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Chapter One

 


Ms. Menolly Mlkvy never expected to be so charmed by
the parents of two of her students, but there she was laughing to
nearly the point of tears with Scott and Joanie as they recounted
more and more twins stories.

“I’m five minutes older than my
brother,” she bragged, “and I haven’t let him forget it since…well,
Kindergarten when we learned to tell time.”

Joanie could tell that Scott was smitten with the
young blonde who was their twin sons’ Kindergarten teacher. Sure,
she was young and pretty with perfectly straight flaxen hair and
white teeth and near-flawless skin—her few freckles only enhanced
her beauty—but a terribly lacking bust line. From her miniature
seat at the table designed for small children Joanie was certain
Menolly would be lucky if she could fill and A cup. Maybe she was a
few years older than the teacher and had a few more miles on her
body, but she was proud of her large breasts partly because they
had been made so large at the behest of her husband.

After Scott passed her their secret signal for the
third time she inwardly sighed and decided to follow his request.
Certainly Menolly was pretty enough, but to play a game with their
children’s teacher was dangerous to the point of madness. But
Joanie and Scott had an agreement. She was obligated to make the
request.

Reaching out, Joanie placed her hand on top of
Menolly’s and said, “We don’t want to waste your time on
Parent-Teacher night, but we’d really love to talk with you more
when you get a chance. Would you like to come over to our house
sometime next week for dinner?”

Ms. Mlkvy was slightly taken aback. She had only
been teaching for a few years but this was her first invitation to
a student’s house. “Um…sure?”

 


Menolly only saw Raymond and Roland a few minutes
before it was their bedtime.

“Adult time,” Scott announced upon
putting them to bed. The boys giggled uncontrollably. It was too
strange to have their teacher over at their house for
dinner.

Once he returned from putting the boys to bed he
said, “I’m sure we’re going to have at least one bounce-back
tonight.”

Joanie nodded and finished pouring a large glass of
wine for Menolly. It wasn’t enough to get her truly drunk, but it
was enough to make her tipsy and lower her inhibitions.

“So you say you’ve never been
invited to a student’s house before?” Joanie prompted their
guest.

“Yeah…I don’t know why. I suppose it
should be more common around here, right?”

“They’re scared off by your beauty,”
Joanie told her wisely.

Her face was completely fetching when she blushed.
“I can’t help my looks,” she said lamely.

“I don’t mind them,” Scott commented
as he took a sip from his glass.

Joanie half-frowned at him. “Of course you don’t,”
she said but then turned to Menolly. “Most of the parents in this
school district, I’m sure you’re aware, are mostly older even if
they have kids in the elementary school. Bedroom community full of
professionals and state workers. We’re not quite that old yet.”

Joanie nodded. “That makes sense.
When I was teaching in the city all the mothers seemed to be
very young—teenage moms—or
were grandmothers because the other parents weren’t around
anymore.”

Scott nodded. “But let’s not talk about that. Let’s
talk about you.”

Menolly suppressed her urge to giggle. She was
feeling the effects of the wine and felt a little intimidated by
the couple. “What about me?”

“Let’s play twenty questions,” he
said not giving her a choice.

“Okay,” she answered
warily.

“How long have you been teaching?”
he asked bluntly.

She decided to play along. “Three years now.” Her
answer was immediate. She didn’t have anything to be ashamed of

“How old are you?” Joanie
asked.

That caught Menolly by surprise. “Twenty seven.”

Scott took his turn. “Huh. Only seven years younger
than us. Menolly’s an unusual name. Where is it from?”

That was easier to answer. “It was from a science
fiction book my father read when I was born.”

“Mlkvy’s an
unusual name. Where is it
from?”

“No vowels,” she said. “You wouldn’t
believe how many times I’ve had to have it corrected on official
records. It’s Croatian…or so I’ve been told. My family history is
murky.”

“And you’re a twin?” Scott
said.

“Yep.”

“Is your brother blonde as well?”
Joanie asked.

“Yes he is.”

“Do you have a boyfriend?” Scott
inquired when it was his turn.

That was another question she was unprepared for.
“No, not right now.”

Joanie followed up. “Ever been married?”

Menolly made a face. “Ugh. No. Haven’t found the
right person yet.”

It was then that Joanie broke the pattern of
whipsawing the questions back and forth between husband and wife.
“You said person. Are you straight or gay? Or bi?”

The question was asked almost innocently but it
caused Menolly to blush to the point of making her face bright red.
She was certain they could see right through her. “No, no, I’m
straight. It’s just that in teacher school you’re trained to use as
many gender neutral terms as possible…”

Joanie nodded in understanding. “That’s okay. I’m
teasing a bit. But I’m a little disappointed you aren’t bi. I
am.”

The admission caught Menolly completely unaware. She
didn’t know what to do or say so she simply sat at the kitchen
table between the nice married couple that were the parents of two
charming little boys and said nothing. Was it possible they knew
something about her?

“It’s true,” Scott added. “My wife’s
pretty flexible in more ways than one,” he joked.

Joanie rolled her eyes. “Stop,” she told him
half-heartedly. “Women’s sexuality changes as they get older,” she
explained and by the same measure made Menolly think of a whole
bunch of questions.

She laughed and took a large swig of her wine. The
dinner was starting to get out of control. “I wasn’t aware this was
going to be an inquisition,” she stated between nervous
giggles.

“Just getting to know you,” Scott
said. “Ever had sex with more than one person at a time?” he
asked.

“What?” Now she was shocked.
“No.”

“Would you like to?” Joanie asked as
she rested her hand on Menolly’s knee.

“Oh.”

Joanie continued. “You’re young, you’re pretty,
you’re sex,” she said, “and you have the most incredible blue eyes.
Scott and I have an…unusual marriage compared to a lot of couples.
We thought we’d let you know because we’re interested in you. We
like you.”

The young teacher glanced over at Scott, he smiled
and downed the last of his wine. “Let me be bold. If you’re
interested, we’d love to invite you into our bed.” It hadn’t been
exactly as Scott and Joanie had planned, but they decided that an
invitation was necessary right away. She might be frightened off,
but she also seemed inquisitive and eager.

“I…uh…I’ve never had that type of
invitation before,” she managed to stammer out. As much as she
hated to admit it, Menolly was intrigued and more than a bit
aroused. She hadn’t taken any opportunities in college to play with
her sexuality because she was always studying. Many of the other
students thought it was because she was stuck up. The truth of the
matter was she couldn’t risk losing her scholarship and was so
focused on being a teacher she didn’t want to risk anything to
jeopardize that goal. Now that she had achieved the goal—a fully
tenured teacher—she didn’t know what she wanted to do with herself
next.

“You don’t have to give us an answer
right away, we just thought we’d extend the invitation to let you
know who we are,” Joanie told her but didn’t remove her hand from
Menolly’s knee.

“Wow,” she said. “I don’t know what
to say.”

Scott helped her out. “Say no if you aren’t at all
interested. Say let me think about it if this is all too much, too
fast. Say yes if you’d like to come into our bed and have a couple
of mind-blowing orgasms.”

Menolly upended her glass and looked Joanie right in
the eye. “Yes.”

 


The walk up the stairs and to the bedroom was
extremely uncomfortable. Joanie grabbed Menolly’s hand and drew her
out of the dining room and up the stairs giving Menolly a perfect
view of her new friend’s butt. Her very sexy, very shapely ass.
Menolly was conflicted about how that made her feel: good that she
was responding to the other woman, but also uncomfortable because
she was so at ease with the way she was feeling. Scott was
immediately behind them so she was certain he was staring at her
ass. And that made her feel good about herself.

“How do we do this?” she asked when
Joanie opened the door to the bedroom and led her inside showing
off the huge bed that was only half made. Oddly, that didn’t bother
Menolly. Her bed was usually in the same state as well unless she
had just put on new sheets.

“Like this,” Joanie said as she
abruptly whirled around, stepped inside Menolly’s personal space,
and firmly planted her lips on Menolly’s. It caught the blonde
woman completely by surprise even though it shouldn’t have.
Joanie’s kiss was warm and intimate. She didn’t shove her tongue
into Menolly’s mouth, but waited for the other woman to part her
lips before taking advantage of the opportunity. It lasted for what
seemed like half of forever, but in reality couldn’t have been more
than few seconds, before Joanie pulled back with a satisfied smile.
“Ever kiss a woman before?” she asked.

Menolly shook her head and let out a half-laugh.
“No, I’ve only had two serious boyfriends in my life.”

“So why do you want to have sex with
me and Scott?” the older woman asked as she brushed
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