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Veronica sighed as she took her bag
from the back of the tow truck and hopped out. She didn't even want
to go on this stupid school competition anyway, for her stupid
speech class that she didn't even care about. The only reason she
signed up was because the only other student going was Chandler,
and she was looking forward to getting some quality time alone with
him. The speech coach was Mrs. Weatherbee, who all the boys thought
was hot but who was kind of spacey. When she signed up Veronica was
thinking about how easy it would be to slip away from that one
chaperone and into Chandler's room. The school had to get them two
hotel rooms, right? One for the boys and one for the girls? And
since there was only one boy, he would have a room all to himself.
There was nothing stopping her from sneaking out and making good
use of privacy.

That was until Mr. Hawthorne
announced that he was coming along. He was the creative writing
professor, and yeah, he was totally
hot. All the girls thought so, with his dark eyes
and his sweet smile. Even Veronica had to admit that he had some
really good looks going on.

But good looking or not, he was going
to be coming along, and that meant that Chandler wouldn't be the
only one in that room. Sneaking by one chaperone was going to be
hard enough, but two? Forget it. Veronica quickly saw her dreams of
a sexy sneaky night out fade away.

And that was before the van blew a
tire.

-------------------

Erick, better known to all his students
as Mr. Hawthorne, sighed as he signed the paper the tow truck
driver handed him. "And you can have it fixed by the morning?" he
asked.

The driver nodded. "But nothing's open
right now, you understand."

Erick had to admit that he understood.
It was late, far later than it should have been. They should have
been to the competition already, but the van blew a tire when they
were in the middle of practically nowhere, and none of their phones
were getting cell reception. By the time they managed to flag down
some assistance it was getting dark, and by now it was far too late
for any repair shops to be open. But it was also too late for him
to be driving, so they would have needed to have stopped for a
motel anyway.

A crummy little motel in the middle of
nowhere with nowhere to leave the kids and maybe spend some time
with his co-chaperone. She was the only reason he applied to go on
the trip after all. As the newest and hottest teacher in the school
it was kind of hard to believe that she was single. Erick had every
intention in getting to know her a little better and maybe starting
up the kind of friendship that would lead to a relationship once
they got back and didn't have to chaperone. Maybe taking her
somewhere, even just out to coffee, or a nice restaurant, or one of
the many places a big city would have to offer for
socialization.

Except this was a little town. And
there was no restaurant and only one motel. And beggars couldn't be
choosers.

--------------

Mrs. Weatherbee, who was known to all
her friends as Savannah, showed the motel clerk the credit card.
"We need two rooms please," she said.

The clerk was an older man with a grin
that Savannah didn't like. She didn't really like the whole place.
It was cramped and dirty and it all smelled a little funny. She
just hoped the rooms didn't have bedbugs or something even worse.
At least it would only be for the night.

"Two rooms?" the clerk confirmed. "One
for you and your husband, and one for the young couple?" he asked
with a leer.

Savannah's eyes went wide. She was
still technically "Mrs." Weatherbee, even though she had gotten a
divorce two years ago when she realized her bastard of a husband
was cheating on her with her best friend. That was when she said
goodbye to both of them and moved across the country to start a new
job at a new high school.

But that wasn't what the clerk meant.
"Oh no," said Savannah. "I'm a teacher, and he's a teacher, and
these are our students. So one for the ladies and one for the
gentlemen, please."

The clerk's leering grin grew wider.
"Room's only got one bed in each."

Savannah tried not to let her
disappointment show on her face. "All of the rooms?"

"All of the rooms," the clerk nodded.
"Not much call round these parts for other
configurations."

Savannah sighed despite her best
efforts. "Are there..." she paused and thought about how to phrase
her question. "Could we get four rooms, but could you write down
the charge like it was for two rooms and just charge us double your
normal price for those?" she asked wearily.

"Sure, sure," said the clerk. "You got
to show receipts to your school?"

"Something like that," said
Savannah, who definitely didn't want to get in any trouble by doing
something that made it look like she left the students
unsupervised. But at the same time she really didn't want it getting out to
anyone that she had made students sleep in the same bed with
teachers. That would have looked bad all over.

And the truth was that the first
suggestion the clerk made had sounded really, really good. Mr.
Hawthorne was incredibly attractive, and she didn't just know that
because all the students said so. She had eyes too, and she hadn't
gotten laid since her divorce, and the thought of sharing a single
room with a single bed made her heart skip a beat. She wanted so
badly to say to hell with it and to take the two rooms, so that she
and Erick could have a good time, and what the hell, the kids would
probably enjoy it better too.

But of course that would be
inappropriate. And besides she was tired and hungry and really just
wanted to rest. If the school decided to fight her for
reimbursement she would just tell them that beggars couldn't be
choosers.

------------

Chandler sighed as he walked back from
the gas station on the corner. Mr. Hawthorne had told him to go get
something that could pass for dinner and handed him a $20 dollar
bill. There were at least some sandwiches and chips there, stuff
that could almost pass for real food. Not a vegetable in sight, but
he wasn't really able to be picky about that.

Besides, he was more
disappointed about something else. He thought Veronica was hot
stuff but her really conservative family made it difficult to get
any time alone with her. They had never been dating without some
sort of chaperone and every time they were over at her house, one
of her parents or her little brothers were always with them. She
wasn't even allowed to go over to Chandler's house on her own. So they had kissed
at school and he felt her up a few times behind the bleachers, but
that was it. This was going to be their big chance.

Until Mr. Hawthorne showed up. And then
the van blew a tire. And now everything was just kind of
depressing.

When he got back he saw Mrs.
Weatherbee handing out actual keys, not card keys like they had in
every other motel Chandler ever stayed in .That was when he knew
they really were way out in the middle of nowhere.

"Everybody's got their own room," Mrs.
Weatherbee explained to him as he walked up. "Veronica and I will
be over on this side in room 3 and 4, and you guys will be on the
other side of the building in 11 and 12."

Chandler looked at the motel. There
seemed to be only one long building, a big rectangle with doors 1-6
on one side. He was smart enough that he could figure out where his
own room was.

"They say they'll have the van finished
by the morning," explained Mr. Hawthorne. "So hopefully we can
still take off bright and early and make it to the
competition."

Mrs. Weatherbee looked at both Veronica
and Chandler and narrowed her eyes just a little. "Now I know this
isn't the arrangement your parents agreed to, but can I count on
you both to be good, responsible young adults?"

"Yes ma'am," said Chandler, while
Veronica nodded. "To tell you the truth I'm just tired and would
really like to catch some sleep before the competition
tomorrow."

Both of the teachers nodded like they
understood, especially since Chandler was the one who hiked almost
a mile up the road before he could find a place he could get cell
phone reception. He figured that earned him at least a little slack
here.

Mrs. Weatherbee patted him on the
shoulder and he smiled at her, making sure not to look at the way
her incredible tits bulged against the neckline of her shirt. He
was into Veronica, definitely, but there was no questions that Mrs.
Weatherbee was a hottie. She had soft brunette hair and big dark
eyes, and he hoped she was what Veronica would look like in another
ten or so years, with her figure filling out from a teen body to a
voluptuous woman. At least that was how he justified spanking it
thinking about her sometimes, and not Veronica.

"Hey Chandler," said Veronica, "can you
come help me get my bag?"

"Sure," Chandler said, and they walked
over to where Veronica had left her huge heavy suitcase. She
definitely overpacked but Chandler also knew she would use whatever
she had inside to look good.

Once they were there and out of earshot
of the teachers, Veronica said to him, "Come by my room tonight
after they go to bed."

Chandler's eyes widened with eager
surprise. "Really?" he asked as he picked up Veronica's
suitcase.

"Yeah," said Veronica with an
enthusiastic nod. "I mean, they're old. How long do you think
before they go to sleep? An hour?"

Chandler shrugged and couldn't stop
smiling with anticipation. That sounded about right, but he
honestly really wasn't much for planning right now. He was instead
trying to figure out how to shift his jeans so they would hide the
boner he was getting from thinking about being alone with Veronica
in a motel room tonight.

----------------

As the kids walked away, Savannah
turned to Erick. "I'm exhausted too, but we should stay up later
than they go to bed, just so there's no funny business," she told
him.

Erick personally wouldn't mind a lot of
funny business. Unlike a lot of his fellow teachers he was okay
with the idea that his high school students were fucking, because
he remembered being a high school student and getting lots of
fucking done. He had put it in every girl who would let him, and a
lot let him because he got real good at fucking real quick. Unlike
some of the other teen boys he knew, Erick knew how to make a girl
cum and squeal. There was a long line by the time he graduated of
girls lining up for his dick.

That was part of why he
really wanted a chance with Mrs. Weatherbee. Like all the other
teachers at the school he knew she wasn't a Mrs. anymore, even if she still called
herself that. She didn't wear a wedding ring and she dropped a
couple hints to some of the other teachers about a divorce from a
cheating husband.

And even though she had a smoking hot
body she didn't seem like the type of woman who got a lot of a
chance to use it. She was always working hard, so dedicated to her
job. Erick thought that he would have a chance here to start to
show her that she could be a good and dedicated teacher and still
have some fun on the side.

"I'll be up for a while reading," he
told her, "but hey, come on by my room if you need anything, or if
you want to plan for tomorrow or something like that."

Even though it was dark out
and they had only a streetlight over them, Erick was sure that he
saw her cheeks pinken a little. He definitely saw a smile start to turn
her lips. "You too," Savannah said a little softly. "I mean if you
need anything, you know where I am."

-----------------

The problem of course was
that they didn't know where each other were. Nobody knew. The guys knew that
the girls would be in rooms 3 and 4, but they didn't know which one
went into which. The same was true of the girls, who knew the guys
would be in rooms 11 and 12, but they didn't decide together who
was in what room.

There were also several plans in the
making.

Chandler was planning to
wait until the adults went to sleep before he snuck over to
Veronica's room. But he thought that an hour might not be enough.
He knew that his own parents sometimes stayed up
real late, even though
they complained about being tired the next morning. So instead of
an hour like he told Veronica, he thought he might wait an
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