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Filling Her Holes

My dad’s new BMW gleamed in the sunlight when I opened the garage. It was his baby; he was so proud to finally own a luxury car, like the other men at his office. But the BMW was his weekend car. He still drove the paid-off Honda to work and back.

Since it was a Monday, that meant he’d gone to the office, leaving his precious trophy car unattended.

I knew I was being naughty as I stared at the car, smooth gold paint shining in the sun, while a bad idea slowly took form in my mind. I was tempted to sit in the driver’s seat, the bare skin of my thighs on that buttery leather. But I also knew that once I had my hands on that wheel, I would be tempted to start up the engine and go for a joy ride.

The keys were right at eye-level, swinging from a hook on the wall. I stared at it and felt a slow grin spreading across my face.

“Fuck it,” I murmured. Dad isn’t going to find out.

I grabbed the keys from the hook, unlocked the car, and slid into the seat, feeling sexy and glamorous the moment my ass hit the leather. The engine purred when I started it up, sending chills down my spine, and my dad’s favorite classic rock station came on the radio. I changed it to Top 40’s, turned up the volume, and began backing out of the driveway.

This is going to be fun, I thought as I looked over my shoulder. But I also couldn’t shake the feeling that I was doing something very, very wrong, and that I would be paying for it somehow, and very soon.

* * *

I went around the block a few times before widening my radius, venturing further into the depths of my middle class subdivision. The further I got from my house, the bolder I got. By the time I drove past the park, I had the windows rolled down and stereo turned up, letting the breeze comb through my long, black hair.

Katy Perry was playing on the radio. I was feeling carefree, at ease, and sexy. I was also distracted. Too busy singing along to the radio, I didn’t even see the car backing out of the driveway on my right until it was too late.

The impact happened a split second before I realized what was going on. I heard the crunch before I saw the front of the BMW colliding with the rusty red sedan. Immediately, I knew it was my fault, because I was the one who hit them.

The radio kept playing to shocked silence. I put the car in park and slowly got out, feeling sick. I watched the driver’s side door of the other car swinging open. Then, a blonde head emerged.

My mouth fell open. I knew that blonde head.

Bryan Atkinson was the owner of the other car. We’d had freshman English together, and he’d sat a few chairs over from mine at high school graduation. I didn’t know him all that well, but at least I knew him. I hoped he remembered me, in case we could work something out.

I put on my cutest smile and flipped my hair. “Bryan! Is that you?”

Bryan’s brow was furrowed in an outraged frown. “Raven?” Clearly, he recognized me and still continued to frown. It was a bad sign.

My smile wavered. “Yeah,” I said in a markedly smaller voice. “So you do remember me.”

Bryan crossed his arms. He was wearing a blue tank top, so it made his biceps bulge a little bit.

“Of course I remember you,” he said. Then, his frown deepened as he added, “But you just hit my car!” He unfolded his arms to reach for his phone in his pocket.

He’s calling the police, I realized.

My heart skipped a beat as I did the fastest thinking I’d ever done in my life. “Hey, don’t be like that. We’re friends, aren’t we?” Bryan paused, and I saw a glimmer of hope. I continued, “I’ll pay to get your car fixed. That way, you don’t have to deal with insurance or anything.”

“It would get my parents off my back,” Bryan murmured to himself. Then, his frown finally smoothed itself. “Maybe we can work something out...”

“Really?” I said.

Bryan took a step towards me, a slow grin spreading across his face. “Yeah. Really...”

I stood still as he closed the distance between us in just a few strides. Suddenly, he was standing right in front of me, casting a shadow onto my face with his height. He was standing close enough for me to be able to smell his cologne, mingled with the slight scent of his sweat, masculine and deep. As I inhaled, I felt something primal stirring inside of me.

Bryan lowered his face until we were almost nose to nose. “How far are you willing to go for me to forget about this?” he asked in a low tone.

I returned his unblinking stare, feeling a hollow pit opening up in my stomach. I knew the stakes were high. My dad’s car was brand new and expensive, and he’d only had it for a couple of days. He was going to kill me if he knew about this.

The thought alone made my heart race with fear. “Anything,” I whispered.

Bryan bit his lip. By the sudden wild look in his eyes, I could guess what exactly he wanted from me.

I couldn’t decide whether or not I was willing to go that far, though. But I had to try.

Bryan’s lips parted as his eyes suddenly fell down to rake over my cleavage. I had to clench my fists to keep myself from self-consciously crossing my arms over my chest.

“How about you come meet me in the woods behind the baseball field at the park?” he said, his eyes still lingering on my breasts, focused intently like he was trying to see through my clothes. “And we can figure something out.”

He licked his lips suggestively.

A knot formed in my throat, and I gulped. “I...I guess I could do that,” I rasped dryly.

Bryan smirked. “Good. Meet me there in an hour and a half...and don’t be late.”

* * *

The sun was just about to set. I parked my dad’s BMW with its dented hood in the parking lot, walked across the park, and cut across the baseball diamond to head to the agreed-upon meeting spot.

My heart was in my throat the entire way, until I finally stepped under the shadow of the trees. I felt like I was walking to an execution.

I felt more anxious by the second as I walked through the woods. Everything was silent except for the crunch of leaves under my shoes and the roar of blood rushing through my ears. Eventually, I heard voices, and my skin prickled.

Voices...as in more than one.

When I emerged from the trees into a clearing, I immediately spotted Bryan. He was sitting on a tree stump, laughing good-naturedly with three other vaguely familiar guys.

He raised his eyebrows when he spotted me stepping out of the trees. “Oh, look. There she is,” he said.

The three other guys turned around. I blinked for a few seconds as I slowly put names to their faces. I recognized Juan and Kyle immediately, two guys who had played on the varsity baseball team.

Damien was the third guy. When I saw him, my mouth went dry. He was a few years older than the rest of us. I remembered him being a senior when I was a freshman. I’d had an enormous crush on him, and he was suddenly here.

I stood frozen, petrified by the presence of the four guys. Something inside of me had a suspicion of what was about to happen, but my mind hadn’t caught up yet.

Bryan stood from the tree stump and walked over, extending his hand. After a moment of hesitation, I realized that he was reaching for my hand. I placed mine in his, and he began gently pulling me toward the other guys.

“So you guys remember Raven, don’t you?” he said.

The three guys nodded. Damien especially seemed to be fixated on me. Blushing, I turned my gaze away and stared at my shoes.

“What’s going on?” I whispered to Bryan.

Bryan squeezed my hand. When I raised my head to meet his eyes, I found him already staring unblinkingly at me.

“You said you’d do anything,” he began, blue eyes blazing, “so you’re going to do all of us at the same time.”

“Do all of you as in...sex?” I said.

Bryan chuckled. “Oh, yes. As in fucking.”

My blood ran cold. I yanked my hand out of Bryan’s and crossed my arms. “I’m not sure if I’m comfortable with that,” I said, trying to be as diplomatic as possible. “I thought it was just going to be you.”

“Damien works at an auto body shop,” Bryan said. “If you agree to do this, he’ll fix up your car for free.”

“You won’t even be able to tell it was in an accident,” Damien added.

I stifled a gasp. It was the first time he’d ever spoken to me directly.

Realizing he had my attention, Damien separated himself from the rest of the group, strolling slowly toward me. He tossed his head, flicking his dark hair out of his eyes, and smiled in a sultry way.

“Come on, Raven,” he said, and I shivered at the sound of my name on his voice. “Don’t you want to feel good?”

I was hooked on his eyes, as if I was hypnotized. I didn’t even realize I was about to speak until I heard my own voice say, “Yes.”

A huge part of me really did want to feel good, and that desire just kept mounting as I watched Damien swiping the tip of his tongue over his lips. I wondered what their soft plushness would feel like on various parts of my body, and suddenly my skin was tingling.

“You can start with me,” Bryan suddenly said, interjecting
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