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“Mmmmm...” I moaned contentedly, as Chantal Warner rubbed suntan lotion into my lower back. 

I was lying outside on a beach chair, eyes closed and resting my head on my folded arms, beside the Warners’ pool at their house in the hills. The day was wonderfully, perfectly warm, and that combined with the Pina colada Chantal had made for me was making me a little sleepy. Slow reggae music wafted out the open kitchen window. For the past several minutes, Chantal had been rubbing suntan lotion into my back, legs and shoulders. Feel free to never stop, I thought sleepily. Lord, but that woman had expert hands.

The blue thong string bikini Chantal had loaned me fit surprisingly well, so well it might have been mine. Normally I would never have lain on my stomach in a thong outdoors, but considering I was fucking both the Warners, it was easy to make this exception. The walls around their backyard were high enough that nobody could see us. 

Chantal was sitting on my back as she rubbed the lotion into my body, and I could feel the enticing warmth between her legs through her own bikini bottoms. Half asleep, I could hear Doctor John Warner, swimming in the pool. 

“Oh,” I said in surprise, as Chantal unclipped my top without asking, letting it fall to my sides. It was strapless, so I was basically naked. 

“Nobody wants tan lines, my sweet Chelsea,” Chantal said, in that breathy, sexy voice. She leaned down to put some effort into rubbing my back from my butt to my shoulders, and her hard nipples brushed against my skin. She took a sudden deep breath, that told me she liked how that felt. The oily slipperiness of her hands and thighs against me felt wondrous. I could feel my pussy getting wetter the longer she went. 

Life had certainly gotten strange the last few weeks. If you had asked me two months ago if I would lying nearly naked by my sexy physics professor’s pool, getting rubbed down with suntan lotion by his half-naked wife, I would have laughed in your face. And yet, here I was. Shoot, I didn’t even know I liked women until a couple months ago. I definitely still liked men more, but I had learned to appreciate a little variety in life. The things you find out about yourself in college...

My best friend Helen and I had learned those few short weeks ago that Doctor John Warner and his wife Chantal ran an exclusive orgy sex club, which they cheekily called “The Extra Credit Society.” To my surprise, it turned out my boyfriend Cam (along with his entire basketball team from our university) was in the club as well. 

They accepted the two of us, and assigned us the task of finding two new members. The girl Cam and I had found, Chastity Wright, seemed to be working out great. She was nineteen years old, sexy, horny and open-minded. Helen had actually, miraculously, somehow gotten a colleague of Doctor Warner’s to join, the chair of the English department, Doctor Kate Barton. 

And that was where things had gotten complicated. Somehow, Doctor Barton’s husband had found out about the Extra Credit Society, and he was not happy. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if the university found out that Doctor Warner was having sex with a dozen students. But it couldn’t be good for any of us. 

Add to that Chantal’s cryptic comments she had made to me about her connections, and how she wanted to make me her... understudy, or something, and my head would have been spinning if I’d let it. 

For the moment, though, it was hard to worry about it, with Chantal’s expert hands massaging my back, lovingly exploring every inch of my torso. The Warners certainly weren’t worrying about it. I supposed they were right—what good was worrying going to do, at the end of the day?

Still, it was in the back of my mind. Doctor Barton’s husband could go to the university at any moment. I really didn’t want to get kicked out of school. 
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