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The Extra Credit Society 

Part One
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“Pencils down in five minutes, people.”

Dr. Warner’s voice boomed through the darkened auditorium, where, along with a hundred other undergraduates, I and my best friend Helen Park were slaving away on our physics midterms. Normally we sat up front, mainly because we both wanted to do filthy things to Warner, but during tests we migrated to the back so we could have a conversation over text. 

What is the Pauli Exclusion Principle, Helen texted me. 

U should pay attention when Warner is talking, I texted back. 

John’s 2 beautiful, she texted me. Can’t concentrate.

Luv when u call him John like u know him, I sent back with a silent laugh. 

I’ll call him Dr. Warner later when he’s pulling my hair. I snorted audibly, but rapidly regained control of myself as I filled in the last bubble on my scantron sheet. 

Her dirty sense of humor was one of only many things I loved about Helen Park. We had been completely inseparable since kindergarten, Chelsea and Helen, everywhere we went, to the point of making sure we ended up at the same college. 

As we got older we became a little bit more of an odd couple—Helen was barely five feet tall, adopted from Korea when she was a baby. She was beautiful, and had a figure for being so petite, but people would say she looked like a doll. I, on the other hand, had just gotten taller, and, at age twenty-two, had finally topped out at five foot eight. How do I put this... puberty had been very kind to me. People told me I looked like a blond Jessica Rabbit, which I was fine with. I would probably never get a speeding ticket in my entire life. 

Sitting in the back as we were, Helen and I were two of the last students left in the room. “Miss Baylor, Miss Park,” Warner said when we were close to the door. “Hang on a second, please.”

We shot each other a look. This couldn’t be good. 

As soon as the room was cleared out, Warner leaned against the desk and folded his arms. Standing in front of him, I had to admit that Helen was not wrong about it being hard to concentrate in his presence. In his mid-forties, Warner was an almost unbearably beautiful man. His salt-and-pepper hair and beard framed a model-handsome face and sky-blue eyes. The muscles of his slender climber’s body stood out against his slightly too-tight slacks and dress shirt. I don’t think Helen and I were alone in spending the majority of his lectures daydreaming dirty thoughts about him. 

“Girls,” Warner began, “There isn’t an easy way to say this, so I suppose I’ll just come out with it. My TA saw you two texting during the exam.”

We both looked at each other. The alarm on Helen’s face was a mirror image of my own. 

“You know I like you both personally.” Shrugging, he gave a heavy sigh. “But I can’t ignore academic dishonesty—”

“No!” Helen blurted out, so emphatically I jumped in surprise. “We were texting each other, but it wasn’t anything about the test!” Here, I can show you the texts—”

I looked at her sharply, without meaning to. Warner didn’t need to see those texts about how we thought he was so hot; I’d never be able to look him in the eye again. Then again, maybe it was the only way to prove our innocence...?

But Warner put up his hands, and shook his head. “I’m sorry girls,” he said. “But now that I know about it, it’s out of my hands. There’s nothing I can do. He shrugged again, his expression apologetic. 

“Dr. Warner, please!” Helen half-shrieked. “There has to be something we can do!”

He folded his arms and thought a moment, tapping his perfect lips with one finger. “There is one possibility,” he said. “It’s slim, but it’s something. Not many students I offer this opportunity take sufficient advantage to save their academic careers. Ladies, I’m not trying to ruin your lives. But if we’re gonna be able to forget this, you’re going to have to work for it.”

“Whatever it is,” I said, without thinking half-shrieking myself. “We’ll do it!”

“I happen to run an extra credit club with my wife,” said Warner. “A sort of academic, extra credit society. And it so happens we’re meeting at my house, tonight, 7 p.m.”

“We’ll be there,” said Helen, before I had a chance to even think about it, let alone answer. 

“You both need to know that this it isn’t just a question of attendance,” said Warner. “There are no participation awards. If my wife and I aren’t satisfied with your performance, I’m afraid I’m going to have to fail you.”

“We’ll do whatever we have to,” Helen replied. 

“I hope so,” Warner said. “Saving your academic lives is going to depend on what you’re willing to do. And, frankly, have done to you.”

Have done to you. Those words repeated in my mind.  

Helen and I left the lecture hall in a daze, pondering Dr. Warner’s final words. We got all the way outside to my car before either of us spoke. 

“Helen,” I said, leaning against my car. “Should we go to the administration?” 

She shook her head. “Who are they going to believe, a respected tenured professor, or us:? Two random undergraduates?” 

“What do you think that meant, ‘what we’re willing to have done to us?’” I leaned in close so I could almost whisper. “Is he actually expecting us to...”

“I don’t know, and it doesn’t really matter, Chels,” Helen said. “Whatever it is, we have to do it. What would your parents say if you got expelled? Mine would flip the hell out. I’m not going to fail.” She set her chin, and her face took on a determined look. “I can’t afford to fail.”

Sighing, I folded my arms. Suddenly I felt vulnerable. Part of me was nervous about what Warner might have in mind. And yet... I had to admit... another part of me was weirdly excited. 

“Should I ask Cam what he thinks?” I asked her. 

“No!” Helen nearly shouted. I looked around, to make sure nobody was listening to us. She regained control of herself, and when she spoke again, it was quiet and calm. “Chelsea, why the hell would you even suggest that? For god’s sake, no, you are not telling your boyfriend. You think he’s willing to see you expelled? You can’t put him in that position. He would be choosing between you getting kicked out of school and telling you to go-”

“Don’t,” I cut her off. My face flushed with guilt at the thought of telling my boyfriend of eighteen months. Cam was a star on the basketball team at our university, and just about everything I could ever ask for in a boyfriend. Completely wonderful in every way. And now, here I was, about to go... I couldn’t even finish the thought. 

“We’re just gonna have to do it,” Helen said. “We’ll do it, and never bring it up again. It’s just one night.”

“Just one night,” I repeated. 

“Just one night,” she said again. We hugged, and she left for her own car. I watched her drive away, wondering what the night held for us. What a difference a single class made. We had both jokingly fantasized about Dr. Warner probably dozens of times, but I had never thought anything would ever happen. 

And now... Just one night, right?

~
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“Girls, welcome!” Warner opened the door of his giant house, and greeted us as if we were there for a Christmas party. “Come on in.”

Helen and I had pulled up to Warner’s house, out in the wealthy suburbs overlooking the city, at almost the same moment. On our way up the walk we had shared a look that we each understood—last chance to back out. But neither of us had turned back, and Helen rang the doorbell. 

When he invited us inside, the first thing both of us did was simply gawk. Calling Warner’s house a mansion would have been a slight exaggeration, but only very slight. It was huge, lavish and well-decorated, the kind of place where I imagine an actor or a professional athlete would live. Warner probably made in the high five figures at the university, not nearly enough to afford this place. Unless...

“You have a beautiful house, Dr. Warner,” Helen said. The tone in her voice told me she wasn’t just flattering him, though her eyes were—as mine were as well, to be honest—on his sculpted, hard butt, outlined by his thin khaki-colored climber’s pants. I had to admit, I felt bad about Cam, but if it meant I got some time alone with that beautiful man... I wasn’t a cheater by nature, but I had to admit it was a silver lining. 

“Please, girls, you’re in my house,” he said with a laugh. “Call me John.”

It was then that we saw her. 

Leaning against the dark oak doorway leading to the dining room, glass of red wine in hand, red dress hugging every curve of her body, silky black hair cascading down over the pale skin of her ample cleavage. Her smile was at once welcoming and sultry. She wasn’t old by any stretch, but she was definitely mature. In a hot way. 

Not to sound arrogant or anything, but I, Chelsea Marie Baylor, am damned hot. I wasn’t lying about looking like a blond Jessica Rabbit. But lord, this woman was exceptional. Everything about her simply screamed sexiness and lust. 

“Girls,” said Warner, “I’d like you to meet my wife, Chantal.”

“Evening, ladies,” she said. Christ, I thought. She even has a slight French accent. Because she wasn’t sexy enough. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you.”

After meeting Chantal we had dinner. Before I knew it I’d had three glasses of wine, likely to steady my nerves. Helen had two, but she was tiny, so she was probably feeling it more than me. And I was feeling mighty fine, a little more talkative, a little less nervous, laughing a little harder at jokes. I’d begun to wonder if Helen and I had imagined—maybe a little wishful thinking, to be fair—that Warner had us come over for something... else. 

“What do you do for a living, Chantal?” Helen asked her suddenly. 

The mood changed quickly, as she and her husband looked at each other and shared a quick smile. Chantal took a long sip of wine before answering. 

“I’m a professional sex therapist.”

This time Helen and I looked at each other. “What do you... what does that mean?” Helen asked. 

“I help people to have better sex,” Chantal said. “I use my body and my talents to help them overcome their issues, or just to have more fun in the bedroom.”

“But...” I struggled to form my objection politely, but, deciding I couldn’t, I just blurted it out. “You use your body? But you’re married.”

Chantal chuckled lightly. “And?”

“Well...” Words were failing me. Booze will do that. “Well how does that work?”

“Sex is fun, sweetheart,” said Chantal, draining her wine glass and filling it again. “It’s not exactly a difficult thing to succeed in such an industry. John and I both have our fun with other people.”

“But- But don’t you get jealous of each other?” I said, trying to avoid eye contact with Dr. Warner. “Does your husband not get jealous? Do you not?”

Chantal laughed. “Jealousy is for insecure little girls, my dear,” she said. “It makes me so sad to see people your age restrict yourselves to monogamy... just a ridiculous relic of religious superstition. Can you imagine having one friend your entire life, or only being allowed to pursue a single hobby, or have conversations with one person, and one person only? At the end of the day, girls, we’re all animals, even though we can love. We’re built to be physical with each other. I love my husband very much, and the absolute worst thing I can imagine happening is getting bored of fucking him.”

“I can’t even imagine that,” Helen said abruptly. 

I looked at her in horror. Even drunk as she was, Helen’s face was full of embarrassment. Warner was looking at Helen with a small smile.  I thought I could sense his erection straining against his pants. 

“Oh, don’t be embarrassed,” said Chantal. “I know you want to fuck his brains out.” The abrupt frankness, even in my slightly inebriated state, startled me. “I could see it the second you came in. Don’t worry, the feeling is mutual.” 

Then she looked at me and smiled, an expression full of hunger and lust and a hint of mischief. “Just the way I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

I was completely dumbfounded. I’m not a lesbian, my brain said, but for some reason I didn’t say anything. Before I could gather my thoughts enough to say something, Chantal spoke. 

“I think it’s time to go upstairs.”

Chantal took my hand and Dr. Warner—John, I told myself—took Helen’s, and they led us up the long curving staircase, into a spacious master bedroom, lit dimly by an assortment of candles, overlooking an impressive view of the city’s night skyline. Jazz music played softly in the background, something from the era of Miles Davis and Charles Mingus. A king-sized air mattress lay on the floor, next to a wide-brimmed bowl of massage oil. 

The wine was hitting me, hard—I felt like I was moving through a dream. The soft light of the candles and the music only added to that sensation. It was warm in there, and my skin felt cool with a light coating of sweat. Helen’s face and shoulders shined in the candlelight; she was sweating as well. This is happening, I thought. Dr. Warner’s words from earlier came into my mind. If my wife and I aren’t satisfied with your performance... 

What was I willing to have done to me? 

Why was my heart beating so fast? Anxiety? 

Or excitement? 

Drunk people are honest, even with themselves. In an excellent moment of drunken honesty, standing in front of that bay window beside Helen, John behind her and Chantal behind me, I admitted to myself that I had never felt so horny and nervous at the same time. 

I could feel Chantal standing behind me. Her presence was powerful, palpable. This was a powerful, dominant woman, someone to be respected, admired, worshipped. Earlier that day, I was excited about the prospect of seeing John naked—he was mouth-wateringly, model sexy, after all, and I loved men. I had an impressive collection of sex toys for a 22-year-old, and every last one of them was a lifelike dildo. To say I was a fan of sex with men, or fantasizing about sex with men, was an understatement. 

But I suppose I’ll go ahead and admit it—sometimes I thought about other women. I had never actually been with another woman—in the cold light of day, the thought of it was super weird—but late at night, if I was feeling a little freaky, I’d fantasize about sex with other women. She was my best friend in the world, practically a sister, but that fantasy was often enough about Helen. I had never, and would never, tell her that, but yeah, what can I say? My best friend was hot. 

These thoughts were going through my mind as Chantal reached under my arms with both hands and began to unbutton my shirt. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw John pull Helen’s shirt up over her head, exposing her taut stomach and perky breasts just under her lacy blue bra. 

As if she could read my mind, Chantal asked, “Have you ever been with another woman?” She pulled my shirt down past my arms, and unclipped my bra in the back. 

“No,” I said softly, lowering my arms to let my bra fell to the floor. I felt no urge to cover my full, round breasts. Screw it, I thought. I’m hot. Nothing to be ashamed of. I was surprised to see Helen glance to the side at my tits, as John unclipped her bra in the front and pulled it off her. 

She traced a line down my back with her fingers, giving me the shivers. Then her soft hands glided over my sides, and, just for a second, up to my breasts. I gasped when her fingers passed over my nipples. Maybe it was the wine, or maybe it was the mood set by the soft light of the candles and the music, but I didn’t cringe or tense up when she touched me. She enjoyed touching me, and frankly I enjoyed being touched by her. Then she slid hands back down my sides, reached around, and unbuttoned my pants. 

I could feel myself getting wetter at the sound of my zipper being pulled down. 

Chantal took my jeans off, as John hooked both thumbs under Helen’s skirt and pulled it off her. I didn’t even have time to be shy or think it strange that I had gone to class that morning thinking it just another day, and now there I was, standing there in my light pink thong panties and nothing else, about to sexually please both my unbelievably sexy professor and his unbelievably sexy wife. In my mind, I realized, I was fully committed. I was going to leave them pleased with my performance. 

So utterly aware was I of the woman disrobing me, I hadn’t noticed John taking his clothes off. But when I looked again he was completely naked. The butterflies in my stomach and pussy were almost unbearable. He was so beautiful I thought I was going to faint. I took a moment to visually savor every inch of his lithe muscular, masculine body—chiseled legs, muscles moving in the candlelight, picturesque, perfect ass, abs and chest I wanted to lick. My mouth began to water and the sight of his erect, thick cock, bouncing lightly with anticipation. If I was married to that man, I thought, I would use his crotch as a pillow, so I when I woke up in the morning I would be in blow job position. 
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