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Between Two Lovers
by Thomas S Roche

She shouldnt have worn something slutty.

It had made sense early that morning. Get them both out to brunch, she figured, and wear something slutty. Get them tipsy at Verts Dchires (best mimosas in town, and where else can you get a breakfast salad?)  and wear something slutty. Theyre men. Theyll go for it, duh. Dont apologise; be honest how you feel, about the two of them, about the two coincident relationships; about sex. If you mention it to one of them before the other, itll forever nag at the other one. Just tell them both at once, and wear something slutty.

Without the wearing something slutty part, it ran the risk of becoming all process, no sex. And while Avery hated process, she did, however, like sex.

So she wore something slutty.

Well, Luke chortled, Im straight! He sounded self-congratulatory.

Avery fixed him with a gaze that could have frozen Vesuvius.

Well, I had planned on being there, she said. So I dont see how that matters.

Hey, Im not homophobic! bleated Luke, having an urban-sensitive-new-age-guy-straight-male-homophobia panic.

Jacob grinned lasciviously.

Im not either, said Jacob. He clapped Luke on the back. Promise youll stay between us, Ave? Maybe we can use, like, sheets with holes in them  like the Mormons.

Jews, said Avery.

Excuse me?

Jews. Orthodox Jews are supposed to have sex through a sheet. They dont.

I thought it was the Amish, said Luke.

They dont either, said Avery.

So its not Mormons? said Luke.

I was making a joke, said Jacob sourly.

Hey, guy, theres nothing wrong with gay sex, spat Luke suddenly, with a self-righteously liberal air.

Oh, I love gay sex, said Jacob. I eat it up! Nothing I love like a big fat dick!

Luke stared at Jacob, confused.

Not really, said Jacob sheepishly. Avery was more than a little satisfied to see him turn a deep pink.

Look, said Avery. Forget I said anything.

Jacob recovered: Hey, lets not be too hasty here. I mean, weve got sexual chemistry, the two of us. He added hastily, Avery and me! in a bark, violently waving his hand to indicate  without question  that he and Luke did not have sexual chemistry. Then to Avery, pointedly: I mean, its intense, am I right? Maybe itll spill over and...you know... he made a cryptic gesture describing a triangle between the three of them, talking with his hand where his tongue seemed to fail him.

You know, what? asked Avery, annoyed.

You know.

I dont know.

This thing could work, he finally said, his voice a deep dark chocolate purr of suggestive energy. A threesome, like you said.

That would be weird, said Luke.

Forget I said anything, said Avery, and gulped the second half of her mimosa.

Jacob peered at her, refilling her flute from the pitcher.

It could work, said Jacob, to Luke. I mean  look how shes dressed.

Aint that a fact, said Luke.

Jacobs leer radiated open lust, as his eyes took in Averys face and upper body, the tight soft shawl-collar top moulded to the outline of her breasts, her chickens stiffening her undercarriage effectively, but not as effectively as Jacobs lustful gaze stiffened her nipples. In an instant, she knew they were visible, not just cause she could feel the tight hot hardness, but because Jacob and Luke exchanged a glance that told her so. She felt a wave of hot-cold-hot; her face was red, she knew. She was blushing. She shouldnt have worn something slutty. That was stupid. And as for proposing a threesome? That was fucking stupider than stupid.

She looked down. Her hot skin goosebumped. She squirmed uncomfortably under the two mens gazes. Her jeans were too tight and rubbed her places she really oughtnt to be rubbed right now. She wasnt quite down to her skinny jeans, and in any event, there was less to these jeans to begin with than there ever should have been at brunch.

She felt reckless, sick, nauseated.

When she looked up, Jacob and Luke were both staring at her: shameless, ravenous, consumed by lust  word up. From the way they were drooling, if there hadnt been a table full of mimosas and fucking breakfast salads between their crotches and their faces, Avery thought both dudes would be on their way to the hospital with boner-induced chin fractures.

Is she hot, or what? said Luke.

Fuckin smoking, said Jacob.

Christ, boys, want a drool cup? she thought bitterly, trying to fight off the wave of immense gratification. As awkward as it was, she found it fucking hot to have two guys she was totally into  and, in fact, already sleeping with  looking at her with such open lust. For a moment she wasnt sure she really wanted to stop it.

I dont think its that weird, said Jacob. Shes fucking hot.

Shes fucking hot, repeated Luke, nodding fervently.

I mean, who wouldnt want to fuck her?

Fucking hot, Luke repeated.

Forget I said anything, murmured Avery.

I mean, is sex with her the fucking bomb or what?

The fucking bomb, said Luke.

Forget I said anything, whimpered Avery.

The things she does?

The things she says, purred Luke.

They high-fived. The things she says! cried Jacob merrily.

The mouth on that girl!

At the right moment, said Jacob.

Shell say the right thing

The dudes fist-bumped.

But, you know, thats not what I like about her. Mostly its the body, said Jacob.

Its a good body, said Luke.

Not like that. The way she moves. The way she reacts.

Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, fuck yeah, said Luke, consumed. The way she reacts.

I mean, erogenous?

Erogenous zone, grinned Luke. One big one.

Called Avery.

Now you guys are just fucking with me, growled Avery.

You know that part in the small of her back, said Jacob  whapping the back of his hand against Lukes shoulder in open camaraderie  where if you tickle it real lightly or kinda lick it there, she just goes fucking nuts?

I dont know that spot, said Luke, bewildered.

Ill show it to you, said Jacob lasciviously. Avery, cmere.

Fuck off, she breathed.

Both Luke and Jacob grinned.

Luke said, You find that place at the ball of her foot?

What place?

Like you were saying with her back. Just tickle it, or run your tongue over it, and this girl goes

Forget I said anything, Avery hissed.

fucking nuts, mewled Luke. The tongue especially.

Dude, are you a fucking foot freak?

Hey, lighten up, said Luke. You were just saying you wanted to suck my dick.

Hah! I dont know what you think you heard, dude  but you heard something I didnt say. Wishful thinking?

Yeah, on your part.

The two made mocking kissy faces at each other.

Forget I said anything, said Avery, once more. This was stupid.

Both men ignored her; their twin gaze only got progressively more obscene as the silence weighed them down.

Personally, Im into her tits, Luke finally said.

Luke, stop. She was shifting uncomfortably.

Jacob made that sound that dudes make: sort of a chaw! sound, meaning Yeah, no fucking shit, of course, fuck yeah, dude, or something like that. Whats not to like, he elaborated. Perfect. Are they fucking perfect or what?

Forget I said anything, said Avery.

Luke: Fucking perfect.

Sensitive, said Jacob.

Sure, not just visually perfect, agreed Luke.

But, like, sensually perfect.

Forget I said anything, Avery murmured.

The way she reacts?

Oh, yeah. You know she can come from her nipples

Jacob! Luke! Stop! she hissed. She could barely move, she was so nervous; the faint swirl of a mild mimosa-drunk did little to help. She couldnt believe shed actually suggested this; she couldnt believe she thought that it would work. And most of all, for the thousandth time, she wished she hadnt worn something so slutty.

Avery was aware of a sudden throb in her clit; she felt clammy, down there; the seam of her jeans pressed in tight, reminding her that she was wearing even less by way of underwear under her too-tight, too-low-slung jeans than she wore beneath her too-tight, too-thin, shawl-neck sweater. And that only made things worse.

When Avery glanced up again, the two men were staring at her tits, openly lustful. When they took in the sight of her face, red and humiliated, they both obviously felt a great deal of pleasure at seeing her humbled.

You guys are just fucking with me.

Speaking only for myself, said Luke. I think were mostly serious.

Im pretty serious, agreed Jacob.

Fuck off. Offer rescinded.

You opened the door, Ave, said Jacob.

Yeah? Forget I did.

Then Luke said it, in his richest lets-go-to-bed voice: You want us to beg?

Jacob: I think she wants us to beg.

I dont, she said. It was a dumb idea. I dont know what I was thinking.

You were the one who wanted to date us both, said Luke.

Yeah, after you broke up with me!

Shes got a point there, dude, said Jacob.

Luke: Yeah, well...that was stupid.

And now you gotta pay the price for your indiscretion, said Jacob, in his Dr Evil voice.

The two high-fived.

That place on her back, asked Luke. Youll show it to me?

Oh, fully, dude, Ill fucking demonstrate. Information wants to be free. You just kinda Jacob did a thing with his tongue. She remembered the last time his tongue did that on the small of her back.

She wants us to beg, said Jacob.

Luke smiled. Jacob smiled. They put their hands together.

You want us on our knees?

Thatd be nice, spat Avery. No, dont

She turned 11 shades of purple as they both kicked their chairs back and got on their knees.

Please have a threesome with us? Jacob mouthed, no sound  but theyd both done a semester of sign language and he knew she could read his lips. Avery looked around desperately to see if there were any deaf people around.

No! Sit the fuck down!

Please? This time, Luke, in a moan.

Sit! Sit! Sit! No, dont

Only if you agree to Luke began.

even fucking say it. Avery cut across. Sit, she snapped. She was actually getting pissed, or at least she hoped they thought so. Inside, she was glowing.

They both sat down politely. The brunch crowd was glancing over, smiling; it was San Francisco, so shit like this happened daily  on a Sunday, every hour.

They sipped mimosas in silence; the waitress brought the bill.

Are we gonna do this? she finally asked.

The two men looked at each other.

Jacob made his chaw! sound.

Luke shrugged and nodded.

Avery took a deep breath. My place? she asked.

Luke shrugged. Its close, he said.

Sounds good, said Jacob.

Yeah, said Luke. And lets make it quick. Im fuckin horny.

Jacob guffawed.

Its the shirt! they both howled simultaneously, and fist-bumped.

Good Christ, thought Avery. What have I done?

She breathed three times, slammed her last mimosa and sprinted for the door.

Under the circumstances, she figured, her two boyfriends could split the bill.

It was only a few moments before they joined her on Fifth Street, but it felt like hours. She stood there, heat pulsing through her body; she wanted badly to back out, but now that shed gotten them to agree to it, the deed felt like it was done  without an item of clothing ever being dropped.

Fifth Street was busy. Two dykes made out across the street. A guy passed in front of her and dropped his gaze; she crossed her arms in front of her. Was this actually happening?

Jacob and Luke came out of the restaurant, Jacob tucking cash into his wallet. They looked her up and down and smiled.

Jacob turned to Luke. Dude, Im not holding your hand.

Avery made a disgusted noise. She took one hand each, and the three of them formed a line across the sidewalk walking toward Averys place.

Had she been a little less drunk, she might have had further second thoughts  which wouldnt have done anybody any good. When Luke broke up with her  he needed some space, same old bullshit line every guy used  shed resolved to be more experimental. No more monogamy. No more jumping into relationships. Dating was awesome. Fuckbuddies were cool. Casual sex was even better. Jacob had fallen somewhere at the confluence of all those categories: sex on the first date, sex on the second date, repeat ad infinitum. It had stopped being casual sex when theyd started planning sex weekends together, and shed figured they would need to have The Talk when Luke came blasting back into her life, apologising for being a dipshit  just what every woman wants to hear, right? Shed gone right back to bed with him, and the sex had proven far better than before; apparently hed learnt a lot in three months being single. Avery found herself in an arrangement suspended between a love triangle, dedicated polyamory and negotiated sluttiness. Jacob didnt seem to mind. Luke was slightly more possessive, but Averyd put her foot down: no relationships as such; no monogamy. She didnt want things to get complicated.

So how was it she was holding two guys hands, walking them back to her apartment, about to fuck them both?

The definition of complicated.

But then, it wasnt like she hadnt planned it out a million times in her fantasies. In fact, when shed heard Lukes voice on the phone, shed had three thoughts. The first was Hes dialled a wrong number. The second was Luke and Jacob = Threesome.

The third thought was so filthy and distracting shed barely heard a word Luke had said for the first half-minute of his apology.

She was a very naughty girl.

How do we do this? asked Avery. Luke and Jacob stood on opposite ends of her, in the corners of her small living room. Her skin felt electric. It seemed to repulse them both; they repulsed each other, forming some weird fucking science experiment triangle. She felt breathlessly suspended between the two of them. Her back was to Jacob; her front was to Luke. She felt desperately asthmatic, locked in desperate breathless anticipation. She felt like she was having a panic attack. She blushed deep, her face hot, as Luke looked from her eyes to her tits.

Neither man said anything.

How do we do this? she repeated.

Youre the expert, said Jacob.

He had stolen up behind her, six-feet plus of surfer dude towering over Averys five-ish feet. He took hold of her waist, big hands resting gently on her hips. She trembled. He moved nearer, til his muscled body grazed her shoulderblades and buttocks. His thumbs traced the outline of her thong, visible above the too-low waistband of her jeans.

Luke crept closer, smiling enigmatically. Jacobs hands went up under Averys soft, tight cotton sweater.

Expert? she moaned softly. How big a slut do you think I am?

Not as big as youll be in an hour, said Jacob.

Jacobs hands went smoothly north. At first she thought he was just cupping her tits  then the shawl collar blinded her, as Jacob lifted it neatly over her head.

Oh God, she said nervously, her words muffled. She obediently put her arms up, letting him take off her sweater. Jacob tossed it on the couch. Luke moved closer.

Youre wearing my favourite bra, he said.

She could feel Jacob smirk behind her.

Nice one, isnt it? She always wears it when she knows shes gonna get laid.

Are you two enjoying yourselves? she asked.

Behind her, Jacob got hold of her hands and gently held them behind her.

Now I am, he said, kissing her neck.

Avery stiffened; his lips on her neck combined with him sort of half-pinning her arms made her so fucking hot she couldnt stand it. She sank into the sensation of Jacob kissing her as Luke moved in closer and looked her in the eyes. He reached for the clasp of her favourite bra  the thing was notoriously difficult to undo. Luke got it on the first try; Jacob let go of her hand to help Luke take it off of her, then reached down to unbutton her jeans.

The zipper stumped him, so Luke nudged Jacobs fingers out of the way and pulled the zipper down. Avery could almost feel the sizzling energy from where their hands touched. Two straight guys partnering up to undress the girl they were both about to fuck; it was freaky for them. That was so fucking hot.

As Luke took over pants duty, Jacob moved his hands up to Averys tits; her eyes rolled back as he started gently working the nipples.

Luke lowered himself to his knees. He pulled Averys tight jeans down her thighs with some difficulty, peeling the tight fabric away  fuck, had she really worn those out in public? As he did, Jacob tipped her head back and kissed her, hard, his tongue easing into her mouth while his hands began to work her nipples.

She kicked off her wedge-heeled mules and let Luke lovingly ease her jeans over her feet; as she stepped out of them, she felt his tongue tracing its way up her thigh. Surprised, she squirmed a little, which put her more firmly in Jacobs grasp. His big arms around her, he pinched her nipples more firmly, following the rhythms of her body. She writhed between them, feeling suddenly awkward. Jacob never let up kissing her deeply, and he never stopped working her nipples, building the pressure quickly until she was trembling with the intensity. Luke got hold of her slim, slutty thong and pulled it smoothly down her thighs. It was soaked.

How they made it to the futon, shed never understand. It just sort of happened. Her two boys picked her up bodily, Jacob with his arms beneath her shoulders and his hands on her waist; Jacob with his palms across her buttocks, arms supporting her thighs. She felt like she was flying. As they settled her into Jacobs lap, his hard-on pressed against her back. Luke took her panties off.

She let him take them, feeling a slight wave of panic as they slipped over her ankles and she was naked; she felt it acutely. Naked, pinned between two hot guys. She knew this simply couldnt be happening  but here she was, naked between the two guys she was fucking. The two guys she was about to fuck. If shed stopped to think for a moment, or been less buzzed, she never would have let it happen  thank God for fucking mimosas, shed tell herself later.

Luke spread her legs. He bent down low; his tongue worked up over her thighs, nearing her cunt.

Before he could reach it, Jacobs hand slid down and across Averys flat, tattooed belly and between her smooth-shaved thighs. Her lips, too, were smooth; shed shaved for the occasion. In fact, shed taken to shaving almost always; it vastly improved her lifes ratio of cunnilingus to fellatio, especially when Luke was around.

You like her shaved? purred Jacob in her ear as he caressed her smooth-soft lips and found her clit.

I fucking love her shaved, Luke answered, his breath against her cunt. Like, fucking love.

Me too, said Jacob. Its a guy thing.

Luke lowered his face between Averys thighs and planted his mouth hard against her vulva. His tongue went sliding across Jacobs fingers; Avery could feel the pressure of Jacobs hand on her clit and the caress of Lukes tongue gliding over her pussy-lips. They changed places and Jacobs fingers eased inside her, stretching her tight, wet cunt gently while Luke began to lick her clit. Luke had always been a consummate pussyhound  making up for a somewhat sloppy technique with the fact that every lick was totally his gig  not for her pleasure. Most guys were willing, sometimes even eager. With Luke? He thought of little else. And when it came to technique, a loose-lipped, free-form style usually got the job done.

It also meant he wasnt that careful about where his face was in relation to Jacobs hand.

For a second, Avery thought Jacob was caressing his face.

Fuck, that was fucking pervy. What if she started thinking; then, Fuck it. Thats not gonna happen. Unless

The phrase was in her mouth before she could stop it: Are you gonna kiss?

Probably not, said Jacob.

Luke shook his head; it sent a shiver through her clit.

Id kinda like it if you did, she blurted.

Cause youre a perv, said Jacob, matter-of-factly.

It was true. A shameless fag hag since adolescence, Avery got instantly wet whenever she thought of two guys doing it. The fact that shed historically only ever slept with utterly straight dudes had been one of the tragedies of her life thus far.

But that wasnt why shed figured it was time to make a play for a threesome with Jacob and Luke. When shed hatched her half-baked plan, she hadnt thought for a second Jacob and Luke would obediently augment her turn-on by touching each other; in fact, shed completely dismissed the possibility.

But Jacob did not remove his hand from Lukes face. It looked fucking hot. She might have been prejudiced, sure, since Lukes expert tongue was working her clit faster and faster as his hands reached up for her buttocks and the small of her back

Not there, dude. Here. With his free hand, which a moment before had been pinching Averys nipples, Jacob took Lukes hand and guided it up the curve of her buttocks, past her hips, to the place

Oh fucking Jesus! she cried as Jacobs firm guiding hand put Lukes fingers right where Jacob loved to kiss her.

See? Its special.

Lukes face came up from between her legs; he grinned salaciously.

Nice!

Experimentally, he glided his fingertips in circles around That Fucking Spot, and Avery twisted.

No, dont she gasped.

No, dont? asked Luke.

Or no, dont stop? asked Jacob.

Lukes fingers tickled her there; she twisted, writhed, cried out; Lukes face descended between her legs again; he started licking her rhythmically as he caressed; it sent uneven spasms of tickling pleasure through her, but Luke wasnt nearly as practised at it as Jacob. Once Jacob had spent an hour licking there  she had basically come, or something like it. Luke was doing a damn fine job; her eyes rolled way back into her head and she shivered, gently humping her body up against him. But he wasnt the expert.

She felt Jacobs hand at That Fucking Spot: big, strong, heavy. Do that thing with her feet, he said. Ill take over with her back.

Oh, fuck, fuck  fuck fuck fuck, she thundered. No. No please she didnt know what she was saying; she writhed spasmodically between them.

Jacob turned her slightly, getting on his knees on the couch behind her, and spreading her legs so that Luke could get more firmly between her thighs. Jacob grabbed her hair. He arched her back. Jacob put his other hand down at That Spot  caressing, while pulling her hair gently, while biting her neck, gnawing, sucking, while Luke put his tongue on her clit, while Luke put his lips around the upper swell of her cunt lips, and did that thing he did; shed never understand it  it was like a suck and a slurp, with a pressure somewhere no other guy could ever fucking find  and as he worked her clit Luke took her feet, one in each hand; he pushed them up to tip her vulva back at just the right angle, and each thumb found That Other Spot in the balls of her feet

Avery screamed at the top of her lungs.

Bad scream or good scream? asked Jacob.

She made a Gaaah! sound, writhing back and forth.

Good scream?

Gaah!

Bad scream.

Gaaaah, she howled, and clawed at his thighs. She shut her eyes tight, the movements of her body going fucking crazy. If she hadnt been pinned between two humans vastly bigger than she, she would have spazzed her way across the fucking living room, and probably poured out the window to slop onto Fifth Street. As it was, she was helpless between them  as they played her like an instrument, two virtuosos playing in different keys.

Good scream, sighed Jacob. Averys back arched; her belly undulated; her thighs shook; her head rolled against the tight hard grip of Jacobs hand in her hair; they kept going. They just wouldnt stop. Neither guy would let up. They worked every fucking erogenous zone shed ever known she had, and a few shed forgotten about, minus the two she could reach with her hands  which she started to do, totally shameless, planting her hands on her tits and working her nipples hard, pinching, prodding, squeezing, digging her fingernails into her flesh as she mounted toward

Orgasm, said Jacob, matter-of-factly. Our girls about to have an orgasm, said Jacob.

Our girl? said Luke, his voice thrumming through her pubic bone.

Our girl, said Jacob emphatically. He stopped gnawing on the back of her neck and tucked her upper body firmly into his arms, still holding his hair.

Then he kissed her. His tongue went in deep, thick and wet, stifling her moans as she mauled her own tits like a maddened little vixen. His mouth came off of hers with a big wet snap of spit, and she lapped at it, teeth working violently like she couldnt get enough of him  them  of herself. Of fucking everything. She was crazed.

Come for us, purred Jacob, one hand pulling at her hair, the other gently caressing her face. Her eyes popped open wide and that was what did it; shed looked into his eyes as shed climaxed before  as creepy and Tantra as that sounds  but never like this. She came so hard she felt her fillings crack.

And neither boy had ever really heard her scream before. In fact, no human ever had; no creature had, except her cat. Which was not as dirty as it sounded; that is to say, when she came as hard as she came that day, it was usually vibrator-driven after hours of porn  and no one was listening, because Avery was always too embarrassed to seriously let go.

But this time, people were listening; two people, and probably the neighbours; possibly much of this city block and some of the next. She screamed anyway, at the top of her lungs, thrashing wildly back and forth until she had to push Lukes face away and shut her thighs and beg them, Stop, stop, stop, stop, stop!

Really stop this time? asked Jacob.

Uh, she said, and clutched him close. Luke took a seat on the couch, with her feet in his lap; she shot him a warning look and he grinned.

So, whuddaya say, dude? It was Jacob: the cheeky one.

She was so brain-dead from screaming and coming that she didnt follow the innuendo, until after it was over. Even as Luke shot Jacob a sketchball look, she just lay there gaping and drooling.

She said itd really turn her on, said Jacob.

Luke sighed.

Weird, he said. Fucking weird.

Jacob eased himself out from under her; he tucked pillows under her back and leant way over toward Luke.

Lets try not to make it too gay, said Jacob, as he came in for the kiss.

And then his mouth was hard on Lukes  not even tentative; not a girl-kiss; not even a girls-while-their-boyfriends-are-watching kiss. Just a kiss; a fucking open-mouthed, lots-of-tongue kind of kiss. And it lasted.

When their mouths came apart, there was spit. There was spit. Avery moaned.

Both boys looked at her, smiled, turned back; they kissed again, deep again, and Avery watched, gape-mouthed, moaning, wide-eyed.

It just came out of her mouth before she could stop it  in a low, soft, rapturous moan, rich with promise.

Oh, my God. Thank you. Thank you!

They finished kissing and high-fived.

One of them said, Lets go to bed, and that was good enough for her.





The Untouchable Tabby
by Lana Fox

I was her student at college when we first met, and the way she fixed me with that sky-blue gaze I thought I saw whole worlds there. When she laughed, she did so lightly, as if she hadnt a care, and I alone could see the sadness in her face. Tabby is such fun, the other girls would chime. The way she talks! What a cutie. But sensing Tabbys wounds, I believed she ran far deeper. Like my father before he divorced my mum, Tabby possessed a kind of blackness, and this pulsed behind her flirtations in a low, sad beat. In her quirky pageboy caps and skinny, ribbed tops, which barely covered her pale breasts, she would scrawl spider diagrams on the board, calling, Come on, darlings! More! and I always imagined her gasping those words in bed, and the thought would make me writhe in my seat. Read the next paragraph, shed tell me, with a cheeky wink, and Id hear the others whispering, Why does she always choose Val?

Many years later, when I was home visiting my father, I bumped into Tabby in the post office queue. She was mailing a bright parcel with coloured balloons all over it  a birthday present for her niece, she said. Her hair, still short and curly, had gone from brown to cherub-blonde, and she wore a pair of black-rimmed, mock-preppy glasses. The little, slender lines on her face betrayed her age  late 30s, I decided  but she was still covered in those sweet brown freckles, which covered her cheeks, nose and throat. She was sucking a sweet that smelt of cherries, and it bulged behind her cheek as I invited her to visit. Watch out, peach, she said, laying her hand on my arm. Her fingertips were cool. You might get what you ask for.

A couple of months later I received the call. Tabby said she was going to a conference in London, and her train made a stop in Leicester where I lived. Might she visit and take me out to dinner? It just so happened, I had two free tickets for the theatre that night. When I told Tabby, she agreed to come along.

I met her at the station, looking radiant, in a pair of curly pigtails with an armful of red roses. On the train platform, with the throngs passing by, she thrust the scented flowers towards me and gave me a quick kiss. When we embraced like old friends, she felt so slender beneath her top, with her breasts pressing against my own. Now our teacher-student barriers were lifted, I assumed wed screw like we longed to, and when, in the car on our way to mine, she leant in close and touched my thigh, whispering, This is nice, isnt it? I took it as a come-on.

Back at my basement flat we had to change in a hurry. The play was starting in an hour, and wed follow that with dinner. My bondage friend, Ray, phoned while Tabby was changing. Ray had been my sex-buddy for months and was part of the play we were going to see. Whats cooking with the teach? he asked.

Kiss on the mouth. Red roses. Already groped my thigh.

If that doesnt spell fuck me, said Ray, Ill eat my own eyebrows.

Id say join us, but she might be kind of vanilla.

Shes all yours, bad girl. Dont torture her too hard.

I went upstairs to use the bathroom, but paused on the landing outside. Tabby had left the door open and, with her back to me, was pulling a top over her head, while a pair of black, lace briefs cupped her tight freckled buttocks, the scalloped edge sinking seductively into the cleft. And dear mother of fuck, those thighs! Lean and glossy as if shed rubbed herself with oil! There I stood, gobsmacked, in my little black number, thirsting to lick and grind...and as if this wasnt enough, when Tabby glanced back across her shoulder, smoothing the flared white dress about her hips, I saw no shock in her heavy-lidded eyes. Instead, she looked up with a sexy pout, and winked as she slammed the door, leaving a blast of tantalising scent.

In my room, I sent Ray a text. Caught her changing. Shes wearing lacy knickers.

He replied, Slut needs a spanking.

But for all my bravado, I sensed something wasnt right. Dont be silly, I told myself. You deserve this. Enjoy it. So I applied my own perfume, which Ray called bitchs blend, dabbing my pulsepoints before spraying my auburn hair.

As I blew a kiss at the mirror, I jumped to see Tabby behind me. With her hair still in curly, blonde pigtails and her lips slicked with transparent gloss, she was wearing a Marilyn-style halterneck dress, white, like the starlets, and plunging, revealing a lightly freckled cleavage. She looked so hot she made me catch my breath.

Leaning against my doorframe, she said, Come on, sweetie. Were late.

In the auditorium, I hardly watched the play. Ray, who was the translator for folks who were deaf, was signing with his hands while mouthing the lines. His face, which had always been riotously expressive, seemed far more alive than the actors, and the way he gestured with his hands made me remember how he smacked my naked buttocks once a week, or teased me with his fingertips as they slid around the edge of my slit.

The play was Twelfth Night, my favourite of Shakespeares, but as time went on I became more taken with the way the light danced across Tabbys face, glancing off the shiny lips and brightening the blue eyes. I was enchanted by her scent and the way she laughed, dropping back her head; yet when I laced my fingers through her own, she turned to me, alarmed, before pulling her hand away.

In the interval, as I handed her a G&T, she stared down into it, jingling the ice cubes. The entrance hall was so crowded with other drinkers that she couldnt help but stand close. I received a text from Ray. How much touch? But I didnt even reply. So, Tabby, I said, with a gulp of my wine. Youre not into women?

She rolled her eyes behind her glasses. I dont do sex, full stop.

But the way you dress and your body language...

Her expression grew sour. You can rely on it too much, dear, she snipped, before knocking back her drink. When she lowered her glass, she told me she didnt do intimacy, and pursing the gin from her lips, added, Sharings overrated. I saw then that shed been hurt by a lover  perhaps this accounted for the sadness Id sensed when she taught me.

But you want sex, I tried. And you want sex with me. Itd change us both. Im not your student any more.

She gave a hard laugh that softened to a smile, then stroked the hair from my face. Youre right, dear, she said, but I cant, OK? And then a buzzer signalled the start of Act 2.

After the play was finished, Tabby went to the loo, so I gave Ray a call. Beautiful signing, I said.

He laughed. Like you noticed! You were too busy stroking your teachers pussy.

I told him about Tabby, how she wouldnt let me touch her. All the way through the second half, I didnt even look at the play. I was too stunned that shed brushed me off. It was true, Id hardly seen the actors in their Shakespearian corsets  Id been too busy gazing at Tabbys freckled breasts, so delicately cupped by the halterneck fabric, and imagining kissing those full glossed lips that would slide so perfectly over mine.

Shall I crash the party? said Ray.

I asked him to join us for dinner.

That poor woman needs seducing, he said. Lets give her the time of her life.

I chose the restaurant: a tapas bar nearby. When I explained my friend was joining us, Tabby gave the tiniest pout as if Id somehow abused her. By the time Ray arrived, wed ordered champagne along with a medley of tiny bowls and platters. Roasted red peppers drizzled in oil, almond-stuffed dates wrapped in crispy bacon, chilli-fried shrimp, griddled halloumi cheese and hasselback potatoes all brown and sweet. We ate from a glass-topped table with a candle at its centre, using our fingers to pick at the fare. Ray and I sat either side of Tabby on a curved bench that followed the line of the table. Her body language was prim at first, arms tight at her sides, but as the evening wore on she let us snuggle so close that our knees touched, and she even allowed Ray to feed her bacon-wrapped morsels. The first of these made her moan with pleasure, dropping back her head as she chewed.

I pressed my thigh against hers and said, My turn. Feed me something.

She watched me for a while, her blue eyes growing, her distrust grappling with the lust that swelled her pupils; then eventually she gave half a smile and chose a strip of roasted red pepper, which she placed on my tongue. I overacted entirely, falling back into the seat, massaging my breasts through the lycra as I groaned with enjoyment; beneath the table I reached between my legs massaging my own thigh as I let a droplet of oil escape from the side of my own mouth.

I could feel the burn of Tabbys stare as Ray leant against her ear and whispered, Lick it off.

But the droplet ran down my chin and throat, and she didnt move an inch. So Ray, in his brilliance, moved round my side of the bench, sitting right close to me, and licked from my tits up to my throat, catching the droplet on his tongue, before repeating the act with his hand on my thigh, his fingers gripping so hard that I felt a glorious shot of pain. Fuck, he told me, youre a sexy little bitch.

Feed me more, I gasped to Tabby, rolling my head her way.

I thought wed snared her because her cheeks had flushed and she was sucking her finger as she stared at Rays seductions. He was now lowering my strap, licking across my shoulder; but before we could argue, Tabby was sidling away, snapping, Youve no right. Im going to powder my nose.

She spent the rest of the meal quietly eating, while Ray dangled his hand below my belly, fingering me through my silky briefs  sometimes smoothly, sometimes roughly  until I was so wet I couldnt eat. Worried about Tabby, I tried not to show my pleasure, which made the whole scenario twice as hot. We ended up back at my place getting stoned in my bedroom, Tabby lying on her belly across my double bed, her prickliness slipping slowly away. I burned a sandalwood candle that gave the pot an exotic tinge, and lay on the rug with my head in Rays lap as we shared a joint. I stared up at his lively brown eyes, which made him look as if he were constantly amused.

Ray and I steered the conversation away from Twelfth Night and towards sexuality, but Tabby would have nothing of it. She continually brought us back to the present day, speaking of her teaching work, her neighbours and the art classes she enjoyed. But as the smoke took her, she began to lounge, rolling onto her back and laughing as Ray cracked jokes. Silly boy, she told him, taking off her glasses. I was struck by her pretty face, so blue-eyed and innocent. Youre worse than my students, she added.

Im offended, I said, with a wry smile.

You shouldnt be, she said, with a smoulder. Softening, she added, You werent just any old student.

Woah! My jaw went slack.

Well? Ray asked Tabby. What was Val like? Spill.

Tabby rolled onto her front, her dress peeling upwards, the fabric gathering around her perfect thighs. Her whole expression was relaxed, playful, sleepy. With curls coming loose from her little blonde pigtails, she purred, Val was the cleverest girl I ever taught.

I glowed.

Ray laughed. So how come she cant use chopsticks?

I slapped his arm.

Seriously, said Ray, reaching around my shoulders. Vals adorable as heck, and clever, but I cant imagine she was much of a boffin!

Dont have to be a boffin to be smart, I said.

Tabby rolled onto her back so she was looking at us upside down, her pale cleavage exposed behind her jawline, as if one move might force those tight little breasts to just pop from the fabric, nipples and all. She was dreamy, she said, taking a drag on her joint. Breathing out her smoke, she closed her eyes: In that whole damn class, all I saw was Val.

I grinned, setting my joint in the saucer at my side. And all I saw was you, I said, softly.

So? Ray asked Val. Why dont you screw the girl?

Tabby smoked thoughtfully for a while before giving her answer. When she did, her voice turned cool: A cheating bitch called Layla.

Ray and I exchanged a look, before he peeled away and crawled across to Tabby. Climbing up onto the bed, he grinned and tweaked one of her pigtails. She giggled, blue eyes glinting as he pulled in close. I know a good cure for heartbreak, Ray said, fingers glossing the fabric between her breasts. Youre a sweetie, you know? And hot as hell. And Val over there is besotted. And maybe I am too.

Tabbys eyes met his. She watched him for a while, then reached up and ruffled his hair. Smiling, she said, Are you making a pass?

Ray laughed. Were both making a pass.

She stared at me, waiting. At last, she gave me a sultry wink. OK, she said, smirking, but only because Im high.

Happy as a birthday girl, I skipped across to the bed. When I was next to her, she said, Kiss me. So I did. Her mouth was as yielding as Id guessed: her lips, which tasted of cherry-flavoured gloss, slid across mine, and her tongue was lithe and gentle, tasting of the joint. We kept on going, opening our mouths on one another. I felt her fingers on my breast, kneading gently. She moaned. Then I ran my fingers through those soft little curls and touched her nape and the curve of her ass. She rolled onto her side, settling into the kiss, and now I was able to reach right beneath her skirt, my fingers brushing up those supersmooth thighs  Id always known shed be cool to the touch, like the insides of shells. When I drew away, I saw Ray reaching round her, pulling the fabric away from her breast. The sweetest, hardest roseate nipple lay gorgeously exposed. He rolled her onto her back, both of them smiling. Naughty teacher, he told her. No bra. How slutty. Then he began to lick Tabbys perfect breast, and kept on going until it was glossed with saliva. I watched for a while, then joined in, running my tongue over her other tight little nipple, making her gasp and shiver. Ray, who was softly moaning as he licked, thrust his hand inside Tabbys skirt and began to pleasure her with that wonder-touch of his. She arched, lips parting, and let out a sudden cry, her lips and lashes quivering, and said, Oh God, its been so long! I felt her absently tugging at my hemline. Take it off, she gasped, with a pleading look. Oh, Val...please.

I didnt need any encouragement. Beneath I was wearing silky briefs  pink, the colour Ray liked  with a matching bra that raised and rounded my tits.

As Ray began to bite Tabbys nipple, she groaned, staring down at him, hand splayed on the back of his head; when she focused again, she said, Val, honey, let me touch you.

On my knees, I shuffled closer, letting her run a free hand over me. She smelt of pricey scent I recognised  something dry by Calvin Klein. My ex was never as pretty as you, she murmured, entranced by my body, and never so clever either.

Ray pulled back, so I lowered myself over her, and said, If music be the food of love, were playing it, baby... Then I dipped a hand inside her skirt and found those lacy briefs and the perfectly waxed pussy beneath. I started softly, then pushed my fingers right into her, making her cry out and grab fistfuls of the sheets. Her scent, her little moans, her slick little slit, her wetness sliding smoothly from inside her...all of this from the teacher Id once watched so keenly. I was so wet and enchanted that I couldnt look away.

At last, I heard Ray unzipping, but didnt expect him to crawl behind me, pull my panties aside and fill me with his cock. As I shivered with pleasure, he started fucking me hard, telling me I was a bad little girl who shouldnt touch her teachers. My whole body jerked with Rays every thrust, and I knew I had to taste Tabby again, if only to feel the yielding of her sex. As I lowered my mouth to her, I glanced up her body: her lips were parted, covered in saliva and she was watching me from between her knees, her eyelids heavy. Do it, she whispered. Suck me.

I was so aroused, I burned.

As I pressed my tongue to her slippery sex, tasting her, teasing the nib of her clit, Ray continued to slam himself into me. Dirty girl, he told me, pushing my face into Tabbys pussy and, turned on by his brutality, I licked and licked and licked. Tabby moaned so loudly, her sex gushing, thirstily. Oh, baby, she cried out, dont ever fucking stop...

What I realised while I was going down on Tabby was how charged it felt. This wasnt simply a fun-fuck. This was about recovery. Later, for instance, as Ray jerked off, watching me spank Tabby, while a thread of drool spilled from her lower lip, I realised we were purging that cruel lover shed mentioned: the one whod probably been hurting her while I was in her class and had sensed her pain. Now, she knelt on the sheets, gorgeous and naked, her freckled skin glossed with perspiration, and I knelt behind her, pulling down on her pigtails so she was forced to tip back her head. I loved controlling her and displaying her for Ray, who, with his jeans and boxers round his thighs, was jerking off opposite Tabby. His gaze was glued to her tits, and he soon began a crescendo of Fuck, yes! reaching out with his free hand to maul her breast. Tabby laughed and cried, Is he coming on me? Is he? And oh, it was so joyous an exclamation, that it made me burn. As Ray came all over those perfect breasts, the sound of his come spattering her skin, Tabby reached back into my wet pussy and I felt such pleasure at her wondrous, digging fingers that I came too  deep and hard  falling on her, with a cry.

Afterwards, whenever we talked about Tabby, Ray would say, She was hot, but you were the hottest, as every good lover should, and I said the same to him, of course, except I called him bad. On future dates, wed talk about how the three of us had lain there together, after wed all come, tangled up and naked, the smile on Tabbys face utterly serene. Perhaps this moment sowed the seed that gave Ray and me the guts to fall in love  the gift of what she gave us, and what wed been giving her.

As it happened, we met her again two years later, quite by accident in a London bar. A beautiful redhead was with her, arm draped around my old teachers shoulders. While we drank together, Tabby couldnt stop touching me  my knee, my arm, my hair.

Youre different, I told her.

She grinned. Thanks to you.

Later, you can express your gratitude, I joked.

And, of course, she did.
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