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  Introduction


   


  Welcome to my sandbox! In this book, aptly subtitled "Tales from the Magic University," I’m not the only writer who gets to play in it. I’ve opened up the halls of Veritas to other authors to explore, and I’ve written a few stories myself that I didn’t have room to tell in the Magic U. novels. Within these pages many characters are put through their paces and the stories range from humorous to angstful, though all but one are erotic. Warning: these stories do contain spoilers for the books of the series so we have arranged them in three sections, identifying which can be safely read after each book.


  There are always pieces of background that don’t get fleshed out in novels, especially when they involve characters other than the protagonist. When Kyle arrives at Veritas, for example, Frost and Candlin are already an item. It never occurs to Kyle to wonder how they got together, but the reader certainly might! I open this book with the story of their careful courtship, told from Frost’s point of view. Elisabeth Hurst and I each offer stories that explore the background of the relationship between Quilian Bell and Callendra Brandish.


  Filling in the gaps in the background is one of the fun things about writing fan fiction. I’ve written fanfic myself for various fandoms, and so it’s been really fun not only “ficcing” my own universe, but also seeing what other writers come up with. Lauren P. Burka explores the sex life of Kyle’s quiet and nerdy roommate, Glendon, while Sarah Ellis looks at life from Lindy Carmichael’s point of view when she first begins to struggle with magic. Lindy spends a weekend at the Collegium Sophia, the all-female magical college tucked away as part of Smith College.


  Many of the stories pair my characters with original characters created by the individual authors. Ash stars in not one but two pieces, one from Deb Atwood and one from BriAnne Searles. Julie Cox brings us her humorous take on the zombie apocalypse, which happens to also contain an Alex/Kyle/original character threesome. Other authors used entirely original characters, as in Kathleen Tudor (writing as D.K. Jernigan) does in “The Taste of Cloves,” which takes place during the New Year’s Eve party where Kyle tastes the clove orange for the first time. Frances K. Selkirk’s “Diary of a Lost Scholar” tackles one of the persistent magical problems the characters gripe about— the inability to make written texts invisible to mundane eyes—and manages to be a commentary/twist on one of the tropes in the Harry Potter series at the same time.


  I also added one story to the book which is not erotic; in fact, it is the opposite, as it is a story of Frost’s childhood. It’s the story of how Master Brandish and he met for the first time, which I wrote for a fan to thank them for supporting the Magic University series, and which I offer to you all now to whet your appetites for the final book in the series, The Poet and the Prophecy, which will be released in September 2015.


  Finally, there are a few “what if” stories, some that pair characters who don’t actually get together in the canon, but it’s tremendously fun (and hot) to imagine what they’d be like together. Rian Darcy and I each imagined what might have happened that day it looked like Dean Bell might give in to Timothy Frost’s advances—some might even say the evidence is there in the book suggesting it happened. I also wrote a story just for fun, to see what would happen if Kyle and Alex ever had sex. (I was really hoping someone would tackle putting Kyle and Dean Bell together because I’m sure sparks would fly, but no one went there. I’ll just have to keep my eyes peeled for fanfiction on the subject!)


  By the way, in case it isn’t clear, I support fans playing in my sandbox for fun. If I’ve done my job as a writer, then readers should be in love with my characters! I see no reason to try to suppress expressions of that love, as long as they aren’t harming my ability to make a living myself. Readers may have differing opinions of the characters from my own, but that is one of the great prerogatives of all readers of literature: interpretation. I’ve also had tremendous fun while writing in other people’s universes, and it’d be plain rude if I weren’t open to folks having the same kind of fun in my own. (Thank you to the OTW—Organization for Transformative Works—for supporting the rights of fans to creative expression and keeping the pro writing community informed of the legalities regarding fanworks.)


  Please enjoy these stories of the magical world, whether you sit back and enjoy them as a reader, or if they inspire you to visit Veritas yourself in your own imagination and in your own words.


   


  Cecilia Tan


  Cambridge, Mass.


  One


  
Stories after The Siren and The Sword



   


   


  Ignorance is Bliss


  In which Frost tells the tale of how he got together with Michael Candlin.


  by Cecilia Tan


   


  I was raised by wolves. Never forget that.


  Michael and I met in Enchantment class. We were lab partners; is that a cliche? How do most people meet their first boyfriend?


  I suppose most people have already met their first boyfriend by the time they are in college. But remember, I was raised by wolves. At first, anyway. I'd actually spent my teen years living with two nice old ladies who were happy to foster a magical foundling, just a few blocks from the campus of Veritas. From no protection at all to overprotected, in other words. Neither one is conducive to dating.


  Michael and I were both wide-eyed and quiet as church mice that first semester, though perhaps part of that was no one wanted to upset Professor Cross. She was a brute when it came to practice and homework and grading on a curve. Fail her class and you could forget being an enchanter.


  "Put your hand in mine," Michael said in a quiet, quiet voice. We were sitting facing each other, working on an exercise from the syllabus. Around us everyone was paired off and doing the same thing, while Cross stalked up and down, looking for mistakes or lack of focus. He held up a hand, his palm open.


  I hesitated for a moment. Physical contact wasn't something I'd had much of in years. It wasn't something I'd ever remembered wanting, and since moving to Cambridge, it had never been forced on me.


  This wasn't forced, though. It was an exercise for a class. Michael's eyes were large and round and expectant.


  I put my hand in his.


  It was all downhill from there.


   


  * * * *


   


  I'll probably never know just how much he knew about me before we met. He was a Scip, that was all I knew about him. I assumed he knew nothing about me. But that was a bad assumption. I was known to many of the faculty, and idle chatter had a way of filtering down. I wished, of course, that all the attention came from my achievements as a student, rather than the rumors—and some facts—about my past, so my goal became to simply be at the top of every class.


  Since this was a partner class, that meant Michael and I both would have to be the best.


  "We need to come up with a final project that will really show off both our abilities," he said, motivated in his own way to excel. Typical Scip.


  We were sitting at a table in the library, books scattered around us and notes covering the page in front of me. "I know. But is conjuration too ambitious?"


  He shrugged. "It would make an impression. But it can't just be a like a party trick. It needs to be artistic, and combinatory."


  I sighed. "Like, I conjure the seeds, and you make them grow quickly?"


  "Hm, that has promise but...if we just do something additive, she'll fail us. We need to do something that multiplies your power and mine. Something that could only be done with us working together at the same time." He bent his head and wrote something.


  I put my hand on the table and turned it palm up. "Put your hand in mine?" My voice was remarkably steady, I thought.


  He looked up, and the look in his eye said he heard all the unspoken questions I wasn't asking. He gave me a moment to appreciate that, then slid his hand into mine.


  His was warm, almost hot. I took a deep breath and felt the power under my skin pulse. He swallowed, feeling it too.


  "Whatever you want to do," I whispered. "Whatever you want. I'll try it."


  I was speaking of the enchantment project, wasn't I?


   


  * * * *


   


  I kissed him for the first time a week later. A long, agonizing week in which I kept trying to think of how to ask him if we could. Once I had it in my head to try it, I could think of nothing else. I sat so close to him in class that our sleeves touched. We took to studying together in the Scipionis common room, my leg touching his under the table. He noticed the change, but didn't do anything differently. Not wanting to scare me away, perhaps, the same way I was afraid I might scare him.


  I wanted so much that I didn't know how to ask for, but once I began to want, I couldn't stop.


  He rescued me late one night when we were alone in the common room, the fire burned to embers, and even the graduate tutors had gone to bed. I think the only reason we were still sitting there was because we were both waiting for this.


  He knew to ask if it was okay before he touched me. "Can I touch your cheek?" he asked.


  "My cheek?"


  "Like this." He reached up and brushed his fingers, then his warm palm, up my cheek. "Okay?"


  I nodded.


  Then he pulled me slowly closer. "Will you kiss me, Frost?"


  My answer was to devour him. One touch of my mouth to his and I knew I would never get enough of him, but I was going to try. Lips, and tongue, and teeth.


  I was raised by wolves, remember.


   


  * * * *


   


  We didn't have what I'd call sex until a month later. When do you start counting it as sex, anyway? I have my own reasons for questioning that, I know.


  I count it from when orgasm gets involved. He made me come with his hand, in the men's room in the library. It was difficult to let go. But I knew once I did, I found another thing I wouldn't be able to get enough of.


  Apparently, so did Michael.


   


  * * * *


   


  "Could we study in your room?" Michael asked one evening, when we were studying together before the library closed. We weren't even working on the project that night, but it wasn't lost on me that we were pretty much inseparable.


  I looked up at him. "My room?"


  "Something tells me if we want to be alone, you're better at getting rid of your roommate than I am."


  I licked my lips. "And do you want to be alone with me, Michael?"


  "Yes, very much," he said, and I heard everything he wanted in those words. Oh, Circe. He looked like a deer in the headlights, yet he was the one asking. Somehow that made it all okay. I never hesitated after that first day I put my hand in his. When he asked for something, I gave it to him, and invariably discovered I liked it.


  I took him in the back way so he wouldn't have to walk across the common room to reach the stairs. Then I told Persy to make himself scarce. We didn't even make a pretense of getting our books out of our bags. I laid him back on the bed and unbuttoned his sweater, nibbling at his neck.


  "Please, Timothy," he said, asking without asking. I bared his cock and my own and rubbed them together. It was one of the best things I think I've ever felt. Not just the sensation of it, but the knowledge of what I was doing, and how much pleasure could be had from it.


  "Want you," he said. "Want this." His fingers brushed up my length and made me shiver.


  I know better than some people, though, how much pain can be had from it, too. I'd tried to forget. Circe knows I'd tried. So I had to be sure. "I don't want to hurt you."


  "You won't." His hands pushed my shirts off over my head, my sweater turning inside out inside the undershirt. He stroked my chest. "I can feel you hesitating. If it's too much..."


  "It's not too much," I tried to assure him, but I couldn't explain what was wrong with me. Not and still keep my secrets locked up so deep inside me before I came to Veritas. I pretend that was all a bad dream I used to have. I pretend it's a nightmare I used to have over and over, so bad it messed me up, but not nearly as bad as if it had really happened.


  "You don't have to tell me why you're so scared," he said. "You don't have to tell me anything. But I'll tell you everything, Frost."


  "Timothy," I corrected him. "What's to tell?"


  "I can be anyone you want," he said then, quickly. "When I...when I have sex, I can create a whole dream world around my partner."


  He couldn't have known that was the wrong thing to say, but he felt my blood run cold.


  "Timothy?"


  "No dreams," I insisted. "If we're going to do this, I need to know it's the real you under me. I need to know it's Michael Candlin who wants my cock so bad, he dared set foot in Gladius House."


  He pulled at me then, pulling me into a kiss, but I didn't let him kiss me as long as he wanted. I trailed my mouth down his neck again, got him out of his sweater and shirt finally, and sucked on his flat nipples, making his chubby cock bounce against my stomach.


  I licked it, just to see what it would taste like, but I couldn't bring myself to suck on it. Instead, I pushed his legs apart and licked his ass instead.


  My jaw and tongue got tired of that pretty fast, so I rolled him onto his stomach and that was easier. I used my tongue and my fingers, making sure he was good and ready. How do you tell if someone is really ready? Maybe there's no surefire way to tell, but when Michael broke down and begged, I figured he was.


  My cock was such a different color from his buttocks, ruddy against the pale, almost bluish tinge of his skin.


  "Are you sure?" I asked.


  "Are you asking just to torment me now, or are you really just making sure?" he asked in return.


  "I don't know," I said. "It just seemed like the thing to do."


  "For fuck's sake, Timothy," he swore. "Just get it in, and all the questions will go away."


  "They will?"


  "Yes! Including that one!"


  I had no idea what he was talking about, and nearly stopped to ask more, but my own cock was throbbing with hunger, his hole was twitching impatiently, and I decided there was no more waiting. I jammed myself into him before I could put it off any longer.


  Oh. Now I knew what he meant. Inside him, it was like I was inside him. I could see through his eyes, and feel his skin—and, oh.


  I think I whimpered. Or maybe that was him.


  Here inside his head, we could talk, but there were no more questions, because there was no questioning the meaning of a word when we spoke in meanings more than in words anyway. I could see time spooled out before me from the moment I had first taken his hand to now, and how he had hoped for this moment all that time.


  I had always thought of orgasm as the thing people craved. To know that what he'd wanted most was this intimacy, this being taken and filled—well, it made my cock throb harder.


  It made me want to fuck him. To move back and forth inside him and let him feel every inch of my cock, to pry him open and claim him and leave my mark, and my seed, on him and in him. Which was good because that was exactly what he wanted. It wasn't my thought or his thought. It was ours.


  He came when I did, and after our bodies weren't joined anymore, the psychic connection would fade, too, I thought. But while we lay there in each other’s arms, I found I could still "hear" him. Feel him. Whatever.


  I used words, in my own head. I never had any idea sex could be like that.


  He couldn't stop himself from thinking, it's very different for the receptive partner.


  How much do you know?


  He could sense the abuse in my past, like a stink that clung to my skin. He didn't know the details and didn't want to know unless I wanted to tell him. I didn't.


  His mind was open to me, though. Anything I wanted to see or know, was all laid bare and open for me as clearly as his legs spread for my cock. He didn't want me to be afraid of anything, and thought seeing the depths of his soul was the best way to boost my trust.


  He was right.


  I fucked him three times that night, each time going deeper into his mind, and each time our shared orgasm was more intense than the previous. Poor Persy, my long-suffering roommate, ended up sleeping on a couch in the common room. I didn't even realize the whole night had passed.


  Dawn was breaking, though, as we lay together, my cock soft but still inside him as we played the game by mutual agreement to see how long we could stay joined.


  How long have you had this ability relating to sex? I asked him.


  I've always had some telepathy, but I didn't discover this kind until I started having sex, he told me.


  Do you get it from your mother's side or your father's side?


  I don't know, he admitted. My mother had me after a May Day ritual in Greece. She never knew who my father was, nor cared. She used to joke he was a satyr. For all I know, it wasn't a joke.


  I never knew my parents, I thought before I could stop myself.


  He was quiet then, meditating on one thing, which was simply how happy he was to be in my arms. That was the real start of Michael and me, and we were happy right until the end.


   


  * * * *


   


  It might have ended differently if I had cared to research it. Or if I had learned Esoterics as Brandish and Bell kept hounding me to. Or if I'd had any suspicions left. But I had none, you see. I'd gone from thinking of sex as an evil, though perhaps a necessary one, to being the thing that sustained me, mind, body, and soul. Or maybe that was Michael I thought of that way. Both. Sex and Michael were inseparable.


  In the end, he had not told me all his secrets, though he looked so open. Once he had figured out he was part siren, he had taken it upon himself to start feeding on others and he kept that from me. I wouldn't have cared if he'd told me. If anything, I would have tried to give him more of myself. I certainly wouldn't have let him go hungry.


  But he tried to keep it from me, and everyone else, and tried to solve his problem on his own, and in the end I was the one who paid the price. He had the perfect way to tame a wild beast like me, but in the end it was dog-eat-dog.


  Which just goes to show I was wrong to trust. And wrong to lust. I won't be wrong again.


  What I Did on My Summer Vacation


  In which Kyle and Alex meet two nice girls on Cape Cod after Kyle's freshman year.


  by Frances Selkirk


   


  The first stray drops were pleasantly cool. Kyle tipped his head back, despite himself.


  "Feels nice, doesn't it?" Alex said.


  Kyle opened his eyes. The sky over the ocean was a stunning blue grey, lit by the low sun behind them. He could feel the weight of it in the air. It filled his breath and awakened a low, thrumming interest in his cock. He could touch himself, tighten the connection with hard pulls, and that dark beauty would send down pure lightning. He shuddered.


  "We're going to be stuck out in the pouring rain." It had been pleasant sleeping outside these last few nights, protected by some magic Alex knew that kept away mosquitoes and sand fleas, but tonight would be miserable.


  Alex laughed, a low rumble. "Relax, Ace. You need to learn to live in the moment."


  "Alex! We don't even have a tent!"


  "Of course not. We'd have to use too much power to keep the PTBs from noticing that."


  "So what are we going to do?" Kyle asked. "I can feel it, Alex. The lightning."


  Alex sat up. He shook his shaggy hair, sending sand flying. For a moment he was still, thinking. Kyle imagined he could feel his power extending, searching for the thing that would help. Or was it his imagination? Could he be developing the ability to feel power? He felt a hopeful excitement, but as he was trying to evaluate the chance of it being true, Alex broke into his thoughts by stretching.


  "We get picked up, of course," he said cheerfully, getting to his feet and picking up his pack. "Come on, Ace. The bars call.”


  As Kyle stumbled to his feet, Alex turned away from the cluster of buildings further down the beach and began to walk instead towards the nature preserve, slanting down out of the dunes. Where the dunes were interdicted, he walked at their border, until Kyle, tired of slogging through the deep, grasping sand, moved down to where it was wet and packed, paralleling Alex's path. After nearly five minutes of walking, Alex bent down, and picked up something the grey-green hue of dune grass from the sand. As he unfurled the little bundle, Kyle hurried up to him. It was a number of bills, curled from someone's pocket, and probably nearly invisible where they had lain.


  "Twenty-seven," Alex said triumphantly, jamming the wad into his own pocket. "Shall we grab burgers before we start in on the Mai Tais?"


  "That's not going to cover many Mai Tais," Kyle objected, but he was smiling. The thought of real food was making his mouth water.


  "Eh, we only need one apiece," Alex said with a shrug. He grinned at Kyle. "Someone will buy more for you, I'm sure. Seed money, Kyle. After that, just say the right thing."


   


  * * * *


   


  As it turned out, buying drinks meant they didn't need to spend much on food. The cabana bar that Alex found had free nachos and buffalo wings for patrons. When Kyle went through all the celery that came with the wings, Alex paid for a platter of veggies as well. If he had been with anyone other than Alex, Kyle would have wondered why they hadn't been carded, but it didn't seem to occur to the waitress that they could be underage.


  As far as Kyle could tell, Alex, despite his stated purpose, wasn't trying to attract anyone. The bar got louder and more crowded, and they ordered a second round of drinks, just beers this time, with the rest of the money. Kyle was twirling the little umbrella from his empty glass, listening to Alex expound on the significance of bars in maritime history, when he saw Alex get that look. He trailed off, raising his head, and Kyle followed his line of sight. Two older girls, maybe grad student age, had entered and were looking around at the crowd with distaste. One of them shouted something to the other, but the ruckus between them garbled it. Alex smiled and beckoned them over. After only a moment of hesitation, they approached.


  The curly-haired one looked at Alex with a disdain that Kyle guessed to be contrived. "Do I know you?" she asked.


  "No," he replied cheerily. "But you can share our table if you like."


  The girls looked at each other. The one that had spoken had dark, curly hair and full breasts. The other had strawberry blond hair, a narrow, athletic build, and a friendly look to the tilt of her head. Remembering Alex's plan, Kyle felt a stir of lust. He'd happily follow either of them to bed. It felt odd, though, considering sex with someone he would probably never see again. The second girl met his eyes, making his face heat. He dropped his head slightly, and as if that gave her an answer, she turned back to her friend and shrugged. The first girl pivoted back to Alex, bringing the odd series of connections back to its source. "All right," she said.


  They sat.


  "I'm Cara," the dark-haired girl said, holding out her hand, surprisingly, to Kyle. Kyle thought of kissing it, but felt it would be the wrong approach with someone so straightforward. "Kyle," he said, shaking her hand firmly. "Kyle Wadsworth."


  He reached over to the second girl, holding her hand for just a second longer, hoping to make the contact warmer.


  "Sara," she said, her eyes dipping down, and Alex laughed.


  Sara nodded, looking more confident. "That's how we met, actually. She took my name tag."


  "In my defense,” Cara said, “the first letters were in an unreadable ornate font, vertically centered."


  Alex had just introduced himself when the waitress came back with their second round. The girls ordered, and Alex requested more nachos.


  "Where are you from?" Sara asked.


  "California," Kyle answered, "but Alex and I go to Harvard. I decided to stay around here for the summer."


  Cara laughed. "Harvard, hm? Slumming?"


  Kyle colored. He probably looked rather like a beach bum, which he supposed he was for the moment. "Not especially," he answered with a wry smile. "I'm a scholarship student."


  Grinning, Alex shook his hair to the side. "That's a good thing about Harvard. If they really want you, they make sure you can go. Why, I knew this chemistry student..." He launched into a wild tale of a redneck boy wearing camo to an event that required "a jacket." Kyle suspected he was making it up, but everyone laughed, and Alex went from that to another story of a party gone hopelessly awry. By the time the girls were on their second round of drinks, Cara's face was flushed and her smiles bright, and Sara was leaning warmly against Kyle. When he cautiously settled an arm around her, she sighed and moved closer.


   


  * * * *


   


  Sometime later, they stepped out into the summer night. It was dark but still warm, the sullen heat made bearable by cooler air drifting in from the ocean. Kyle could still sense the lightning, but no closer than it had been. He felt a bit unsteady from the unaccustomed alcohol, but he seemed to be able to walk straight and to talk. He just needed to concentrate a little more on both.


  "Oh, it's so nice to be out of that din," Sara said from very close to his side.


  What should he say? Kyle tipped his head back. The seaside lights reflected off the low clouds. "I wish we could see the stars," he said. "At least the ocean's peaceful, though. Let's walk along the shore." Sara shifted beside him, and he tentatively touched her back. "May I?" he asked, even as his arm slipped around her waist. She answered by mirroring the motion. It was wonderful. Without a moment's consideration, he stopped, turned towards her, and leaned into a kiss, meeting her halfway. The lights, the ocean, and even the sullen lightning faded behind the delight of her soft lips. She moaned around the play of his tongue.


  "Oh, that's done it," Cara remarked. "We'll have nothing sensible out of her for hours."


  "Him either," Alex volunteered cheerfully.


  Kyle wondered if he was supposed to argue. He deepened the kiss instead, moving a hand behind Sara's head and sliding it through her short hair. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Cara take Alex by the hand.


  "Shall we go sit on the dock?"


  "I'd like that."


  Their voices lowered and moved further away. Kyle wasn't about to object. Sara's body was pressed along his from knee to shoulder. He stroked a hand up her side to the edge of one breast.


  "Tell me if I—" he began. He couldn't finish.


  "More," she answered, giving him a little space. His fingertips sought out the straps of her top and stroked under and down, bring the backs of his fingers over the soft skin beneath the fabric. Hers made their first tentative foray under his waistband, just over his ass, but offering the chance of sliding forward. Nervously, she broke from the latest kiss.


  "I don't usually—"


  "It’s all right," he soothed, cupping one of her breasts through the top. It was small, but he could feel the nipple hard against his palm. "I don't mind being an exception."


  "Yeah," she said dizzily, and caught his mouth again.


  It took him a moment to notice the rain was picking up. He didn't hear any thunder, but the tickle of potential lightning in his brain expanded to an itch, and there was a yelp from the dock. He and Sara both looked. Alex and Cara came running back, hand in hand, footsteps drumming on the wood, then silent on the sand. Cara yelped again. Water was dripping from their hair into their faces, and Alex shook his head, spattering drops and laughing.


  "Hey!" Cara protested.


  "Come on!" Sara seized Kyle's hand and began to draw him up the beach, away from the water, letting go when she needed to balance. The four of them ran, following Sara up a narrow road. Kyle felt as if he were chasing her, like a faun after a nymph, rather than just running to keep up. His blood rose to the hunt, and he put on speed, drawing close, thundering across pavement and dirt and grass, and up a set of echoing wooden steps, out of the pelting rain. She stopped at a door, and he swung her to face him and pulled her into a new kiss. They were both panting too hard for it to have any grace, but he was too excited to mind messy, and by her renewed moans, she was in a similar state. It wasn't until they heard footsteps jogging up the path that she pushed him away.


  "Patience! I need to get my key out."


  He was hard put not to jiggle from foot to foot as she inserted the key, turned it in one direction, shook the knob, then tried the other direction. She was just pushing the door open when Alex and Cara, both drenched, made it to the porch.


  "You’d better come in," Cara said, giving Alex a little yank toward the door as she crossed in and hit a switch, lighting the room dimly. They all followed her inside.


   


  * * * *


   


  They were standing in a spacious room, with a single door to what was probably a bathroom. The only furniture was a bed and a bureau, both large. That was about all that Kyle had time to notice. Alex had no sooner stopped walking than he took hold of the hem of his shirt, pulled the shirt up over his head, and dropped it on the floor with a wet thwap. He had mostly recovered from his magically induced coma, and had a pleasant body: not muscular, by any means, but unfairly well developed, Kyle thought, considering his idea of a good time was lounging around trying out recreational potions. His skin had tanned to a soft gold rather than burning, then darkening, like Kyle's had. One of the girls made a soft, appreciative sound.


  "Well?" he demanded, looking at Kyle. After taking a deep breath to steady his nerves and to provide a moment for protests which didn't come, Kyle pulled his own T-shirt off. At the top of his extension, he definitely heard another pleased sound, which hardly made sense. He was about average for his age, he thought. The dark hair on his chest was sparse, and his muscles were mostly in his legs, from walking and running around the campus and up and down the stairs to his tower. Any other muscular development was probably from sex, since that was about all the exercise he got. With a wry smile at that thought he realized he couldn't really look down on Alex for physical laziness. He let the shirt fall like Alex had, and it landed with an equally wet plop.


  "Mm," Cara said. "I think that's a good idea." With teasing slowness, she played with the hem of her blouse before edging in to the lowest button. Kyle could feel his heart pounding as she undid that one and moved up. He felt a lurch of guilt as Sara took hold of his arm, but the blond girl just leaned close to whisper in his ear.


  "Isn't she sexy? I could never be so poised about it."


  Cara had finished with the buttons and pushed the sides of her blouse apart. Her breasts were heavy and round, with the dark circles around her prominent nipples dimpled from the cold. She arched, thrusting her chest forward as her arms went back. The blouse slid off them and down, landing on the floor.


  Sighing, Sara stepped away from Kyle and in a matter-of-fact manner, pulled off her tank top and tossed it on top of her friend's. "There," she said. "Now I'm cold."


  "I can help with that," Kyle offered, and when she licked her lips, bent his head to breathe on one tight little nipple. She gasped, but in a good way, so he took her small breasts in hand, squeezing them as he settled his lips over one pink areola.


  "God! Yeah, like that."


  Someone was prodding them towards the bed, but that hardly seemed reason to stop. They stumbled, linked at mouth and tit, until Kyle stumbled and had to lift his head not to bite. They fell at one side of the bed, and Cara and Alex prowled more deliberately into the other. It was crowded, but as long as no one objected to overlapping limbs, Kyle didn't care. Sara was on top of him, moving her hips in slow circles, and his body was rapidly increasing what she had to rub against. He took in her timing, and began to add a slow upward tilt of his hips when she'd reached the apex of her rotation, enhancing the pressure against her clit. She whined against his neck. Beside them, Cara was peeling wet shorts off of Alex. Kyle hooked his thumbs under the waistband of Sara's and began to do the same to hers.


  That disrupted the rubbing, of course. She had to lift off of him for him to work the fabric down, and she stood to kick them off. Kyle's chinos followed. Eventually, though, they were all naked, and Sara was straddling him again, a bit more cautiously. Kyle thought it was probably time to add a layer of latex in place of the clothes. He had the nervous thought that he had no experience here; he'd never learned to negotiate this. But if Alex had intended for this to happen—


  "Um, Alex? Do you have—?"


  "Mine are closer," Cara said. She leaned off the bed and rummaged in a nearby suitcase, giving them a fine view of her pink ass while she searched, and finally bobbed up with a string of condoms in one hand. "There!" she said, tossing them down between the pillows. "More than we'll use, unless they teach sex at Harvard."


  Alex snickered. "You'd be surprised." He pushed her down, and she fell giggling onto her back.


  Somehow, Kyle knew exactly how to follow this. "Pay particular attention to the woman's breathing," he said, as if reciting. He reached down to wet his fingers and rub them over Sara's clit. He caught the fold of flesh between two fingers, bringing them together with slowly increasing force. "As it quickens, you may find she likes more intense sensations than before..."


  "Very," Cara growled, and Alex squeezed her breasts together just as Kyle was letting up and going back to gentle circles.


  "Minx." Alex said.


  "Beast."


  Sara laughed. "Are you two fucking, or are you auditioning for a porn film?"


  "I can't star in a porn film!" Cara exclaimed. "I'm sure Dad watches them."


  Alex snorted. "I expect the dean does too, if only to criticize."


  In a sudden swoop, Sara bent down and caught one of Cara's nipples in her mouth. Kyle watched her cheeks move, suckling it. Without thinking, he matched the rhythm on her clit. Sara finally raised her head. "Had to do that," she said breathlessly. "God, Kyle, get that condom on."


  He did, and she returned to rubbing. He couldn't feel the wetness now, but he could feel the slide that came from it. Quite suddenly, she sat up, and with a rising cry, arched with her first climax.


  The condom was probably a help, he thought. It was holding him back a little, despite the intensity. He didn't want to come too soon. He waited for her to start to come down; then, in a smooth change of angle, pushed inside her. "Oh," she said, sinking down to lie on top of him. At first she lay limply as he thrust up against her, but soon she began to rock into the motion, and in a few minutes she was cresting again, muffling her own cries by sucking on his neck.


  "God," he said. She collapsed again and he rolled them over, bumping into Cara, who was lying on her side with Alex taking her from behind. Kyle came up on his arms, thrusting into Sara, taking in her blissful exhaustion, and her friend's rising excitement. Cara had her eyes shut tight and her mouth open, and looked just a touch short of coming. Behind her, Alex dripped with sweat, his hair darkening with it as he pumped into her. Kyle balanced and reached to cup one of Cara's breasts, and a high note of surprise came into her cries. Her eyes flicked open, registered who was touching her, and shut again as she pushed into his hand with silent consent.


  "God, you're both so gorgeous," he said dizzily. "So different and so gorgeous."


  And they were, but he couldn't get any further. Cara came, and Alex did while his hips moved, thrusting his cock into Sara's slick cunt and sliding it out in feverish meter, but Kyle felt as stuck as the lightning, lingering at the edge of the rain, unable to cut through the thick air. He watched Cara roll onto her back, panting. Sara was moaning again, but Kyle thought she was working at it now, trying to excite him. She had to be getting tired of this. Alex leaned over Cara's heaving breasts, and Kyle watched his hand stroke from Sara's tits down to her hip. A moment later, that hand was resting on the back of Kyle's thigh. It should have felt odd, Kyle thought—scary, even, but Alex was his anchor here, in the confusion of rain and sweat, sea and clouds. This was all so strange, and he knew Alex. It felt safer to feel he was there.


  As if responding to the thought, Alex clambered over Cara's legs and settled behind Kyle, straddling one of his legs along with one of Sara's. Through an increasing haze of frustration, Kyle saw Cara watching them intently. He had the wild thought that she must think they were lovers before Alex bent over him, his breath flowing hot over Kyle's ear.


  "C'mon, Ace," he whispered, his voice rough. His hand stroked down the back of Kyle's cock, from bare skin to the buffer of latex, and Kyle froze. The fingers pushed further, working between Kyle and Sara, sliding readily where they were slick, and taking hold around Kyle's cock with a thumb and fingers. Sara was still moving, her voice rising again, and Kyle felt Alex pulse his grip in time to her rocking. "C'mon," Alex whispered again. "I want lightning."


  That was it. Kyle screamed, the sound deepening to a roar as orgasm tore through his body, and all the windows were displayed as boxes of vivid white, casting reverse shadows into the room. He'd been trying to hold it back, he thought. He had forgotten to stop holding off the lightning.


  The rain cooled the air. He nestled down in a soft bed of warm people and slept.


   


  * * * *


   


  There was more leisurely pleasure in the morning, and the girls showered with them and bought them breakfast before heading out with a tour. Kyle found himself sitting on the beach with Alex, enjoying sunshine and a pleasantly cool breeze.


  "What's up for today?" he asked.


  Alex looked thoughtfully out at the ocean. Little white sails poked up under fluffy white clouds. "I think I'd like a sailing lesson," he said. "Shall we work on it?"


  Kyle laughed. He was sure they'd get one.


  The Taste of Cloves


  In which two Scips ring in the new year together.
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