business,” she said in a low voice before turning away. Adrenaline swam through my blood, making me a little light-headed with excitement. Goddamn, her ass looked great in those jeans. I would have tackled her right there, but I wanted to go say Hi to some people first. 

  

==Part 8== 

There were about thirty people so far, of which I knew about a dozen. There were a few couples dancing – if you can even call it dancing. It looked like they were trying to fuck with their clothes on. I couldn’t blame them; the music was making my own hips sway with thoughts that weren’t even close to being wholesome. 

I said Hi to Paul and Monica, chatted for a couple minutes with April, and was introduced to a friend of Adam's named Kyle.  I found Matt and Danise in a squirming knot on one of Emily’s low couches. They were kissing furiously and groping each other through their clothes. I stood watching them a moment with a huge grin on my face. 

Danise was wearing tight jeans and a white tank top. She’s still tall and skinny, but she used to be flat-chested. Not anymore, though, since her rich parents bought her a new chest when she graduated high school. Now she and I exchanged bras. Right now, her long, chocolate legs – darker and even more exotic looking in the dim light – were wrapped around Matt, and one hand was gripping his crotch. I couldn’t see the other. 

One of Matt’s hands was between Dani’s legs while the other fondled a round breast. He was a pretty average looking guy; not too tall, not too muscular, not too hung. The boy could last for hours in the sack, though. I thought about interrupting them, but they looked like they were having too much fun. So I let them be and went to find something to drink. 

There was a keg of beer in the kitchen, as well as dozens of bottles of liquor on the counter. There was also a couple dry-humping in one of the designer kitchen chairs. The girl had a pretty nice ass, from what I could see beneath the guy’s hands. There was definitely something in the air tonight. I helped myself to a beer and when I turned around, Emily was coming towards me. She was staring right at me with an evil smirk. I didn’t necessarily like that grin, but the look in her eyes made me all warm and gushy. 

“I want you to meet someone,” she said. She’d had to put her lips right next to my ear to be heard, which brought her body against mine. I couldn’t stand it anymore. Seeing all these people kissing and grinding and fondling, on top of what Em’s kiss had done to me before... I was about ready to burst. I set my beer down and pulled her against me. 

“Can it wait?” I asked before closing my lips on the base of her neck. One hand came up to fondle her small breast and pinch a nipple. It hardened immediately, full and tight beneath her thin shirt. I felt her hips tilt into mine as she moaned. 

“Yeah,” she breathed heavily as her hands went under the little pleated skirt to grip my ass. “But I think you’ll enjoy meeting him.” She pulled away from me enough to look down into my eyes. Hers sparkled with mischief that wrapped itself around my soul. Then she leaned down and kissed me so tenderly that I though my heart would break. It was a soft, chaste kiss, but it held so much promise. 

“Only if you promise to fuck me tonight,” I answered with a scowl, licking my lips. 

“Cross my heart,” Emily giggled. She took my hand and pulled me back into the living room. She led me toward a guy and girl that were talking by the enormous fish tank that took up almost the entire wall. The girl was facing us. She was cute and flirting so ostentatiously that I wanted to smack her. 

“Hey Elyas!” Emily had to yell to be heard over the pounding of the music. When the guy turned around, my heart stopped. Or maybe it was pumping too fast. Whatever the case, I was dumfounded. 

This guy, Elyas, was the guy from the coffee shop; the sexy guy in the expensive suit I’d been planning on meeting tomorrow morning. His eyes had gone wide when he saw me, but I’m sure the shock showed more on my face. 

“Elyas, this is Veronica.” Emily was still shouting, but I could barely hear her. 

“A pleasure,” he said in that smooth, deep voice I remember so well, even though I’d only heard him speak four words previously. 

What are the fucking odds. Well, knowing Emily and her enormous circle of friends, I guess I can’t be surprised that she’d know someone so damn hot. But still... the odds that I would meet and seduce him in a coffeeshop the same day.... Oof. 

I couldn’t speak. I think I shook his hand, but I don’t remember. I was admiring the way the tight black shirt showed off his sculpted chest, shoulders, and abs. He was in great shape, muscular but not bulky. My eyes descended the chiseled lines of his body. He was wearing very, very snug black leather pants tucked into monstrous calf-high boots, and kind of a half-skirt thing that was open in the front and covered with zippers, buckles, and straps. My brain tried to tell me it was a weird garment, but it didn’t matter- it looked delicious on him. 

“Will you join us, Elyas?” Emily had slipped an arm around my waist, for which I was immensely grateful. Elyas nodded with a sparkle in his still wide eyes and gestured for us to lead the way. I saw him turn back to the girl he’d been speaking with, then I was swept away. 

“Do you know him?” Emily spoke in a normal tone, audible only to me over the loud music, but I could hear the smirk in her voice. She was up to something. 

“Not really,” I answered. Now that I wasn’t looking into that guy’s angelic face, my mind was a little more clear. “But I was about to fuck him in the bathroom of Claudia’s earlier when Megan called.” 

“Are you serious?” 

I nodded with a nervous laugh. “How do you know him?” 

“We dated for a couple months until his job transferred him to Europe. He’s been gone for about 3 years, but he’s back for a couple weeks on a business trip.” 

We’d stopped and I had just an instant to notice we were in Emily’s bedroom before I felt her hands at my chest. She was unbuttoning my blouse. I looked up at her face, my breath short and excited, watching the lust boil in her eyes as she made quick work of the three buttons. 

“When he came over tonight, he mentioned that he’d met a gorgeous schoolgirl at a coffeeshop earlier.” My pulse was racing. He thought I was gorgeous? A soft moan escaped my suddenly dry lips when Emily opened my bra. It felt so good to have my breasts free again. They ached to be fondled. “And I only know one girl that would dare wear a schoolgirl outfit in public and impress him.” She met my eyes and I saw the sincerity that was in them. 

I wanted to say something to her, to thank her for such an incredible compliment, but I couldn’t find the words. So I kissed her instead. I put all of my lust, desire, gratitude, and love into it and I think she felt it. Her body felt like a blossom opening in my hand. It was the most beautiful kiss I’ve ever experienced. It’s like our bodies became one, joined by that perfect kiss. 

When that timeless moment passed and we were able to peel our lips apart, I became aware of someone sitting on the bed behind me. 

“Fuck, V!” Emily was gasping, her eyes wide with amazement. 

“That was incredible,” came Elyas’s smooth voice from behind me. I heard him rise from the bed and approach us. I saw Em’s eyes flick over my shoulder as she took a step back. A heartbeat later, strong hands curled around my belly and slowly rose to cup my aching breasts. I arched my back, pressing my chest into those fondling fingers, and felt him stiff against my backside. Emily watched us, and after a moment, pulled her shirt up and off. 

“I don’t know how much of this I can take,” I said through short breaths as I pressed my ass back against Elyas, staring at the gorgeous body in front of me. Emily wriggled out of her jeans and stood a moment in front of me completely naked. She was a goddess. 

“Elyas, go lie down,” Emily said as she stepped up to me again. Her hands replaced Elyas’s on my breasts, and mine went immediately to her tight little ass. The strong body behind me was gone, but that’s alright. I had what I needed right in front of me. 

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” I said, finally looking up into her eyes as I cupped her breasts and thumbed her turgid nipples. She leaned her hips into me again and dropped her hands to the waistband of my skirt. 

“So have I,” she said as she eased the tiny garment down over my hips. “I had to masturbate after you left the store today.” As if I wasn’t horny enough without hearing that.... “But we can talk about our day some other time.” Em’s fingers curled under the waistband of my panties and took them the way of the skirt. “Let’s not leave our guest waiting.” 

My eyes widened. I’d practically forgotten about Elyas and what had felt like a rather large piece of meat hiding in his pants. With one more quick kiss, I led Emily back to the bed. Elyas lay on his side, grinning, head propped in a hand as he watched us. I could definitely see a bulge in his pants. A big bulge. I couldn’t decide if those were nervous or excited butterflies in my tummy. 

Emily stopped me before I could climb onto the bed, and leaned forward to whisper in my ear. “You can have the first ride,” she said with a grin. She climbed up next to Elyas before I could say anything, and I got a glimpse of the tiny lips nestled between her legs and a glint of the ring through her clit. Yeah, the butterflies were excited. 

By the time I made it up onto the bed – still wearing my thigh-high tights and glasses, by the way – Emily and Elyas’s lips were locked in a kiss that’s only possible between reunited lovers, separating only long enough to get his shirt off. 

I went to work on his pants. He’d shed the weird half-skirt thing, and I was grateful for that. Less to get in the way. I ran a hand over the thick ridge growing down his right pant leg, licking my lips in anticipation. It looked absolutely huge. He must have been fully absorbed in his kiss though, because I didn’t see any reaction to my appraising hand. 

I looked up the line of their bodies and was swept with a feeling of unreality. These two were so beautiful; easily two of the sexiest people I’ve ever seen. I could just grab a chair and watch these two go at it, and it would be like a 3-D porno. But what’s even better than a live porno is one that you get to participate in. 

If only we’d had a video camera. 
==Part 9==

My hands met at the top button of Elyas’s pants, and went to work quickly. The buttons, although stretched taut by his stiffening organ, came undone easily. I peeled them open as I kissed the rippled muscles of his abdomen. I worked the tight leather down over his hips, then pulled the bikini briefs down, too. 

I managed to free him and nearly got hit in the face by the biggest cock I’ve ever held. I gripped it around the base; my fingers were at least an inch from closing around it. He solidified in my hand and I heard him moan into Emily’s kiss. My god, how was I going to get this monster inside me? 

I’d have to worry about that later. This work of art was just too beautiful to do anything besides admire it. It was the same sun-darkened shade as the rest of his body, and I couldn’t help picturing him lying naked on a beach with this serpent resting between his legs. Did he pick it up and lay it on his belly so the bottom got tanned, too? 

I felt laughter threatening to bubble out of me, so I suppressed it by kissing the underside of the head, right where it meets the shaft. The skin was smooth and soft, and he throbbed and flexed in my hand. I could feel the strength and power coursing through that member, and I wondered what it would feel like to have that beast between my legs. 

“God Emily,” I said, mostly to myself as both hands now slowly stroked his rock-hard shaft. “I can’t believe you could fit this thing inside you.” I looked up at them and saw her smiling down at me with glazed eyes. One of her nipples was between Elyas’s teeth, and one of his fingers was between Emily’s nether lips. 

I rose a little bit, still stroking the gargantuan cock, and brushed it against my own stiff nipples. It sent a bolt of desire straight to my crotch. Shit, I needed something inside me. 

Without saying a word, Emily pulled herself from Elyas’s mouth and finger and joined me at his towering erection, taking the head immediately into her mouth. It was one of the sexiest things I’ve ever seen in my life. Emily was already incredibly alluring, but somehow the sight of her with a long, thick cock in her mouth was just amazing. Her cheeks sunk in as she sucked hard on the head, causing Elyas to moan loudly. One of her hands had joined both of mine on the shaft; yeah, there was room for three hands. 

A moment later, she pulled the dick out of her mouth with an audible ‘pop’ and leaned forward to kiss me. Her tongue filled my mouth, and I tasted the bit of precum he had given her. Then her mouth was gone and when I opened my eyes a second later, she was kneeling up by Elyas again. After a moment, I heard a drawer close and she came back with a tube of KY in her hand. 

“Give me a hand?” she asked me, unscrewing the top. She squeezed some onto my fingers, some on hers then set the tube down. Elyas was looking down at us, one hand behind his head, the other caressing Emily’s ass. His cock still stood tall and proud between us and when our hands closed around it with the cool gel, he moaned loudly. 

Lubricating a nice, hard cock is one of the things I enjoy most in life. To feel such hard flesh all slippery and smooth like that... mmmm. And this cock was especially hard and especially slippery. Shit, if Em didn’t get on it soon, I was going to have to try it out myself. 

As if she’d read my mind, Emily rose and knelt above that massive pole. I watched in awe as she touched the glistening head to her tiny little cleft; the same tiny little cleft that could grip my finger with virginal tightness. The ring in her clit sparkled in the low light as she stretched to consume the tip of Elyas’s cock. 

Never in my life would I have believed Emily could take the entire length of that massive pole inside her, if I wasn’t watching it with my own eyes. I was transfixed by the sight before me. 

Emily’s scream and Elyas’s moan drowned out the music when the head slipped fully into her. They stopped, gasping for air, and I realized that I was fingering myself. This was just too erotic. 

“V, make me cum!” Emily’s voice was strained between short, deep breaths. With that little ring sparkling above the penetration of that massive pole, I knew just what to do. 

Without hesitation, I leaned forward and sucked Em’s clit ring into my mouth. It was more than enough, but I didn’t stop. She writhed and bucked atop Elyas’s organ while I twisted and turned the ring in my mouth, the juices of her climax running down my chin. Her moans turned quickly into screams, and after just a couple seconds she was yelling at me to stop! oh dear god, please stop! 

I stopped, but I wanted to see more. I still didn’t believe Em could take all of that inside her. 

Without taking my eyes from the juncture of their bodies, I reached over and found the tube of KY. I put a healthy glob on my fingers and applied a fresh coat to Elyas’s cock. I swear he was even harder than he was before as my hand gripped him tight, stroking him with the slippery jelly. With my other hand, I spread as much as I could of the KY onto Emily’s stretched pussy. She was going to need every little bit. 

“I think you’ve gotten tighter,” Elyas said in a moaning voice as I worked his shaft. 

“Haven’t had a cock this big since you left,” Emily replied between short gasps. “Never had a cock this big,” she added as she straightened, taking another inch into her glistening folds. I kept pumping the base of his cock with one hand, while the other danced mercifully with my own pussy. 

Once Emily got it settled inside her, she was able to take the rest in more easily. It still took a long time to ease all of that flesh into her though, millimeter by millimeter. 

“Fucking Christ!” I exclaimed in a voice heavy with need as Emily settled around the very base of Elyas’s cock. The hand that I had been stroking him with was now caressing the point of their penetration. I looked up at Emily’s face and saw the most beautiful expression of painful bliss. In that moment, she was the most divine thing I’ve ever seen in my life. 

I rose onto my knees and looked deep into her eyes. “You look so beautiful,” I said before touching my lips to hers. I held her face gently in my hands as our lips caressed and our tongues danced. Slowly, her hips began to move in small, slow circles on Elyas’s cock, causing her to moan into my mouth. God, I wish I could satisfy her like that. 

“You do too,” Emily said between soft kisses, and for the briefest instant, the inflection of her voice made me certain she was talking about my desire to satisfy her like Elyas just did. I broke the kiss, shocked that she could read my mind, but the look in her eyes said differently. My racing heart calmed when she added, “those thigh-highs and glasses... god, V!” 

Must have just been my imagination. 

Just as we broke the kiss, Elyas’s hips jerked up, thrusting into Emily’s lean body. She screamed and clutched at me to keep herself from flying right off his shaft. 

“I want him on my tits,” I said, my eyes and crotch burning with pure lust. Emily nodded, nearly whimpering with the flood of sensations, bouncing savagely on that wonderful pole. She came a few seconds later and rose off his shaft, panting and moaning in her orgasm as she collapsed onto the bed. I was left with that slippery, glistening cock, coated in Emily’s climaxes. 

I glanced up to see if Emily was alright. She and Elyas were kissing again, so I focused my attention on that magnificent length of steel. I sucked the head into my mouth, and moaned in rapture as the taste of Emily’s arousal flooded my mouth. I pumped the shaft with one hand while I sucked and nibbled the head, fondling his huge balls with the other. If they were as full as they felt, I was going to get one hell of a shower! 

I take not a small amount of pride in the fact that I can deep-throat just about any cock I put in my mouth. I love the way it feels on my tongue, but I especially like the moans and groans guys make when they see their balls crushed against a girl’s chin.
There was no way I was going to get this monster that deep, though. The head alone filled my mouth, and it wasn’t even as thick as the shaft. So I just kept stroking and fondling, sucking and nibbling while they kissed. The member throbbed and flexed in my mouth. My hand gripped tight, sliding faster and faster up and down his shaft. I could hear him moaning louder, his hips writhing and bucking, trying to thrust into my mouth. But I still held him down, controlling him; another aspect of giving head that I love. 

A moment later, they began to move. I looked up and saw Elyas rise to a sitting position while Emily climbed off the bed. I took him out of my mouth without interrupting my stroke, and pulled him along with me to the edge of the bed. I knelt on the floor between his legs where he sat. I looked up at him with a broad smile, still stroking his rock-hard cock, as Emily moved behind me. Her arms curled around my body, wrapping me in her warmth. Her confident hands cupped my aching breasts as she kissed the side of my neck, lighting tiny fires all along my flesh. I moaned and leaned back against her, loving the way she felt behind me. 

I wanted to lose myself in her arms, to let her sweep me away, but there was another person in the room. I tore my attention from Emily’s hands and focused it back on Elyas. Apparently he didn’t mind the minor interruption. He wore a grin as he watched Em’s hands move all over my body, one hand descending over my belly until it reached the burning center of my body. Her other hand was still fondling my breast, so I cupped the other and lifted them to Elyas’s organ. I stroked the length of his shaft over the tops of my heaving breasts, covering them with the KY jelly as my hand continued to pump. I leaned forward a little more, moaning and whimpering as Emily’s fingers slipped mercifully inside me, and enveloped the thick muscle in my tits. 

“Your breasts...” I looked up when Elyas spoke and the look I saw on his face almost made me cum. Such a beautiful, exotic man, probably able to get any girl he could ever want – and here he was, moaning in ecstasy as I, plain ol’ Veronica Miller, stroked his cock with my hand and breasts. 

Determined to see Elyas cum before me, I lifted him out from between my breasts and sucked him back into my mouth. My tongue swirled and caressed the underside of his head as I pumped faster and faster, just below where my lips worked. My other hand was back on his balls, fondling and coaxing them to give up their hoard of ambrosia. A moment later, they tightened briefly and exploded. 

My mouth was instantly filled, but I managed to swallow it. I kept pumping his spewing organ, directing the pulsing spurts of semen onto my breasts. He shot rope after rope of thick cum, moaning as Emily continued to circle my clit. My breathing was getting shorter, the waves of climax almost upon me. Em’s finger knew exactly where to go and what to do and, combined with the hot seed spilling on my searing breasts, I shattered after a few more strokes. 

I nearly burst into tears at the incredible rush of pleasure, but stuffed my mouth with Elyas’s still spewing cock instead. I filled my mouth again, then turned and pressed my lips to Emily’s. I gave her my mouthful of cum, letting her taste what I had done to him. My body shook and shuddered as my climax continued to tear through me, Emily’s finger never slowing as we shared Elyas’s satisfaction. 

My hand began to slow its stroking as I became swept up in Emily’s kiss, our tongues playing volleyball with the mouthful of cum, until I stopped completely and released it. I turned my body to meet Em’s, leaving Elyas forgotten on the bed. I pressed my body against Em’s needing to feel the strength of her muscles and the tenderness of her hands on my burning skin. 

I wasn’t even completely over one of the most amazing orgasms of my life, and here I was again, riding on the verge of another. 

==Part 10==

Emily swallowed the wad of jizz abruptly, and shoved her tongue fully into my mouth. I moaned into her, surprised by the passion I felt vibrating throughout her body. Our hands flew over each other as she slowly pulled me toward her. She lowered herself to the floor, putting me on my knees and elbows above her. I had a faint idea of what she was trying to do, so I arched my back, lifting my ass high into the air. I wanted to grind my pussy against Emily’s, to feel her slippery folds make love to mine, but I craved a cock even more. 

As much as I enjoy fucking my girlfriends, there’s just something about a hard, throbbing penis that I just can’t pass up. 

I half heard Elyas moving while Emily sucked on my tongue. Her nipples were hard, pressing into the slippery, cum-covered flesh of my breasts. I would have loved to pinch them, suck them, nibble them, but my mind was occupied enough already. When the strong hands began to caress the globes of my ass, my heart started to really pound. I knew what was back there, probably hard again already, ready to give me a nice ride. 

But along with the excitement, there was a little fear. Elyas’ cock was huge. Simple as that. I saw how difficult it was for Emily to take him in, and I’m smaller than she is. Not to mention, I was going to get it doggystyle! I don’t know what it is about this position, but there’s just no other way to get so deep. 

But to feel that completely full! The nervous butterflies were back, dancing and having a good ol’ time with the excited butterflies. 

The hands on my ass were smooth and sensual, massaging the muscles in my lower back, waist, hips, and butt. It felt incredible combined with the erotic ministrations of Emily’s tongue. Her hands settled on my breasts then, squeezing and fondling, rubbing Elyas’s sperm into them like it was moisturizing lotion. I arched my back again, pressing my chest into Emily’s hand, and felt the long, solid length of shaft graze my searing core. My hips drove back automatically, trying to pull it into me. 

I felt Elyas slowly draw back along my cleft, causing me to whimper into Emily’s mouth. Then the massive head was pressed against my entrance. It felt enormous and I seriously doubted whether I could get that thing inside me, but my hips defied me again. He pressed into me just a little bit when my hips rocked back and I screamed. I could feel the power and strength coursing through his cock, trying to ground itself in me. He pushed into me again, stretching my passage beyond any hope of deriving pleasure. Pain was the only thing now washing through me; a dull, hot pain that radiated all through my body. Tears burst from my eyes as I cried out, trying to lean forward and off his massive organ. 

“Elyas, stop!” Emily shouted. I heard the fury in her voice and it gave me a moment of tranquility before the pain overtook me again. He was trying to push further into me, and I felt for the briefest instant the blind, carnal lust that was clouding his mind, turning him into an animal that wanted only to fuck me to death. I braced myself for the coming thrust, the screaming thrust that would tear me open. But it never came. 

A heartbeat later he was gone. The pain was still a throbbing ghost deep in my belly, but it would fade with time. I collapsed on top of Emily, burying my face in her shoulder as I cried. 

“Oh my god, I’m sorry!” Elyas exclaimed. I thought I might have heard sincerity in his voice, but I couldn’t be sure. My mind was a jumble just then. Emily was strong and supportive beneath me, and I just wanted to melt into her. “Are you alright, Veron—“ 

“Just leave,” Emily interjected venomously. I heard nothing for a few moments but my own sobbing. Then Elyas was moving, gathering his clothes, putting them on. A moment later the music flooded the bedroom, then was muffled again when the door closed behind him. 

For several minutes, I lay wrapped in Emily’s embrace, letting her love and comfort soak into me. Then slowly she lifted my head to look in my eyes. The sobs had stopped, but the pain had settled into a deep ache in my belly. 

“Are you alright, hun?” It sounded like there were tears in her voice. My love for this girl swelled in that moment, and I thought my heart might burst. That she would cry for me meant more than she could possibly know. Tears came again, but they were the good kind; the kind that meant everything will be alright. 

“Yeah, I’ll be okay.” I rolled off of her to lay next to her on the floor, still wrapped up in her arms. “It was just... too much, I guess.” 

“I’m sorry,” she said after a long silent moment, brushing a sweaty lock of hair out of my face. Her beautiful eyes were intense and shiny with unshed tears. “ I shouldn’t have let him do that to you.” 

“Don’t be, Em. I just wasn’t ready for it. It’s not your fault, it’s not Elyas’s fault. If anyone’s to blame, it’s me.” I took a deep breath. The pain in my belly was subsiding, but it would probably be with me for a couple days at least. “Maybe my pussy was just in protest against all the poundings it took earlier,” I said with a smile. I wanted to see Emily smile again; I needed to see her smile. That pained look of failure on her beautiful face was tearing at my heart. 

She did smile, and it was like a vibrant red rose blooming in the middle of a parking lot. It warmed my body and managed to ease the twisting ache in my gut. “I bet you had an interesting day after you left the store,” she said, wiping away tears with the ball of her thumb. 

“Very interesting,” I said, gladly guiding our minds down a different train of thought. There was still a little ball of fear in my belly, planted by that vicious wave of greed I’d felt in Elyas. I don’t know where that madness may have come from, because I know Emily would never have put herself in a relationship with a violent person. Maybe he changed in the intervening years. Well, whatever. I’m sure Emily planned on having a few words with him, so I resigned myself to ask her about it another day. 

“But can I tell you about it on the bed at least?” I smiled into her eyes, happy to be there with her. Happy that she wanted to be there with me, instead of out partying with all of her friends. 

“Good idea,” she said and got up. I was a little slower to follow and took her offered hands gratefully. The soreness in my crotch surged again when I tried to walk, causing me to moan. “Are you sure you’re alright?” Emily asked as she slipped an arm around my waist. 

“Yeah, just sore.” Her facial expression said she wasn’t going to be so easily convinced, but she didn’t push it any further. 

We climbed into bed and got all cozy in the silky sheets and warm comforter. We lay facing each other, heads propped in hands with the blankets pulled up just beneath our breasts. The light was dim and soft in Emily’s bedroom and it made her look even more beautiful. Fear and worry could not stand against the tender caring that was glowing beneath her skin, and my heart was eased. Then I was hit in the chest by a revelation. 

I was in love with Emily. 

The idea was immense in its clarity. I had no choice but to accept it, and I found that the thought sat comfortably in my mind. Obviously, however, I had no clue as to Emily’s feelings toward me. What would she do if I told her? Would she push me away? That thought made me almost sick to my stomach. Or would she reciprocate my love? That thought made my heart soar. What should I do? 

For the moment I decided to keep it quiet. The thought wasn’t even a second old yet. I took a deep breath and tucked that line of thinking into the back of my mind. Let’s try to get through this night first. Then we can worry about all that tomorrow. 

But she’s so fucking beautiful! Even sweaty from sex and red-eyed from crying, she was a goddess. It hurt my heart to look at her and not be able to show her how much I loved her. But there was that risk of losing what we had. And that would hurt far more than this mere annoyance. 

With a heavy sigh I pushed these thoughts away and began telling her about my day after I left the Cat’s Meow. I told her about my run-in with Adam and she laughed when I told her how eager he was. I told her how bad I’d wanted to fuck Megan before her job interview, but managed to hold back. She listened to it all with the smile of a child hearing their favorite bedtime story. 

When I got to the coffee shop episode, I conveniently forgot to mention the cute guy I’d met. Em took it in stride; she already knew basically what happened, so there was no need to go back to such a touchy subject so soon. I went on to tell her about Megan’s job interview, which she listened to even more raptly, with an occasional <i>oh my god!</i> or <i>are you serious?!</i> thrown in. 

The memory of Elyas and that little episode began to melt away again under Emily’s warm smile as I went on to our visit to Adam’s house. I described as much as I could of my sex with T.K., and realized that the hunger I saw flickering in Em’s eyes was turning me on. I shouldn’t have been anywhere near aroused, after what happened, but when you’re lying naked in bed with Emily, you don’t have much say in the matter. 

When I finished, I noticed that Emily was closer to me than when we’d gotten into bed. Her leg was casually between mine, which meant her crotch was very close to mine. If I leaned forward just a fraction of an inch, our breasts would touch. Just a fraction of an inch, and our lips would touch. 

“Tell me about your day,” I said in a weak, pleading voice, hoping that she would pull away just a little bit. Just a fraction of an inch, so I wouldn’t be so tempted to just spill my heart and let it all out. 

She didn’t. Instead, she leaned forward and touched her lips carefully to mine. “Oh Emily,” I whimpered into her mouth. I could feel my walls crumbling. A spark flashed deep in my belly, overpowering any pain or hurt that might still be there. I couldn’t resist her. My world centered around Emily at that one moment, and I felt myself falling into her arms. 

I let myself tumble into her embrace, let myself be enfolded in her love. Her lips were soft and moist, but left burning trails of desire scorched onto my cheeks, lips, jaw, and neck. I tried to return her affections, but I couldn’t. I was lost. I would have spilled my heart to her at that instant, shouted it to the world, but all the air had been stolen from my lungs by the sheer passion I felt radiating from her. 

We made love then, and I wish that I could remember just what we did. All that I can remember of the rest of that night was being in a cloud of pure pleasure. And I don’t mean the pure pleasure you think you feel at the instant of orgasm. I mean that pleasure was the only thing I knew. Everything had ceased to exist for me, and maybe for Emily. It was like we’d become one entity, one mind. She knew exactly what I wanted and I knew exactly what she wanted. We moved without conscious thought. 

It was perfect. 

I wish I could describe it better, give you even a hint of what it felt like, but I can’t. The english language doesn’t have the capacity to describe such beauty. 

==Part 11==

At some point, we both fell asleep in each other’s arms. It was a deep, dreamless sleep; the best I’d had in a long, long time. When my eyes finally came open the next morning, there were bars of golden sunlight coming in through the drawn window to the right of the bed. I was curled up with Emily, my head cradled in the crook of her shoulder, my legs braided in hers, and my arm curled around her back. My entire body felt warm and heavy, even though we’d slept with just a sheet covering us to the waist. I lifted my head to look at the clock on the nightstand; it was 8:13. How much sleep did we get? I tried to calculate when it was we might have fallen asleep, but everything after we arrived last night was blurry in my mind. It didn’t matter. I felt rested and fresh. 

Emily was still fast asleep. She had a tiny smile on her perfect lips and the sunlight framed her angelic face. I felt that surge of love in my chest and leaned down to kiss the corner of her mouth. I really didn’t want to get out of bed, but nature was calling quite loudly. I disentangled myself carefully, not wanting to disturb her peaceful sleep. My muscles groaned in protest. What the hell did we do last night that I’d be this sore? 

I made it to the bathroom alright, did my business, and shuffled into the kitchen to rustle up some grub. Danise and Matt were at the table talking quietly. There were a couple boxes of donuts on the counter and a jug of orange juice. Yummy! 

“Veronica!” Danise’s voice was silky and deep, but very feminine. She nearly jumped out of her chair, leaving Matt in the middle of a sentence, and rushed over to wrap me up in a big hug. Matt was staring at me with wide eyes. 

“Hi, hun,” I replied with a drugged smile. My voice was weak and far away; I am not a morning person. 

“I guess you and Emily had fun last night, huh?” The tall cocoa-skinned woman held me at arm’s length, looking me up and down with a mischievous sparkle in her eye. I realized that I was still completely naked. So that’s what Matt was staring at. 

“Yeah,” I said with a giggle. 

“Here,” Danise said. She was wearing a black terry cloth robe over a dark green camisole and black boy shorts. Her sculpted breasts and round butt filled them out nicely. She took the robe off and helped me into it. It was warm and comfy. “Matt went and got donuts and o.j.” She gave me a quick kiss on the lips before sitting back down. 

“Thanks, bud.” I leaned over and gave Matt a quick peck on the mouth before gratefully dropping into a chair. “I’m sorry I didn’t get to hang out with you guys last night. I saw you on the couch, but you were a little occupied.” 

They exchanged a smile. Matt got up and poured me a glass of juice. “You should have interrupted us,” he said as he set the glass down in front of me. I took a sip and the cold liquid scratched my throat. 

“Believe me, I wanted to. But Emily and I had unfinished business.” 

“Must have been some fucking crucial business if it was worth hogging Em all night.” Danise got up again to get a donut. She brought a cruller back for me. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to keep her busy so long, but...” I trailed off, not really wanting to explain the whole Elyas thing right now. “We lost track of time, I guess.” 

“I’m not complaining,” Matt interjected. “Dani and I managed to pass the time, but a lot of people left after a while.” 

I looked into the darkened living room and only saw two lumps on the floor and one on the sofa. Was one of them Elyas? I didn’t really feel bad about ruining the party, because I didn’t feel like I did. Well, I guess I did, but not through any fault of my own. If Elyas hadn’t happened, Emily and I would have licked each other for a while, and came back out. But instead, I had to almost get raped, then proceed to have the most amazing and satisfying sex of my life. Sorry guys. 

“Hey V.” I turned around at the voice and saw Emily coming out of her bedroom, holding my cell phone out in one hand, rubbing the sleep from her eyes with the other. “I think it’s your boss.” 

Mr. Calloway? What the hell could he want? Didn’t I take Friday off in addition to Thursday? I swear I did. 

I gave Em a kiss as I took the phone from her. She took my place at the kitchen table with Matt and Dani while I went into the bedroom to take the call. 

“Mr. Calloway?” I said when I had the door closed most of the way. 

“Veronica, yeah, it’s me. I’m really sorry to bother you, but we have a bit of an emergency down here.” 

An emergency? What kind of an emergency can an architecture firm have? The network could have gone down, there could have been a fire, but would he be calling me for anything like that? 

“Brian called in this morning,” Mr. Calloway went on. “Says he’s been throwing up since about four this morning.” I could hear the stress weighing on his voice. “And we have to get the St. Luke’s Inpatient Building project out today.” 

Shit. That was the biggest project we had going in our office, and Brian and I had been working on it together. This deadline had already been pushed back twice, and the owner was growing more impatient (pardon the pun) with us. There were just a few things that needed to be touched up, mostly coordination issues, but I was the only other person that knew enough of what was going on to be able to finish it. So yeah, this was an emergency. 

“Alright. I’ll get there as soon as I can.” I made sure he heard my exasperated sigh. 

“Thanks, Veronica.” I could hear the tension easing in his voice, replaced with relief. “You’re a life saver.” 

“You owe me one, Ian.” I ended the call and went back into the kitchen. Damnit, I’d really been looking forward to spending the day with Emily or getting errands done or something that wasn’t work. Oh well. I’m sure he’ll remember this when Christmas bonuses roll around. 

“He needs me to come in to work,” I explained when they all turned to look at me. I stepped up behind Emily’s chair and leaned down to kiss her slender neck and whisper a <i>good morning</i> into her ear. I straightened and offered Matt and Dani consolatory smiles. “Maybe we can hang out tonight?” They agreed and I was relieved. I felt bad for basically ignoring them last night. For ignoring everyone. And now having to skip out and go to work. Besides, how could I pass up an opportunity to have those long, chocolaty legs of Dani’s wrapped around my head? 

“Em, can you help me find my clothes?” 

“Sure hun,” she said and followed me back into the bedroom. When the door was closed, I turned and threw my arms around her neck. Our lips met an instant later. I felt a stirring deep down in my belly, but ignored it. This was just supposed to be a Thank You kiss. 

“I just wanted to thank you,” I said as I peeled myself from her to hunt for my clothes. “Last night could have been really bad, but you made it the best night of my life.” 

She didn’t say anything for a long moment. She just stood there in blue silk boxers and a white sports bra, chewing her bottom lip. Her eyes were bright as she watched me, but I don’t think she was seeing me. There was something being tossed back and forth in her mind; something big. 

“Veronica, I...” she broke off and dropped her eyes to where she was wringing her hands in her lap. My stomach started to flutter; Emily was never this nervous. She never had to struggle for words. There was something going on. After a brief, silent moment, she looked back up at me. Her eyes were... almost painful, I’d say. “We need to talk.” 

Uh oh. As I saw it, those words could mean two things: she either wants to see a lot more of me, or a lot less. Both possibilities made me nervous. Looking back at this morning, Emily did seem a little less warm to me than she had last night. But maybe that’s because she just woke up, or was worrying about what it was she wanted to tell me. Did she resent me for keeping her from her friends last night? It’s possible, but she’d been the one to instigate everything. Oh god, this was already tearing me up. 

“A short talk, or a long talk?” I really wanted to have this conversation now, even though I dreaded what she might say. But I promised Mr. Calloway that I’d be in to work right away. 

“It’ll probably end up being pretty long,” she said. “I shouldn’t have brought it up now. Especially since you have to go to work.” She took a deep breath and started for the door. I wanted to stop her, but I was buttoning the last button on my blouse. 

“Emily,” I began, but cut myself off when she stopped and turned around to lock her eyes on mine. She took another big breath, and my stomach did another flip-flop. 

“I think I’m falling in love with you, Veronica.” 

==Part 12==

The words hit me like a kick to the gut. All the air left my lungs, my jaw fell open, and my vision began to tilt drunkenly. I don’t remember feeling much of anything besides utter amazement. I think my mind was too shocked by what she said to be able to register any kind of joy or happiness. I know that’s what was deeper down, but I was literally shocked beyond words. Here I was, worrying myself sick about how Emily would react if I told her that I was in love with her, and it turns out she’d been going through the exact same thing! Talk about blind-sided.... 

“Yeah, we need to talk,” I said vaguely, but it sounded like someone else was speaking. Emily’s eyes were wide and dancing, trying to read my reaction. I wanted to run into her arms and shower her with kisses, to cry with overwhelming happiness, to tackle her onto the bed and show her how I felt. But my muscles were locked. I had no control over them; my mind was off trying to wrap itself around this nearly orgasmic revelation. I turned to walk out of the room, still dazed, and it felt like I was watching a movie; like an actor watching the premier of their latest blockbuster. I watched from inside my own head as I shuffled into the kitchen and asked Matt if he could give me a ride to Adam’s apartment so I could pick up my car. I was still an onlooker, still reeling in the blissful maelstrom of my disbelief, but neither Matt or Danise appeared to pick up on it. 

It wasn’t until I was in Matt’s car and we were pulling away from Emily’s building that I finally came back to myself. I was still in a daze, but I think my mind was beginning to process the flood of emotion. I wanted to dwell on it, to soak in the flood of warm, gushy feelings those words had given me when they floated out from between Emily’s perfect lips. I wanted to giggle like a little girl who has her first crush. But for the moment, I forced my mind to set it aside. It loomed behind me like a massive shadow, but I’d at least be able to focus on my work. This St. Lukes job was much more urgent. I’d have the entire weekend to deal with Emily. 

Matt didn’t ask me if I was alright, but I’m sure he knew something was up. Did he know Emily was in love with me? Had everyone but me known? I had to have been walking around with a dumbfounded look on my face, but he and Danise hadn’t said a thing. How long had Emily been planning on telling me? How long has she had these feelings? God, so many questions, but I didn’t have time to answer them just yet. Yeah, Em and I were going to have a nice, long talk. 

I thanked Matt as he stopped behind my car and gave him a quick, but very thorough kiss before getting out. A cool breeze caressed the bare skin of my thighs and I was reminded that I was still wearing my little schoolgirl outfit. I’d have to change before going into the office. Matt waited until he knew my car was running before he drove off. I gave him a wave and headed to my apartment. 

It was a cold, cloudy morning. I’d left my windows open when I left yesterday, and now there was a chill in my apartment. Goosebumps rose on my arms and legs, and my nipples grew tight. It had only been twenty-four hours since I’d been home, but it felt like weeks. So much happened yesterday. And this morning. 

I decided to take a quick shower; there’d been an awful lot of fluids exchanged since my last bathing. My mind went back to Emily as the hot water poured over my body. She’d been so nervous telling me that she was in love with me. It was so unlike her. She was always calm and cool, no matter the situation. I think that’s partly why I reacted the way I did. If she was so nervous about telling me, it was testament to the strength of her feelings and how closely she must have weighed the possible repercussions. Emily was not one to make foolish decisions. 

Oh shit. I suddenly realized that I’d practically blown her off! She’d opened the most secret corner of her heart to me, and I just stood there looking at her like an idiot. She probably thought I was disgusted or appalled at the idea of being in love with her. Fuck, I should call her and at least tell her I was in happy-shock, not gross-shock. 

I hurried through the rest of my shower and toweled off. I dialed her number and stood nibbling a fingernail nervously. What would I say when she picked up? Should I just tell her I wasn’t turned off by her, or should I tell her everything? Before I had a chance to decide, the line picked up. It was her voicemail. Well, that was a little better. At least I could keep it short and sweet. 

“Hey Em it’s Veronica,” I began after the tone. “I’m sorry if I seemed put-off this morning; you caught me a little by surprise. I just wanted to call you and let you know that it was happy-shock that reduced me to a stammering moron. I’m very eager to see you again.” I thought for an instant and decided to go ahead and say it. “I love you, Emily.” 

I put down the phone and stood staring at it for a moment. It felt like there was a strong river beneath me and it was about to carry my life down some very fast rapids. I took a deep breath and finished getting ready for work with a huge grin on my face. 

==
---- 

“Ready Veronica?” Mr. Calloway asked, peaking his head around the side of my cubicle. 

“Yeah,” I said over my shoulder. I closed the email I was rereading and locked my workstation. Ian stood in front of my cubicle now, looking handsome in khakis and navy-blue golf shirt that accentuated his toned chest and shoulders. He was holding a briefcase and sipping from his coffee cup. “I just need to visit the Ladies’ room before we go,” I added, picking up my leather portfolio with the company logo embossed on the front. 

“Sure, I’ll wait for you in the car,” he said with a smile. He turned and made his way to the front of the office. As soon as I realized I was staring, I pulled my eyes away from his ass. Shit, what the hell’s wrong with me? I shouldn’t be checking out my boss, and I shouldn’t be having these thoughts about him. I definitely shouldn’t be imagining those firm cheeks in my hands, squeezing them and urging them to pump into me faster. What...? Where did that thought come from?! He’s my boss, for Christ’s sake! And why just now? Why am I getting these thoughts now? I’ve worked for him for almost two years now and never had fantasies of kneeling beneath his desk, dragging my lips along the length of his throbbing... fuck! 

Butterflies awoke in my stomach. It was just going to be Mr. Calloway and me, alone on the roof of a massive hospital for three hours. And he’ll probably take me out to lunch. And if we don’t get everything finished before lunch, we’ll have to go back and finish up this afternoon. Would we get everything done this morning? Or will we get distracted? Will I be able to keep my hands off him? 

Stop it, goddamnit! I can’t be having these thoughts about my boss! If I allowed myself to seduce Mr. Calloway on top of the biggest hospital in the city, there could be major repurcussions. He could fire me. He could file sexual harassment charges. He could... 

He could rip my clothes off and make love to me under the blazing sun while hundreds of oblivious people milled about beneath us. 

Veronica! Just stop it! Stop it right the fuck now! Take a deep breath and just be calm and normal. You’re not going to seduce Mr. Calloway, and he’s not going to fuck you on the roof. You’re just going there to get measurements for the new addition. That’s all. 

I made myself calm down and take a deep breath. One step at a time. Keep focused on the matters at hand. 

Okay. That’s better. 

I went up to the front desk to sign out, but Mr. Calloway had already signed both of us out. Until five. The butterflies got a little more rambunctious. 

I went into the bathroom and answered nature’s call. I had to get my mind focused on something other than Mr. Calloway’s ruggedly handsome features. It won’t be easy, but I’ll manage. At least I don’t have to worry about any unsightly bulges. Below the belt, anyway. 

After I washed my hands, I gave myself a quick once-over in the mirror. My hair was gathered in a simple clip. I had just a touch of makeup on; enough to make me look almost as if I were trying to impress someone. I was wearing a sky-blue Polo shirt with the logo in yellow on my left breast. It fit me like a second skin and although the buttons were all undone, my cleavage was nestled safely out of view. But if I were to lean over a little bit... yeah, you got a nice view. Underneath this shirt was an even tighter yellow tank-top, evidenced only by the inch of accent that showed below the bottom hem of the Polo. And while I couldn’t see much below that in the mirror, the khaki cargo pants I’d chosen this morning hugged my hips and ass perfectly. I particularly liked the way the back pockets complimented the shape of my butt. I would have loved to wear sandals today, but my feet will be much happier in my light-colored running shoes. 

I wonder if Mr. Calloway goes for the sweet, girl-next-door look. 

Oh hell, there I go again! And now my nipples are hard. Wonderful. Maybe I should just go home. There’s obviously something wrong with me. My brain is still mush from this weekend. Note to self: Never get into a saki drinking contest with T.K.! 

Well, I’ll just have to live with protruding nipples. Wouldn’t be the first time. Luckily it was hot outside, so that helped a little bit. I got into the car where Mr. Calloway was waiting patiently and held my portfolio on my lap. “Sorry about that,” I said with a smile, trying not to look too closely at him. 

“Not a problem,” he replied with a grin as he backed the car out of the stall. What was... did he just look at my nipples? Oh god, does he know how much I want him? Does he know that I want to reach over right now and squeeze the bulge between his legs? 

Thankfully it was only a fifteen minute drive to the hospital and we filled the time discussing our gameplan for the day; what we needed to get measurements of, the layout of the existing building, things like that. Surprisingly, I managed to keep quiet about my desire to measure parts of Mr. Calloway’s body with my tongue. 

How many licks does it take to get to the creamy center.... Maybe I should go into the bathroom and rub off a quick one. It’d help calm me down, at least. Or just make it worse. Le sigh. 

We went in and talked to the project manager for the hospital and told him what we were going to be doing. He gave us clearance badges and keys, and let us know that if there was anything he could do, we just needed to ask. We shook hands again and parted company. 

Mr Calloway wanted to take the elevators up, but I talked him into taking the stairs. “Girl’s gotta work to keep her figure,” I said with a smile and started up the steps. 

“You must never take the elevator,” he muttered from behind me. Adrenaline dumped into my blood. Did he just compliment my body? I could suddenly feel his eyes on my ass as we climbed and I began to wonder if he was having the same naughty thoughts that I was. As I turned on the landing to go up the next flight, I peeked back at him and saw his eyes directly on my butt. 

Oh my god. Oh my god. Does he want me as bad as I want him? How long has he admired my body? God, I need some air. 

We made it up to the top floor finally and proceeded to the roof. As soon as the warm fresh air hit me, my mind cleared. It’s like I’d been in a cloud of lust and the stiff breeze on the roof just whisked it away. I’m grateful because we really needed to focus on our work. We couldn’t let our hormones get in the way of our job. So I sucked it up and put the ache between my legs in the back of my mind. 

There were a couple times when I almost lost my control, though. There was a six-foot ladder we used to measure window placements and things like that. I was measuring one window with my ass right in front of Mr. Calloway’s face while he held the ladder still. I kept expecting him to grab me; I wanted him to grab my ass because then I could just let go and give him my body. But he didn’t. When I was done, I climbed down and he was a little slow letting go of the ladder. He must have come within two inches of pressing his groin against my backside. Would I have felt a stiff bulge? Would I have been able to let him let go of me? But he moved away just in time, just before I would have lost control. 

Another time we’d been talking about possible shaft placements. We were talking about shafts for the ventilation ducts to rise and descend through the floors, but of course my dirty little mind wanted to tell Mr. Calloway where he could stick <i>his</i> shaft- over and over and over. 

But despite all these temptations, we made it through the morning’s work without incident.
