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Intro:

This was the first erotic story that I wrote. It’s not great. I might rewrite it in a few years. Or not. We’ll see.

Although Tyreke’s name is not Tyreke McPherson and Tara’s name is not Tara, these are based on real characters. “Tyreke” more so than “Tara”, since I know him better. He’s one of my best friends, although I’d never admit that to him.

“Tara”…well, she’s not my best friend. Read the story. You’ll see.

I made her a bitch and me a nice person. So shoot me. She is a bitch.

As far as I know, “Tyreke” and “Tara” have never had sex in the art room – which, by the way, is not at Havering Sixth Form Centre – although I can’t say for sure. In any case, I’ve never drawn them, or anyone else, in that position.

But tomorrow’s another day…

The story:

“So here’s what I want the two of you to do,” Rosie said, walking over to Tyreke and Tara.

The two teenagers looked at each other; Tyreke amused, Tara confused. Tyreke and Tara were students at Havering Sixth Form Centre, and had been dating on and off for a while. They hadn’t had sex yet – Tyreke was still getting over a relationship that had ended badly a few months ago – but they flirted constantly, and both knew it was only a matter of time.

Or perhaps, no time at all.

Tyreke raised an eyebrow. “I know what you’re thinking of, and you can forget about it.”

“Oh you do, do you, McPherson?”

“Yep. I know your game.”

Tara broke in. “What game?”

Tyreke rolled his eyes and laughed. “Rose has this thing about naked people.”

“Nudes, Tyreke. They’re called nudes. Or even better, ‘Life Drawing’.”

“Whatever. Anyway, she likes drawing naked people, and even better, she likes drawing them in the throes of passion.”

“You mean like…”

“Uhuh. Or perhaps not the throes of passion, exactly, but near enough.”

Rosie laughed. “People tend to writhe around when they’re “in the throes of passion”, as Tyreke so eloquently put it.” She smiled. “I need models who can hold a pose for a long time, without moving.” Rosie grinned wickedly. “So, you up for it?”

It wasn’t meant seriously, but Tara bit. She and Rosie were not close – they merely tolerated each other because of their mutual love for Tyreke. Love…or lust. Rosie and Tyreke were good friends, and Tara knew that if she was ever to get anywhere with the college Romeo, she needed to be on his best friend’s good side. As for Rosie, she was a nice person, despite her teasing. She honestly loved Tyreke, and was happy to see him enjoying himself – even if it was with a spoilt brat like Tara.

“Sure. If you think you can handle the heat.” Tara met Rosie’s gaze belligerently, jaw set. “We’re pretty hot together.”

Rosie laughed wryly. “Just as long as you’re not too hot. Don’t want you getting exhausted before I finish the drawing.” She looked at Tyreke. “And what about you, McPherson? How do you feel about it?”

“Oh, so I have a choice, do I?”

Rosie sobered. “You always have a choice. If there’s anything you don’t want to do, I don’t want to put any pressure on you.”

“Oh well…if it’s all in the name of art, what can I say?”

She clapped her hands. “Great. You guys can sit over here, on these cushions.” She pointed to a pile of cushions and velvet and satin coverlets on the floor. “I’ve positioned the light to flatter your bodies to the max – Tyreke, you lie back against that big red velvet pillow. Tara, you straddle him and face away from me. That way you’ll be mostly in the light, and he’ll be shadowed. I want to maximize the difference in your skin tones.”

Tyreke gave her a look. She knew the look well, it was the classic one he gave her that said, I knew it. You planned it all along, didn’t you? Which wasn’t entirely true…just mostly. She had planned for the two of them to get together eventually, and she had planned to draw them – but this had worked out better than she’d dared hope for.

He didn’t argue, though. Instead, he took Tara’s hand and walked across the room. When he got to the cushions, he let go of her hand and removed his jacket. “Got a hanger?”

“No, just stick it on the back of that easel. Don’t worry, the paint’s years old. It won’t come off on it.”

Tara had been pretty quiet all this time. She didn’t like the way Rosie was taking over and she found the whole thing pretty twisted, but it was just too good a chance to pass up. She’d been trying to get Tyreke to have sex with her for months – he’d been so broken up over his crazy old girlfriend, he hadn’t even wanted to kiss her sometimes – and, well, a girl would have to be crazy to miss out on this. Besides, if Rosie saw how hot Tara and Tyreke could be, maybe she’d see that there was no chance that she’d ever compare. Tara had a suspicion that Rosie didn’t like her because she had a thumping great crush on Tyreke. Maybe if she saw how beautiful and sexy Tara was and how much she turned Tyreke on, she’d realize there was no chance and leave them alone. Tara liked the idea of having Tyreke all to herself.

Tyreke finished removing his clothes, leaving only a pair of white silk boxers. He turned to Tara. “Aren’t you gonna take your clothes off, babe?”

She slithered over to Tyreke, hips swaying suggestively. “I was hoping you’d do it for me,” she purred, true to style.

Laughter filled the small art room, and Rosie stifled a giggle. It was so…blatant. So cliched. This girl had no imagination.

“Tar, we’re already gonna do it. You don’t need to seduce me.”

Tara narrowed her eyes. “Up to you.” She shrugged. “I guess I’ll just do it myself.” The cream chiffon blouse was up and over her head before Tyreke could blink, revealing a black lacy bra with the nipples cut away. Tyreke couldn’t help but gape; Tara’s breasts were normally small and perky, but this bra made them positively huge. Her nipples were brown and puffy, and clearly defined against her creamy-pale skin.

She stood there in her jeans and bra while Tyreke gazed at her. Beautiful, she thought. I hope Rosie is getting this reaction. She didn’t dare look over at the blonde girl; instead she kept her eyes fixed on Tyreke as she slowly pulled down the zipper. The once skintight Dolce & Gabbanas went slack and fell down around her ankles, revealing matching black panties. She kicked her jeans aside and stood, a vision in black lace.

Rosie sighed inwardly. Beautiful, yes. Sexy, yes. Original? Stunning? No. A mistake? Possibly…but there was nothing she could do about it now, was there? Not really; Tyreke was spellbound by the petite Chinese girl, and to call the plan off now would be both embarrassing and difficult. Not to mention pointless, she berated herself. It doesn’t matter if she’s cliched, it’ll make a great picture. You need this painting, Tyreke needs to be fucked, and Tara…well, if she enjoys herself, so much the better.
Tyreke sank down onto the pile of cushions. His boxers tented out at the front; the vision of nearly-naked Tara was certainly having an effect on him. Tara hooked her thumbs on the sides of her panties and gently pulled them down. Wisps of black hair covered her pubic mons; darker than the hair on her head. A picture of elegant sexiness, she gracefully lifted one leg and brought it down on the other side of Tyreke. Goosebumps immediately rose on his chocolate skin as she straddled his waist and began rubbing herself against him.

“McPherson…I realize it’s been a while, but it’s customary to take your underwear off.” Rosie grinned. Tara lifted herself up and slowly slid Tyreke’s boxer shorts down and over his manhood. He gently kicked his leg and the shorts flew off his foot and landed a few feet away, already forgotten. She quickly reached up and unhooked her bra, and her breasts bounced out perkily. The bra was quickly discarded in much the same way as the panties, and she sat back down, rubbing her pussy over Tyreke’s stomach, breasts swinging.

Tyreke moaned. Tara’s masturbation was quickly making him extremely horny. He thrust gently upwards, almost touching his dick to her slick cunt. He jabbed once, twice, three times, and the third time was the charm. A flood of powerfully sweet sensations filled his body as his hard cock penetrated her about an inch in for the first time.

“Um, guys? Sorry to be a pain, but this isn’t what I need.” Rosie’s voice broke through the pleasurable haze. “Your movements are too jerky, too awkward. I need fluidity. You’re supposed to be representing the gods. You’ve gotta flow.” She eyed them critically. “Tara, why don’t you try sliding down onto his penis? Tyreke, try not to jerk at the sensation, okay?” She returned to her easel. Tara glared in her direction, but lifted herself up. Tyreke couldn’t help sighing in frustration as he slid out of the little bit he’d managed to slide into.

Tara repositioned herself. The head of Tyreke’s throbbing cock touched her slit, and she felt him jerk again. Slowly, gently, Tara slid down onto his hard pole. It felt wonderful; she was being stretched in ways she’d never been stretched in before. She leaned forward, dangling her breasts before his face, inviting him to suck one of her plump nipples.

“Beautiful. That’s perfect.” Rosie’s voice sounded as if it were coming from far away. “The two of you are like…wow.”

Tyreke gasped as he felt himself sliding into her warm wetness. The heat, the glove-like tightness…this was like nothing he had ever experienced. He barely registered the fact that his mouth was full of soft, plump breast…all his thoughts were focused on the way it felt to be inside Tara, cocooned in her warmth. It was exciting, dangerous, thrilling…but then she was lifting herself up again, off his cock, and he moaned in disappointment – until he realized that she wasn’t stopping, merely moving him in and out of her. Somewhere, far away, a voice said, “Don’t thrust. Stay still.” But Tyreke ignored the voice. The voice didn’t matter. All that mattered was keeping the movement going, making sure that this friction never stopped. He thrust deeper into her; one, two, three; and he felt her slender legs clasp around his back.

Tara felt a twitching in her clit and a delicious shiver ran through her entire body. She gasped and threw her head back, rocking against Tyreke, her hips thrusting in time with his, her legs squeezing his waist. Her body was weak and shaky now; she couldn’t lift herself up and down anymore. It didn’t matter, though, because they were moving together now, no longer two people, but a single entity, driven by passion. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pushing his head against her breasts, rocking, rocking all the time.

“Don’t.”
The voice was louder now, but Tara didn’t care. Pictures were running through her head, faster than she could count them, repeating over and over. Tyreke’s face, twisted in either pain or pleasure, generous bottom lip bitten with tension. Bodies locked together, rocking back and forth. Legs tangled around each other. Shooting stars. Herself, alone, floating on a bed of light. “Tyreke…baby…fuck…me…” Fireworks. The ocean. A huge river, rushing down a mountainside…and then the river was upon her, and a rushing sensation spread out from the original twitching down under, and her body shook with the force of her climax…and then…nothing.

Nothing.

What had happened? Why was the feeling gone? Tara looked down and saw that Tyreke had pulled away. He wasn’t thrusting into her anymore; he wasn’t even inside her. Initial confusion turned to annoyance, and quickly to rage. Tara stood up and stalked over to Rosie, chest heaving with exertion and anger, chin-length brown hair flying.

“You bitch! You fucking bitch. How dare you?”

The blonde girl looked at her coolly, eyebrows raised. “How dare I what?”

“You fucking well know what I’m talking about! You stupid cunt, you did it on purpose! You’re just jealous of us! Bitch.”

Rosie glanced at Tyreke. “Does she kiss you with that mouth?” Then, looking back at Tara, “I’m sorry if you feel I interrupted you out of spite, but I told you at the beginning what I needed. I thought you understood that. Slow, languid movements. Rhythm. Not fucking, making love.”

Tara’s mouth twisted, her ripe, sensual lips curling under. “Sure, whatever. You think I’m dumb, but I see the way you look at him. I see you, hugging when you meet, touching his arm, kissing him on the cheek. I know you’re hot for him.” She whirled around and glared at Tyreke. “And YOU! You bastard! Don’t even think about playing me, Tyreke.” Her eyes narrowed further. Rosie immediately thought of an angry Siamese cat and felt an inexplicable urge to giggle. “You’re not the only guy in this college, you know. There are a thousand guys who’d kill to date me. But we could be great together. Don’t mess up your chances just because this stupid bimbo has a little schoolgirl crush on you.” As she spoke, Tara stepped into her jeans and yanked them up over her slender hips.

Tyreke grabbed her by the shoulder and pulled her towards him. “Tar, what the hell are you talking about?”

“Oh, come on. You can’t tell me you haven’t noticed. The slut has the hots for you, and you bloody well know it.” Tara’s chest heaved indignantly as she pulled her shirt over her head, leaving off her bra. “You’ve got to be stupid not to noti-”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Rosie interrupted, slightly red-faced. “And I’m not a slut.”

“Whatever.” Hips wiggling, arms swaying, Tara flounced over towards the door. Just before she left the room, she turned back. “Don’t bother to give me a lift home, I’ll call Evelyn. You can stay here with your precious angel.” Her eyes were slitted and as hard as diamond. “And you can forget about us. We’re done.”

The door slammed shut and Rosie and Tyreke were left in silence. Neither spoke for a few seconds. Neither one looked at the other.

“What was she talki-”

“Go after he-”

Tyreke looked at her. “You first.”

“Go after her. Now.”

“But what was she talking ab-”

“IT DOESN’T MATTER!” All of the pent-up frustration of the afternoon came out in one yell, and Rosie put her head in her hands for a second. When she looked up at Tyreke, her face was tired but hard. “Go, McPherson. For once in your life, go after the girl instead of letting her slip away. For some reason that nobody but you knows about, you really seem to like her. So go after her. Apologize for yourself, and for me. If she’s smart, she’ll forgive you.” And I really hope she’s smart, because I’d hate to think that her looks are the only good thing about her.
“Fuck that. I’m not apologizing; I didn’t do anything wrong. If she wants to be a bitch, fine.” 

“Tyreke, please.” Rosie looked at him, her eyes pleading. “It’s cold. Evelyn won’t be here for hours. Go after her. Take her out to dinner, or at the very least take her home. “Please. Just go.”

Tyreke sighed, pulled on his pants and shirt and headed for the door, slinging his jacket over his arm. He looked back uncertainly. “You okay, boo?”

“I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes! I’m fine, really. Just…go. I’ll talk to you later.”

“I’ll call you tonight.”

“Okay.” The door shut again and Rosie looked dejectedly around the room, unsure of whether to laugh or cry. Well, that was a royal screw-up, she thought. Although it could have been worse. I’m not sure how, but it could have. Images of worse situations flooded her mind – Tyreke wearing Star Wars boxers, for instance – and she began to giggle.
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