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Аннотация
The continuation of An Ordinary Teenage Sex Life, Parts 1 & 2. Ben is finally at college with BOTH his girlfriend and best friend. Plus, he gets to experience all the other things college has to offer, like gorgeous roommates, classmates, sisters, and sorority girls.


Cast Of Characters

For Reference Only: I wouldn�t recommend reading this until you actually MEET these people in the story.
BEN�S FAMILY
Ben (protagonist, Freshman/Sophomore in College)
Adrienne Dennis (girlfriend, adopted sister, Freshman/Sophomore, roommate)
Brandi (sister, 2 years older, Junior/Senior, roommate)
Brooke (sister, 2 years younger)
Eden & Emma (twin younger sisters, 5 1/2 years younger)
Beth (mother)
Michael (father)
THE EVANS FAMILY
Dawn Evans (best friend, Freshman/Sophomore, roommate)
Dayna Evans (2 years older, Junior/Senior, roommate)
DJ Evans (2 years younger)
Deanna Evans (mother of Evans family)
Jack Evans (father of Evans family)
CLASSMATES
Carter Sheridan (Junior/Senior)
Elyse Laughton (Sophomore/Junior)
Grace Choi (Freshman/Sophomore, TD)
Gwen Tannenbaum (Freshman/Sophomore)
Kim Fukuzaki (Freshman/Sophomore)
Misty Madsen (Freshman/Sophomore, TD)
Paige Jacobsen (Freshman/Sophomore)
Rebecca Brewer (Senior/Graduated)
Robert �Bert� Kim (Freshman/Sophomore)
Robin Aldrin (Freshman/Sophomore)
Ryan Tanner (Junior/Senior, Dawn�s boyfriend)
Will Adler (Freshman/Sophomore)
DAYNA�S/BRANDI�S FRIENDS
Aaron Collins (Junior/Senior, Dayna�s boy-toy)
Alan Kwok (Senior/Graduated)
Angela Chan (Junior/Senior)
Antonio �Tony� Calderon (Junior/Senior)
Ashley Tran (Junior/Senior)
Brett Benson (Senior/Graduated)
Erica Jackson (Junior/Senior)
Julie Carpenter (Junior/Senior)
Kevin Weiss (Junior/Senior, Dayna�s boy-toy)
Kerri Trainor (Junior/Senior)
Lloyd Sherman (Junior/Senior)
Marian Liu (Senior/Graduated)
Matt Kanemura (Junior/Senior, Brandi�s boyfriend)
Monique St. Claire (Junior/Senior)
Tracy McMillan (Senior/Graduated)
TD
Andie Holland (Freshman)
Bridget Marks (Senior)
Cadence Carmichael (Freshman)
Carli Singer (Junior)
Jamie Miano (Freshman)
Jocelyn Canilao (Freshman)
Josephine Beart (Senior)
Kelly Park (Junior)
Lakhi Sharma (Freshman)
Leah Hirsch (Junior)
Leighton Barrister (Senior)
Tonya Brackett (Sophomore)
HOMETOWN CREW
Abigail �Abbie� Sanders
Allison �Allie� Sanders
Candy Carter
Cassidy O�Leary
Daniel Chen
Elaine Fukuhara
Heather Wilkinson
James Kaito
Kenny Doyle
Lynne Arian (Stanford)
Megan Kwan
Mizuho Nishioka
Stephanie Vo
Sung Joon
OTHERS
Ana Ramirez (summer camp, 4 1/2 years younger)
Andrew Hemingway (summer camp, 1 year younger)
Cameron Singleton (4 years older)
Dexter Walker (HS Junior)
Felicia Clarkson (4 years older, full-time model)
Gary Wong (summer camp, 1 year younger)
Jared Li (4 years older)
Jillian Brenna (7 years older)
Jennifer Vo (HS Junior/Senior, Brooke�s best friend)
Jenny Wong (summer camp, 5 years younger)
Kady Jacobsen (HS Senior/Stanford Freshman)
Keira McNeil (12 years older, neighbor)
Kenta Nishioka (HS Junior/Senior, Brooke�s boyfriend, Mizuho�s brother)
Kenzie Campbell (4 years older)
Miguel Ortiz (4 years older)
Sean Fitzpatrick (Keira�s ex-boyfriend)
Viktoriya Isakova (Professor)
Other names may be mentioned but are not significant to the story (or shouldn�t be mentioned at this time).��

Chapter 1: Roommates

AUGUST 2002, SUMMER BREAK
�There!� Adrienne pointed from her spot in the passenger seat of the cherry red Mustang convertible.
I saw the house where she was pointing, confirmed the address myself, and started turning the car into the open driveway. The asphalt was cracked with weeds growing through. The wood fence separating us from the neighbors had seen better days. And unlike most side-by-side driveways in Orange County, this driveway was one long path running next to the house so that three cars could park in a line, one behind the other. There was no garage, either. So I simply drove up behind Dayna�s 3-year-old Impala and came to a stop, putting the car in park and turning off the engine. �Can you believe we�re finally here?� I asked with a contemplative smile.
�Not really.� My girlfriend/sister smiled over at me, looking impossibly gorgeous with her golden blonde hair flowing behind her and oversized black sunglasses obscuring her pretty eyes. She was casually dressed and yet stunning, a button-down pink blouse doing little to hide her ample chest and a simple pair of khaki shorts exposing a lot of creamy thigh as well as her long, long legs. I remembered quite fondly how those legs had been wrapped around my naked thrusting body just last night.
Now the �girlfriend� part I was very familiar with; but I was still getting used to the �sister� part. Adrienne�s father had been killed by a cab driver in May. She was adopted by my parents in the aftermath, technically making us siblings. And even though Adrienne was now eighteen, the guardianship was still valid and she was still a part of my family. It was an extra element of bonding that made our dating relationship even closer.
We nodded to each other and then got out of the car at the same time, leaning over the open roof to grab bags out of the backseat. Parked behind me,�our�parents and siblings got out of the van and started to unpack various pieces of gear as well.
I looked up at the Victorian-style house as we approached the front door. It was an old 2-story with fading paint and slightly rusted aluminum-frame windows, certainly MUCH older than the house back in Orange County. It was probably built around 1920, but that�s the Bay Area for you.
Adrienne frowned while looking up at the house. She could be a bit of a pampered OC dilettante sometimes, used to wide-open floor plans and bull-nosed corners and low-e windows and the like, living in houses that were younger than she was. I was amazed she got through summer camp. But to her credit, she seemed ready for anything and hopped up the steps to the small front porch.
I was right beside her and rang the doorbell. Less than a minute later, the door swung wide open.
�Ben! Adrienne! Hey!� My big sister Brandi flung her arms open and literally jumped onto me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders in a fierce hug. At 5�8�, she was just barely able to stay on her tiptoes while hooking her chin over my shoulder, humming happily. �I can�t�believe�you�re coming to college with me, bro.�
�Think that�s weird?� Brooke chimed in from behind me, lugging another suitcase. �Wait till�I�show up here!� Our 16-year-old little sister giggled and Brandi released me to go hug Brooke and then Adrienne as well. And then it was hugs all around as our parents and the twins followed after.
Brandi, clad in a tight baby-T and black shorts that showed off her slender frame, took a step back. She tossed her dark brown hair behind her shoulder while theatrically waving us through the doorway. �Come check out the house.�
Dayna Evans was waiting as we entered into the living room. The gorgeous blonde bombshell stood up with a Cal Berkeley ringer T-shirt hugging her double-D tits and short shorts revealing both curvy hips and long, toned legs. She stepped forward and immediately went to Adrienne, a warm smile on her face. �Hi, I�m Dayna. Pleased to finally meet you.�
Adrienne smiled back and took Dayna�s hand. Both girls had seen pictures of each other, but first impressions always had to come in-person. Right now, Dayna was sizing up Adrienne as competition. My girlfriend was an inch taller at 5�10�, had bigger tits, and a fitter body than the eldest Evans daughter. Plus, Adrienne carried herself with the upright poise of a confident Hollywood socialite: dressed to kill, looking fabulous, and fully aware of it.
I was reminded of the way Dawn and Adrienne had first approached each other at camp with similar looks. But while there had been an obvious tension between those two on arrival, Dayna and Adrienne were merely evaluating each other as any pretty girl does to another. Adrienne shook Dayna�s hand and then smiled while looking around. �Nice digs.�
Dayna pumped the hand and snorted. �Yeah, right. It�s old and creaky, I know.� She released Adrienne and waved around. �But it�s three blocks from campus and it�s got four bedrooms and two bath.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Four?� I did the math: Dayna, Brandi, Dawn, Adrienne, and me ... five people. I glanced around. The first floor appeared to have living room/dining room, kitchen, a bathroom, and two bedrooms. Up the stairs would be two more bedrooms and a bathroom based on what I saw from the outside.
Dayna blushed and nodded. �Yeah, four. We set the lease and everything months ago, before we could have known Adrienne would be joining us. Plus, five bedroom houses are impossible to find in Berkeley without breaking the bank.� Then she looked sidelong to the door where the Eden and Emma were coming in, both 12-year-old girls carrying boxes of basic school supplies. �Uh, Dawn and Adrienne are going to be rooming together.�
My eyes went wide and Adrienne frowned. She hadn�t had a roommate in her life...�ever. Hell, with her dad absent 90% of the time she�d had a whole HOUSE to herself for most of her adolescence.
But Dayna stepped between us and whispered, �That�s just a cover for the parentals and the twins.�
Presently, Brandi directed Eden and Emma into a bedroom on the first floor, the larger of the two from what I could tell. And as soon as they were out of sight, Dayna turned and grinned. �Don�t worry Ben; we four girls have worked out a rotation. You�ll spend Monday and Friday nights with Adrienne. Dawn gets Tuesdays and Saturdays. Brandi has Wednesdays...�
My eyes had flown open by now and Dayna just cracked up laughing. Adrienne grinned and shook her head. Brooke was passing by, heading for the door, and she said in a deadly serious voice, �You may have to double-up a few days. Seven doesn�t divide so easily.�
That got all the girls laughing, and then Dayna stopped herself by clamping both hands over her mouth to try and stifle the giggles.
The twins came back and then headed out the front door with our parents to ferry more gear into the house. Dayna smiled and patted my shoulder. �You shoulda seen the look on your face! Weren�t sure whether to feel excited or terrified, huh?�
I rolled my eyes and looked ready to kill Dayna. �Keep talking and we�ll see how you end up handling your two nights,� I growled threateningly.
The busty blonde just smiled at me and Adrienne and said, �You two are rooming together. Brandi said that you wouldn�t mind; but if it�s a big deal, we can work something out. You�d probably end up sleeping in the living room, but we can��
�No, that�ll be fine,� Adrienne interrupted Dayna by touching her arm. Then my girlfriend turned and beamed at me. �I�ve been dreaming about going to sleep in your arms every night.�
I grinned. This year was going to be GREAT.
* * *
I never realized how much stuff I needed just to LIVE. Besides clothes, there were school supplies, bedding, towels, toothpaste, shampoo, computers, photos, assorted personal knick-knacks, etc. And Adrienne had a helluva lot more than me. So after several trips (and lots of sibling help), we managed to completely off-load Adrienne�s gear into �hers and Dawn�s� room and my gear into the other first floor bedroom.
Just when we were finishing up, Dawn herself arrived along with DJ and her parents. As expected, DJ made a beeline for Brooke. But to my surprise, my beautiful lifelong best friend went to my�girlfriend�first.
�Adrienne, hey!� Dawn stepped forward with open arms.
�Dawn! How was your summer?� Adrienne hugged the slightly smaller girl.
�Small� is relative. At 5�9� and with a healthy D-cup bosom, Dawn wasn�t small. In fact, with her Evans-family natural slenderness, she appeared much taller at first glance. Today she wore a simple white tank top over a sky blue camisole that brought out the color of her sparkling blue eyes in front of a backdrop of her sunny blonde hair, tied back in a ponytail. And the legs of her khaki shorts barely extended beyond her crotch, making her legs appear even longer. I shook my head wryly just watching the two gorgeous 18-year-olds embrace each other. From Dayna to Brandi to these two, I was surrounded by Amazonian beauties. Allie was right: I had a �type� and all four of them fit it. And I started to wonder again about Dayna�s idea of a �rotation�.
�August has been kind of a drag, actually,� Dawn was replying to Adrienne�s question. �After the incredible highs of camp, it�s always ... I dunno ... kind of a letdown, you know?�
Adrienne smiled. �Yeah. I won�t miss the bugs, but I missed hanging out with you, DJ, and Felicia.�
�Missed...� Dawn drawled sarcastically, rolling her eyes. �You can�t have been�too�bored having Ben all to yourself for a few weeks.�
Adrienne snorted. �To myself? Yeah, right. Brooke was always around, for one. And then a bunch of Ben�s girls all had to have one last farewell before going away: Heather, Candy, Allie, Helene. Believe me, we�ve been busy,� she laughed.
Dawn arched her eyebrow. �You don�t mind all that? I dunno. If I was still his girlfriend, I don�t think I could let him out�quite�that much.�
Adrienne shrugged and then grinned evilly. �Nah. As long as I get to join in. Think you had fun with Felicia?� Adrienne chuckled. �This one girl, Helene? We played her like a piano. Seriously, do-re-mi and the girl goes unconscious from too much pleasure. She wasn�t even into girls until we got a hold of her. But up until two days ago she practically had her face in my crotch 24/7.�
Dawn started giggling. �Speaking of faces in your crotch...�
Adrienne grinned, running her eyes up and down Dawn�s fantastic body before darting her gaze a little belatedly to see if there were any little ones nearby. Fortunately, Eden and Emma were on another luggage run. And for good measure, she checked to make sure all four parentals were out on the sidewalk, still chatting and catching up. �Later. I promise,� Adrienne replied with an extra husk in her voice.
Only then did Dawn finally come to me.
Tensing and taking a deep breath, Dawn turned away from Adrienne and walked over to me. Biting her lip nervously, she stopped a foot away and tried to smile. Her eyes swam with involuntary moisture. She hadn�t come to me first, but she�d been acutely aware of my presence. And I read so much in the deep blue pools of emotion she used for irises. A month after parting at camp, Dawn�s feelings for me hadn�t changed one bit. She was still madly in love with me. She still wanted us to be together ... forever. And she still wanted to marry me. But she couldn�t have me; not right now. She wouldn�t do that to Adrienne.
�Hey...� she began.
�Hey, you.� I felt stuck in an impossible situation, and a month of distraction had done nothing to show me any solutions. I knew how Dawn felt about me, but I loved Adrienne. I was IN love with her, and I couldn�t abandon her. I wouldn�t, even if I could. I still loved Dawn, wanted and needed her in my life, but I wouldn�t betray my girlfriend.
Dawn and I looked at each other for a few awkward seconds before I decided to take charge and just stepped forward, wrapping up my best friend in the warmest hug I could give her. She sagged into my embrace and smiled, patting my back while I stroked her spine. I softly murmured, �It�s good to see you.�
�You, too,� she sighed before pulling herself back, an arm�s length away with her hands still on my shoulders. �We�re finally here. And now we�ll never have to be apart again.�
I beamed at her and nodded. That much I was sure of. I needed Dawn around me like I needed air to breathe. Adrienne understood that much, at least. We then turned to finish unloading Dawn�s gear into the house.
When we were finished carting stuff in, Adrienne and Dawn stood around their room for a couple of minutes, pretending to discuss how they were going to arrange everything. Then Dayna managed to convince the parentals to take our younger siblings and head over to the Evans house. We were going to unpack and then the five of us college kids would head back for dinner.
Once all the extraneous family members were gone, we took a few minutes to swap all of Dawn�s and my belongings. Dawn took the smaller of the two first-floor bedrooms. Adrienne and I ended up in the larger, complete with one full-size bed and one twin bed. We were already planning to set up the twin bed with cushions like a couch or day bed, although Adrienne made a crack about how I should be ready to spend the night on it if I pissed her off.
We then went about our business of unpacking. Adrienne more or less took over the entire closet. I planned a trip to Ikea to get extra storage. And my girlfriend and I discussed who got which side of the bed. I ended up getting the right side, since it was more comfortable for me to spoon behind her on my left shoulder. Adrienne didn�t care as long as I would be holding her as she slept.
We kept discussing how to divide up the room as we went. Adrienne had never had a roommate and I hadn�t shared a room since Brandi and I were little kids. At the time, all we could think of were positives. Nothing was necessarily �hers� or �mine�; it was all �ours�. We mingled our framed photos together on the walls and shelves, and I was especially proud of the big 8x10 of ALL my siblings at Disneyland, including my sister/girlfriend. A week ago, while Brandi was visiting home, Adrienne and I finally took Brandi, Brooke, and the twins to the Happiest Place on Earth as promised during the spring, and we�d had a fabulous time.
I set up both our desktop computers. And then Dayna showed me the cable modem in the living room so I could set up the new wireless router. For a moment I dreamed of wirelessly downloading porn. But then I caught myself. In a house with four gorgeous babes like these, who needed porn?
As if to prove my point, I returned to what at first looked like an empty bedroom. Frowning, I took three steps forward, glancing around but finding no sign of Adrienne. Perhaps she�d gone to the bathroom.
But then the door closed shut behind me. I turned to see my stunningly gorgeous girlfriend leaning back against it, a heated intensity in her golden eyes. �Bennn ... Are you thinking what I�m thinking?� Adrienne husked.
SPROING. I grinned, feeling the new constriction in my shorts. �I am now.�
�Goody,� she smirked and stepped toward me, already unbuttoning her blouse.
I let any tension flow out of my body as my girlfriend approached, my hands resting at my sides. My breathing sped up, though, as inch after creamy inch of skin was revealed and the swells of Adrienne�s E-cup tits were exposed to my hungry gaze. Stopping just a foot in front of me, Adrienne finished unbuttoning herself and shrugged out of the blouse, dropping it to the floor behind her. I was struggling to keep my eyes on her face, but then I simply gave up and gawked when her bra joined the blouse and left those huge melons bare and magnificent, nipples already hard and erect.
�What do you say we christen our new bedroom?� Adrienne asked in a smoky, sensuous voice.
�Oh,�hell�yeah,� I grunted and grabbed her, falling backwards onto the full-size bed and dragging my gorgeous blonde girlfriend with me.
We made out for a few minutes, Adrienne clawing at my clothes until I was topless and her shorts were a distant memory. I gripped her firm asscheeks, bare save for thong panties, and ground her crotch against the bulge in my shorts. But then Adrienne pulled her lips off mine and said perhaps the sexiest phrase any girl can ever say to a man: �I wanna suck your dick.�
�Be my guest,� I smiled, and then lay back as Adrienne kissed her way down my belly and began working off my shorts.
I hummed the moment my throbbing cockhead entered her mouth. I groaned when I felt it passing into her throat. And I grunted when Adrienne�s lips formed a powerful suction around the very base of my dick, her throat muscles massaging my entire length in the most exquisite ecstasy imaginable.
I�d stopped counting how many different girls had ever given me a blowjob. Some had been novices. Some had been pretty good. A select few were really, really special. But no one managed to turn my brain to mush just by sucking on my cock quite like Adrienne. She made love to my dick like it was the most precious thing in the universe. And she did it with a fervor that made me truly believe there was nothing else imaginable that she�d rather be doing.
A few minutes later, my sexy girlfriend gasped, �Gimme your cum.� At the moment, she had her big tits wrapped around my rod, surrounding my prick with warm titflesh while she humped her chest up and down and licked my mushroom head like a lollipop.
I just nodded and folded my arms behind my head, propping it up so that I could watch her angelic face while Adrienne once again sucked me deep into her mouth. She removed her tits and used both hands to jack along the exposed length of my seven-and-three-quarter-inch prick, coaxing my sperm out of me. And after another minute of fantastic blowjob, I grunted out my warning, �I�m gonna cum!�
With a delighted smile, my girlfriend popped me out, aimed my prick right at her gaping mouth, and stroked me furiously with her hands. She only had to wait another second before the entire organic cannon twitched and fired a glob of cum between her lips to splatter against her tongue. Her hazel eyes twinkled, shading towards that golden color I loved so much. And her lips curved into a smile.
Unfortunately (or fortunately), the new curve of her lips wasn�t quite as easy a target as a wide open �O�. My second shot hit her lower lip, part of my jizz string continuing into her mouth but the rest starting to run down her chin. At that point, Adrienne shoved me back into her mouth, her throat muscles obviously working as she gulped down the rest of my spending.
�Ymmmyyy...� she hummed as she swallowed, sounding more blissful than if she�d been the one to experience a spectacular orgasm. And then when she was done, Adrienne picked her head back up and grinned, reaching a finger out to scoop up the leaked jism from her chin and pop it into her mouth. �Mmm ... tasty...�
I chuckled and reached my hands out to her. My adoring girlfriend let me cup her face as she moved up and kissed me. Then she lay her nearly-naked body on top of mine, rubbing her panty-clad mound over my crotch.
Well ... it�was�panty-clad for a little while. I dug my hands into the side-straps and tugged it downward while Adrienne knelt to help me snake the last garment off her body, leaving my goddess fully nude on top of me. Then she planted her pussy back down on top of my half-hard erection, sliding her hips back and forth along the channel of her labia. Using just her own pussy, Adrienne stroked me back to hardness while I sat up and feasted on her magnificent tits, biting and sucking just the way she liked.
When I deemed myself ready, I took charge of this sexual encounter and toppled Adrienne off of me. Forcefully, but not harshly, I manhandled the Amazonian beauty onto all fours, jerking her limbs left and right and lifting her midsection until she was in the position I wanted. I stared, nearly drooling, at the sight of her perfect ass, with winking rosebud and dripping wet pussy beneath. I loved this part about Adrienne. Sure, she loved it when I went down on her, but she got that plenty from her girlfriends. She always got sopping wet going down on me, saying it was such a turn on to feel my thickness stretching her throat and watch the expressions crossing my face. And she was more than ready to feel my thickness stretching her cunt.
With a solid grip on her hips, I rammed forward and buried my cock into Adrienne�s snatch with a single lunge. She arched her spine, threw her blonde head back, and howled, �Aaaaaaghh!�
And then we FUCKED.
Most make a very physical distinction between fucking and making love. �Fucking� is for pleasure. It�s hard, it�s fast, it�s animalistic. People enjoy it because the physical sensations are much more intense. Your adrenaline gets pumping. And there�s a rush of power from hammering your bodies together.
�Making love� is more tender. It�s slower, softer, quieter. There�s time to look into each other�s eyes and talk. The orgasms are often less spectacular, but they somehow�feel�deeper.
But with Adrienne, �making love� means �fucking�. Only rarely did she want slow and tender. Far more often she just wanted me to flip her over and hammer away until we both exploded in ecstasy. Missionary, doggy, pussy, ass, throat, didn�t matter. As long as I was grabbing her and attacking her, she was happy. Even when she was on top we fucked fast and furious until she collapsed all sweaty and exhausted. The wild abandon, the lack of restraint, the complete and utter surrender to each other was what made it special for Adrienne. She WANTED me to just grab her and use her body for my pleasure. And my doing so made her happy.
I know it doesn�t seem to make sense. After all, Adrienne had been sexually abused as a child. And in all her sexual relationships before me, she was always in control. She HAD to be in control; she was terrified to cede it to anyone else.
But Adrienne trusted me. I was the first and only man she�d trusted since her childhood. It was�because�she trusted me that she wanted me to just fuck her. Knowing she could give ME � her greatest love � all the pleasure�I�wanted, made her happy. Knowing she could put herself at my mercy and that I would never push her beyond what she could handle gave her a peace of mind she couldn�t feel with anyone else. She surrendered herself completely, took the chance that I might harm her, and I never betrayed her trust.
Adrienne submitting herself to me was her way of showing me love. Me taking charge and pushing her to her limits, but no further, was mine. For us, fucking IS making love.
So when I reached my hands around and almost painfully pinched down on her nipples while cupping her massive tits, Adrienne tightened up and screamed in orgasm. When I added open-palmed spanks to her asscheeks to accompany the slapping noises of my hips hammering her from behind, she squealed with delight. The harder I fucked her, the happier she felt. And when I slammed forward so hard that her legs buckled and she collapsed face-down on the mattress, my dick spewing gob after gob of cock cream deep into her body, Adrienne sobbed tears of joy.
When it was over, my heavy weight crushed Adrienne into the mattress, our two bodies� sweat staining into the sheets. Her knees were spread to the sides like a frog�s, giving me the room and the angle necessary to keep my dick imbedded up her cunt. My thick shaft stretched her vaginal walls and acted like a plug, keeping my spunk floating around inside her.
Adrienne�s head was turned to the side, her eyes closed with her mouth gaping wide as she panted for oxygen, not easy with me half-crushing her lungs. But I knew she didn�t want me to get off just yet. Indeed, a little smile tugged the corner of her lips and she sighed, �That was great, Tiger.�
�I�m glad you enjoyed it.�
�Mm ... always...� Then with her eyes still closed, she took a deep breath and reached a hand back to pat my cheek. �I love you, Ben.�
�I love you too, Adrienne.� I leaned down while she twisted her head around to me, letting our mouths come together for our trademark slow-burn kiss.
Eventually, she took a deep breath and then tapped my hand, her signal for me to get up. I did a slow push-up, feeling the way my sweaty chest tried to stay adhered to her naked back. And then I backed my cock out, which had started to go limp after two ejaculations.
Quickly, Adrienne rolled onto her back away from me, raising her legs and rolling her hips to keep my semen trapped inside her. I let my eyes linger on her upraised tits, so big and firm and yet sagging just perfectly to prove those hooters were all-natural. Then I let my eyes trail up to the impish smile on Adrienne�s face and asked, �Are you up to something?�
�Just wait a minute,� she giggled.
It was less than a minute before the bedroom door opened, both of us turning to look at who had entered. I was only mildly surprised to see gorgeous, radiant Dawn Evans closing the door behind her and then turning toward us with a smile.
�I knew you�d come,� Adrienne beamed. Then she spread her legs, planting her feet on top of the mattress. �Come get your Ben fix!�
Dawn glanced at me for a moment with a smile before quickly crossing the room and sinking to her knees. Without the slightest delay, Dawn rammed her tongue into Adrienne�s slit and began slurping away, tasting the mingled orgasmic cream of the both of us. And my beautiful best friend started moaning as if she were tasting the most heavenly chocolate dessert imaginable.
My eyes lit up as I watched Dawn�s beautiful face at work between Adrienne�s thighs. From my current position, I literally had a picture perfect view. If I framed the photo, the swell of Adrienne�s tits would border things to the left, her flat tummy as a base, and the elevation of her legs to the right. Centered in-between, relative above my girlfriend�s belly button, was Dawn�s nose and eyes as she sucked out my jism while staring back both at me and her Sapphic lover.
It had been a month since the three of us were together like this, but it felt just like yesterday. And getting into our old familiar flow, I slid off the bed to go begin disrobing Dawn and really take our threesome to the next level.
But Adrienne�s voice stopped me short. �No, Ben. Don�t.�
Halting in my tracks, I jerked my head around, confusion evident on my face.
�You can�t, remember?� Adrienne reminded me gently.
Ah, shit. Dawn had said we couldn�t have sex anymore after camp. She had a boyfriend now, and she�d promised him she wouldn�t. No sex. No intimate touches. Not even kissing. And besides, it would hurt her too much. It would hurt to be intimate with me and yet, not WITH me.
It had all made so much logical sense at camp. But here, NOW, it just seemed so�unfair. I loved her. She loved me. We were both certainly hot for each other. Why the fuck NOT?
Because life isn�t perfect, and I�d made my choice. I�d chosen my girlfriend, Adrienne. Dawn and I couldn�t be intimate because of the choices�I�d�made. The fact was: I wanted them both. But Dawn couldn�t be a number two, and I�d promised Adrienne would be my number one. My relationship with my girlfriend was founded on that promise and that trust, and I couldn�t betray her. Maybe things would be easier for all of us if we could figure out a way to be a triple, but human beings don�t always fit together just how you might like it.
So Dawn and I couldn�t be together, no matter how much we might want it. Not right now at least. Not until we figured something out. And as I looked at her face, I saw the tears rolling down her eyes as she could quite literally taste me, but nothing more.
I started moving again, this time with more deliberate movements and with my eyes on Adrienne�s to let her know I knew what I was doing. I circled behind Dawn and knelt on the floor just inches away. She stopped eating out Adrienne when she felt my presence and went completely still, waiting to see what I would do next.
I simply leaned in and pressed my lips to the back of her neck, kissing her with a tenderness just as soft as my previous fucking with Adrienne had been hard. I felt Dawn shiver beneath me as I returned her most intimate of platonic gestures, but as she pulled her head back and turned around, I was already getting back up to my feet.
�Ben!� Dawn reached for me, her jaw covered in honey and spunk.
�It�s okay,� I gesturing with both hands for calm. And putting on my warmest smile, I nodded to Adrienne. �Go ahead and get reacquainted with each other. I�ll be outside.�
Dawn blinked several times, her blue eyes looking bigger and sadder than ever. Then she nodded in understanding.
�But Ben,� Adrienne sat up, a frown on her face. �Don�t you want to watch?�
I sighed, biting my lip. �I would. You�know�I would. But I can�t; it would just be too hard.� Then I grabbed a pair of shorts and left.
* * *
I was quite used to the soundproofing of my own home back in Orange County. Brandi and I, or Brooke and I, could fuck all we wanted and as long as we were relatively quiet, not a sound could be heard outside.
This Berkeley house was NOT like that at all. Every moan, whimper, and passionate groan filtered out of my bedroom and through what seemed to be a hollow door. It wasn�t like I was in the room with them; but the sounds would be obvious to anyone who tried to listen.
For a few minutes, I stood just outside, listening to Adrienne and Dawn shower each other with pleasure. And then, unable to stand it any longer, I headed up the stairs to find something to distract me.
Distraction came in the form of big sister Brandi. Her bedroom door was open and she was sitting in bed, staring out the window with a magazine in her lap. I knocked on the open door and said, �Hey.�
She whipped her head around to me, obviously snapping out of some daze. �Ben! Oh, hey!�
�You okay?� I arched an eyebrow in concern as I walked in. �Seemed kinda distracted.�
My older sister blushed, pulling her hand back. I had circled to the side of the bed just in time to see that she was pulling her hand out of her panties, obvious moisture coating her fingers. �Your fault,� she grunted.
�Mine?�
�Listen.� Brandi cocked her head and went silent. I did the same and now that I was listening for it, I found that I could hear Adrienne and Dawn grunting and moaning beneath us. It was much more muffled and the voices were indistinct; but clearly they were the sounds of sex. And I realized that my sister�s bedroom was directly above mine.
�You and Adrienne were much louder, Ben,� Brandi continued. �It made me wish I was down there.�
Now it was my turn to blush. But Brandi just smiled and patted the mattress beside her. �Sit. And tell me why the hell you�re not with the two of them right now.�
I sighed and Brandi automatically crooked her arm out to me while leaning back against the headboard. I was much bigger than her, but she let me pillow my head on her shoulder as I leaned back into my sister�s embrace. And then I told her about the decisions Dawn and I had made about each other at camp.
I talked about how Dawn and Adrienne initially didn�t get along, but how they�d mutually put aside their differences to keep from hurting me. Adrienne initially had feared Dawn would try to steal me, but Dawn promised that she wouldn�t. Even when they came to a mutual agreement to share me for the duration of camp, both girls knew Dawn was still madly in love with me. And when camp ended, Dawn had make the ultimate decision that she couldn�t sleep with me. We would have to be �just friends�; otherwise the sex might ruin everything.
My big sis just let me ramble on, pouring out my frustrations. And in the end I found myself feeling much more relaxed for the venting. I finished by saying, �So I left the two of them down there, naked and writhing in ecstatic agony while I stood outside, hard as a fucking steel pole and unable to do anything about it.�
�You�re still hard as a pole, Ben,� Brandi breathed quietly, obviously aroused.
I chuckled. �Yeah. I�m imagining what they�re doing right now.� Indeed, fully twenty minutes after I�d left, Dawn and Adrienne were still going down below with the sounds wafting up to us through the floorboards.
Brandi ran her hand over the bulge in my shorts, feeling my length before she leaned in and put her lips to my ear. �Ben, are you wearing underwear?� she asked huskily.
�Uh, no,� I turned my head to see my sister looking at me with obvious lust in her eyes. I felt my cock get even harder at that sight. �I, uh, just wanted to get out of the room.�
Brandi grinned, her eyes lighting up. �Goody.� Quickly, her fingers pried open the button of my shorts and she proceeded to drag down the zipper.
�Uh, Brandi?� I wondered for just a brief moment. �We�re not in SoCal anymore. What about your boyfriend?�
My sister�s head was already descending down to my upright prick, which was throbbing and twitching toward her mouth like a flower turning toward the sun. �You�re my brother,� she said to my cock. �You don�t count.� And then she promptly inhaled me to the root.
* * *
�I leave this house for ten fucking minutes and you guys have a fucking ORGY! I can�t believe it!� Dayna grumped as she finished putting the last of the groceries into the refrigerator.
�It was more than ten minutes,� I said defensively.
�It wasn�t an�orgy,� Adrienne stammered.
�What did you�think�we were going to do once we had a free moment?� Dawn grinned.
Brandi laughed. �You�re just pissed off we didn�t wait for you.�
�Damn fucking straight I am!� Dayna growled. �Did you at least save some cum?� She looked pointedly at Brandi�s crotch.
My sister giggled. �No. I made him pull out and jizz in my mouth.�
�You don�t even LIKE the taste of cum,� Dayna rolled her eyes. �You always make Matt either spurt in you or on you.�
Brandi giggled. �But it�s just so�naughty�when I taste Ben�s cum.�
�Arrgh!� Dayna threw her hands up in frustration.
�It�s okay,� Adrienne interrupted with a smile. �You can fuck him next.�
Dayna came to a dead stop, furrowing her eyebrows and pulling her head back. She arched an eyebrow at Adrienne. �Seriously?�
My girlfriend had a glass of ice water in her hands and she finished her sip before casually shrugging and replying, �Yeah, sure.�
Dayna looked goggle-eyed at Adrienne, then at me, and then back at Adrienne. �You�re just going to sit back and let me fuck your boyfriend? With Dawn, I get that the three of you got busy during camp. Brandi�s his sister. But you don�t even know me, and he IS yours.�
Adrienne shrugged. �It�s not like you haven�t fucked before. You�re Dawn�s and DJ�s big sister, which is a good enough reference for me. And if we�re going to be living together for the next year or two, I think it�s in my best interest to show you some goodwill.�
�Goodwill?� Dayna cracked up, winking at Brandi before looking straight again. �You�re gonna be a fun roommate, Adrienne.�
Adrienne smiled and let her eyes rove up and down Dayna�s body, lingering on the big tits and lush ass. �And besides...� Adrienne�s smile turned predatory. �I�ve got a rule: The gateway to Ben�s dick is through my pussy. You don�t get him without going through me.�
�Well then...� Now Dayna�s grin was just as salacious as Adrienne�s. She glanced at the clock and said, �We don�t have time before heading back to our house for the big family dinner. But�you,� Dayna leered while pointing straight at my girlfriend. �Don�t plan on going to sleep early tonight.�
* * *
�Welcome to the family, Adrienne.� Deanna Evans bear-hugged the taller girl. �It�s so nice to finally have you here.�
�Thanks,� Adrienne managed to say graciously without being obvious about gasping for oxygen. �It feels great to be welcomed as part of the family.�
Dayna�s, Dawn�s, and DJ�s mother grinned. �Like Ben needs another pretty girl around him.�
�Oh, I don�t know about that.� Adrienne blushed and looked down.
�Tsk, Tsk. Don�t feign modesty. I know how you managed to turn Ben�s head away from my Dawn. You�re breathtakingly beautiful, dear.�
Adrienne blushed again. Dawn whined from behind us, �Mooom.�
But then Adrienne furrowed her eyebrows and looked a little nervous. �I DO feel a little guilt about that, Mrs. Evans. I wasn�t trying to turn Ben�s head away from anyone.�
�Pssh, pssh,� Deanna waved her off. �I was just joking, dear.�
I wondered how much she was joking. Deanna Evans had never been subtle about wanting Dawn and me to get married and give her grandkids down the road. It wasn�t like she pressured us or anything. She just took it as a given.
�If you were just another girl, I might have tried to scare you into running away back at camp.� Deanna grinned, all predatory teeth. �But you�re a part of Ben�s family now, which makes you a part of my family. And as long as everything is in the family, I couldn�t be happier.�
Adrienne smiled and seemed to relax. And with a more normal smile, Mrs. Evans waved everyone into the house. �Just consider this your new home away from home.�
* * *
The rest of my family was staying with the Evanses that night. My parents were planning to take the younger kids to the Monterey Bay Aquarium tomorrow on the way back to SoCal. I was a little jealous. It was a place we hadn�t been since leaving the Bay Area the first time eight years ago. Brooke, still in full-on marine biologist mode, seemed more eager than if I�d promised her a threesome with Kenta. And the twins were almost as excited.
I was excited that night too, but for very different reasons. Dayna had practically spent the entire time at her house with her hand on my thigh. And since we were in the backyard where the younger ones couldn�t hear us, she hadn�t been very subtle with her sexual innuendoes.
Comments like �You know, Ben, I didn�t get to feel you up my ass the last time you visited� made her intentions rather clear.
�Don�t you have a boyfriend?� I�d asked.
�Three, if you wanna call �em �boyfriends�.� Dayna had shrugged. �Beck and calls, really; romance isn�t my thing. Well, two now, actually. One of �em couldn�t hack sharing me after a few months. Feel like taking his place?�
Alarmed, I�d darted my eyes over to Adrienne, who just giggled and smiled at me.
The only downer was that Dawn had left us shortly after finishing her dinner. My beautiful best friend had hugged first Adrienne and then me with some melancholy. But she put on a brave face and said she was heading out to visit Ryan. School started on Monday and this was her last Saturday night date for the summer. I wondered if her parents assumed she would be sleeping at the Berkeley house tonight; and I wondered if she would actually spend the night with him.
�Not my business, � I told myself. And besides, for some reason the idea of Dawn being out of the house made me relax. Knowing how thin the walls were in the house, I could only imagine what would be going through Dawn�s mind while I was banging her big sister. I knew I�d had to find a distraction listening to my lifelong best friend having sex when I couldn�t join in. Perhaps it was best that Dawn was off doing her own thing.
So when Adrienne took my hand and pulled me to a standing position, a lustful gleam in her eye, I was more than ready to distract myself from thinking about what Dawn would be up to tonight.
Adrienne looped her arm through mine, and then Dayna slid up beside me, taking my other arm. �You ready ... big boy?� The 20-year-old bombshell grinned at me.
I glanced at Adrienne before returning my gaze to Dayna with a smirk. �You sure you can handle the two of us?�
Dayna showed me even more teeth. �It�ll be fun finding out, won�t it? Besides, I�ve got some help of my own.�
Brandi was suddenly behind me, hooking her chin over my shoulder and giggling. �NOW we�re gonna have an orgy.�
I was�really�excited.
* * *
Sometimes I wondered how it was possible that my girlfriend could show such a complete lack of jealousy over the number of women I slept with. I mean, how many women have�you�met that would let their husband or boyfriend sleep around like I had the past couple of years? Yeah, we can talk about how sex is just sex and it�s not love and all that; but the fact is that sex�changes�people. I�d developed stronger feelings for the girls I�d slept with, ranging from casual but semi-regular friends like Heather Wilkinson to one-and-done girls like Theresa Chen. It�s just a part of human nature. And it�s also human nature to get jealous over someone else using what you perceive to be... �yours�.
But Adrienne was never jealous. Hell, she initiated most of the encounters. But it was nights like tonight when I realized that in actuality, Adrienne was using ME to get HER more partners.
She�d said it herself: The gateway to my dick was through her pussy. And because of me and my reputation in High School, it was�Adrienne�getting a helluva lot more pussy. Looking back,�Adrienne�got to have sex with Allie Sanders, Stephanie Vo, and Helene McGregory because those formerly straight girls just HAD to have me fucking them. She got Felicia Clarkson through me, too. Hell, Lynne Arian might never have experimented with girls if it weren�t for me nearly fucking her brains out. And Adrienne would never have ended up screwing Brooke or Dawn or DJ without the connection to me.
And now I watched Adrienne shoving her tongue down Dayna Evans� throat in part because the older blonde wanted me to fuck her. Now maybe Adrienne would have eventually seduced Dayna on her own; both girls were certainly interested in each other from the moment they met. But it might have taken some time and some dancing around each other for a while. This way, the very night they met, Adrienne could just point at her naked crotch and sure enough, Dayna worked her way down and started tonguing away.
Adrienne wasn�t letting�ME�screw all these different girls. She was letting�US�screw all these different girls.
So yeah, I had the greatest girlfriend EVER.
By the way, I also had a damn fine sister. �Mmmph...� Brandi groaned around a mouthful of cock, bobbing her head slowly up and down in my lap. I was sitting in an armchair Dayna had in her bedroom, my sister kneeling naked before me with her right hand wrapped around the base of my shaft while her mouth worked on the upper half. I reached down to play with one of her nice B-cup tits, rubbing my thumb over the erect little nipple while she rolled her eyes up to meet my gaze.
�So good, sis,� I groaned and pinched the nipple.
She shivered and pulled her mouth off my cock, stroking me in her hand. �I don�t know why I get so...�hot�... sucking your dick, Ben,� she panted. �Nngh...� she groaned as she took me back into her mouth and lavished my sensitive skin with her tongue before pulling away again. �You know, sometimes when I�m sucking my boyfriend�s dick I�m fantasizing that he�s you. Almost the only times I�ll ever swallow for him.�
I sagged back into the armchair and raised my hand to brush Brandi�s bangs back from her face, entranced by my sister�s pretty face and her lips stretched around my rod. �Keep that up and you�re gonna have to swallow�me.�
�Mmm, promise?� Brandi moaned.
I chuckled and patted her head before returning my gaze to the bed in front of me. Adrienne and Dayna were also fully naked, my girlfriend sitting up with her hands planted behind her for support. The position thrust her massive tits forward and upwards, hard nipples extending even further and slightly to the sides. And her entire chest rose and fell dramatically with each full breath.
Adrienne�s legs were spread to the sides with her knees up and her feet planted on the mattress. Between her thighs, all I could see of Dayna�s head was a wild mane of sunny blonde hair, wriggling furiously. But presently, Adrienne squealed out a climax and then reached down, drawing the busty babe to her face so that she could lick her own orgasmic nectar off of Dayna�s lips. And then falling backward, Adrienne tugged her new blonde lover down with her so that their tits were pressed together and their tongues went to work attacking each other.
I blinked a few times after realizing I�d been entranced by the two hot blondes pleasuring each other. I then glanced down to see that Brandi was rather leisurely sucking my cock, playing with it contentedly rather than trying to get me off. �You want to swallow my cum again?� I asked.
Brandi sealed her lips just below my crown and nodded, humming, �Mm-hmm...�
I was breathing hard as visions danced in my head. �You�ve never been with Adrienne, have you?�
Brandi�s eyes flared. The two had become casual friends when Adrienne started visiting my family a year ago, but the two had never spent significant time together. They had never been intimate, but from the look in my sister�s eyes, my girlfriend certainly was a lustful curiosity. The look was all I needed.
I stroked Brandi�s cheek and intoned, �I want to see you suck my cum out of her. Okay?�
Brandi gasped and nodded, pulling off my dick. The erect column of throbbing meat pulsed with every beat of my heart, glistening in the bedroom lights. My dick was locked and loaded.
So I stood up, ready to go, but my eyes zeroed in on Dayna�s wriggling ass. She was preoccupied with eating out Adrienne, but her pretty pussy was on full display and I found the sight too tempting to resist. �Sit tight for a minute, Brandi,� I told my sister. �I have to go fuck your girlfriend�s brains out first.� Only then did I approach the bed.
There was no way Dayna could know I was approaching with me silently moving behind her. But Adrienne could see and when I held a finger to my lips, my girlfriend grinned and worked a little harder to distract the busty blonde. Stroking my cock a few times, I cautiously moved into position, my focus on Dayna�s gyrating ass.
Just before I grabbed the eldest Evans sister, Adrienne pulled Dayna�s face away from her crotch and husked, �You�ve paid your dues. Now it�s time for your reward.�
Dayna stopped moving and raised her eyebrows, not yet understanding Adrienne�s cryptic statement. And she was caught completely by surprise when I centered my cockhead into the folds of her labia, yanked back on her hips, and savagely thrust forward to spear her to the root on the very first lunge.
�AAAAAAACK!� Dayna shrieked at the sudden full sensation. But almost immediately she was hanging her head down between her shoulders and mumbling incoherently while I started pounding her pussy from behind. �Oh, FUCK, Ben! You fucking bastard!� Dayna whimpered in a high-pitched voice, absent of any real heat.
I took a brief moment to admire the view. Although at a near-identical 5�9� height as her two teenaged sisters, Dayna had all the fully-developed curves of a grown woman. Packed around the same slender frame, her hips were a little wider, her ass a little fuller, and her whole body just had a more defined curvature. Though too busty to ever be a runway model, Dayna certainly could sell some lingerie if she wanted to. But right now, this model-worthy babe was skewered on my cock and she looked so fucking gorgeous with her asscheeks spread wide around my invading rod. I ran my hands up and down her spine, stroking her creamy, pale skin. I settled my hands down to grip her hips. And then I fucked her brains out.
Adrienne and I had perfected our double-teaming technique over the past month. While I supplied the rhythm with hammer-force strokes, jerking Dayna�s body around and manhandling her body like my dick was a joystick, Adrienne licked and sucked and gripped the blonde bombshell from below.
�Oh, fuck!� Dayna whimpered amidst our assault. �What the fuck are you guys DOING to me?�
We didn�t bother to answer. I just drilled her cunt a little harder. Meanwhile, my girlfriend kissed and nibbled at the older girl�s throat. A little later, Adrienne slid lower and suckled at Dayna�s swaying boobs. And just as the eldest Evans daughter reached the summit of orgasm, Adrienne dropped her hands to Dayna�s clit to push the poor girl over the edge.
�Fuuuuuuuuck!� Dayna screamed as her entire body spasmed. Her eyes rolled up into her head and after a few more violent twitches, I felt her spine go slack.
But I was just a few more strokes away from coming, having held myself back to fulfill a promise to Brandi. And once Dayna started collapsing, I physically yanked her body to the side and rolled her over away from me on the bed where the busty blonde curled up into a fetal position, whimpering and babbling incoherently.
Adrienne was more than ready for me. Long ago, she surrendered herself to me. She often reminded me, �This body is yours to take whenever you want.� It wasn�t often I needed to do just that, but this was one of them. And once I spread Adrienne�s knees to the side, she simply opened her arms and accepted me on top of her while I slammed my cock into her cunt and rutted for less than a minute before grunting and blasting out my heavy load.
�Oh, gack.�Hrrrk!� I grunted while switching from the intense internal clenching of holding my ejaculation back to the blissful relief of letting it go. My body was rigidly still as I held myself at maximum depth within Adrienne�s tunnel, nutting every ounce of jizz I had inside me.
There was a lot of cum. Brandi�s blowjob and watching the two blondes dyke it out had told my balls to manufacture sperm for some time now. By the time I rutted into Dayna and then Adrienne, my sack was bulging to the point of overflowing. And now I practically overflowed my girlfriend�s pussy. Over and over again, I grunted and fired, bellowing, �Ungh! Ohhh! Ungh!� while my cock reloaded and fired again.
In the end, I turned and flopped onto my back, gasping for oxygen while Adrienne lay limply on the bed, breathing hard and recovering from her own exertions. My girlfriend idly reached her hands down to start stirring the hot spunk I�d deposited inside her, but just as her fingers reached her nether gateway, she found she wasn�t the first one there.
Adrienne�s moan was my first indication that Brandi had rejoined the party. I picked my head up and looked over to see the dark brunette head now wriggling where Dayna�s head had been perhaps fifteen minutes before. And the room was filled with the sounds of my sister slurping my jizz out of my girlfriend�s cunt.
So wrong ... and yet so right.
* * *
It felt like just seconds ago that I was in this position. Dayna was bent over doggy-style, her arms folded on top of the mattress with her head resting on them, her face turned to the side. She was exhausted, still a little wiped out from the mind racing effects of her previous orgasm when Adrienne and I had very nearly fucked her brains out. But she just HAD to feel this. The girl really was an anal freak.
�Ohhh ... fuck my ass, Ben...� Dayna crooned while I nudged against her sphincter. And as I pressed my hips forward, the mushroom head popped, once again, into my very first asshole.
Obviously, I�d had anal sex before. But with fond nostalgia, I remembered that Dayna�s was indeed the first asshole I�d ever nailed, at summer camp two years ago. So much had changed in two years, and I now moved with supreme confidence as I slid down her lubricated chute and burrowed my thick prick until I was balls deep up her 20-year-old ass.
�Fuck!� Dayna gasped when she felt me hit rock bottom. �Feels like a fucking baseball bat inside me!�
�So good,� I groaned.
�Come on, Ben,� Dayna husked. �Fuck my ass. Ream out my tight ass and spurt all your hot cum into my bowels. Fuck my ass, Ben.�
I groaned again, and an answering groan met me from just next to the bed. �Nnnghhh...� Adrienne�s voice drew my attention to the side. I looked over to see my girlfriend flat on her back, her mouth locked onto Brandi�s as the two beautiful girls shared an open-mouthed kiss. Dribbles of my cum still dotted their chins and cheeks from their previous, sloppy snowballing. And Adrienne�s legs were scissored behind my sister�s ass while Brandi nudged the strap-on dildo a little deeper into her cunt.
�Now I can say I�ve been fucked by all three of you,� Adrienne groaned.
�We�ll have to get Eden and Emma in on the action so you can say all�five�of us siblings nailed the gorgeous Adrienne,� Brandi replied with a naughty smile.
I shook my head wryly. I still remembered Brandi�s initial qualms with sibling incest, questioning whether or not we should be fucking each other. Even when she�d accepted her own fallen nature, she�d pleaded with Brooke not to become intimate with me as well. But over time, my older sister had come to accept this physical expression of our love. She now welcomed it, and when she�d initially found out I�d started fucking Brooke last year, Brandi had simply smiled and said, �Good for her.� And now she was cracking jokes about bringing Eden and Emma along. Things certainly had changed.
�Ohhh...� Adrienne groaned again, and my sister started stroking in and out of her.
�Take it ... Feel my dick inside you,� Brandi husked.
�Oh, fuck me ... Why the hell do I even need a man?� Adrienne mused. �Everything I want is right here. Soft lips. Supple breasts. A tasty pussy AND a thick cock. I should use these fucking toys more often.�
Brandi giggled and I just smiled. Despite Adrienne�s musings, I wasn�t worried about her leaving me. In the meantime, I was busy cornholing Dayna. Her ass was so hot, maybe the hottest I�d ever been in. And no matter how many times she�d been sodomized in her young life, it was still tight and exquisitely pleasurable. For a moment, it felt like d�j� vu as I was transported back in time to that first buttfucking in our summer camp clearing.
�Fuck me, Ben,� the busty blonde groaned. �I�m gonna cum ... I�m gonna cum with your dick in my ass! Fuck me...�Fuck my ass�... Yes! Yes! YES!!!�
Dayna�s body locked up and her ass clamped down while her orgasm swept through her. She squeezed me even tighter so that my slow but steady pumping was brought to a halt, my cock trapped inside her vise-like grip. And the rest of her torso began shaking as the climax took over.
�YES!!!� Dayna shrieked again, and her body bucked just once, quite violently. And then her legs gave out and she collapsed straight down onto the mattress. I fell down with her, and the moment my heavy weight hit her back and my dick was driven an extra half-inch into her rectum, her ass muscles unclenched and I was suddenly spewing my load up Dayna�s asshole.
�Urrrgh!� I grunted as I felt myself geysering forth a huge load into Dayna�s bowels. She was flat on her face, her body being compressed downwards by my weight while I was flat on top of her with my dick fully imbedded up her backside.
Next to us, Adrienne was screaming her pretty little head off as Brandi�s fake cock drove her to orgasm. Her voice eventually trailed off as the climax passed and Brandi put her head down to rest. My abs tensed a few more times as I spat out my last few globs of semen into Dayna�s butt, and then there was nothing left but the quiet sounds of all four of us panting for breath.
Then Dayna chuckled, her breathing labored under my crushing weight. �Fuck, that was amazing, Ben,� she managed to croak. �I�m going to LOVE having you guys living here this year!�
* * *
We took a break after that particular round and paused to clean ourselves up. The upstairs bathroom had a glass sliding door and after a quick discussion, the girls parked me on the toilet seat and forced me to watch while the three of them jumped into the cramped shower together, soaping up each other�s bodies, rubbing each other�s tits and pussies, and giggling the whole while. I got hard again just watching.
Then Adrienne and Dayna stepped out, toweling off and grabbing onto each other while they skipped back into the bedroom to continue their lovemaking. That left Brandi still in the shower crooking her finger for me to join her. I grinned, thinking of how our late night showers had first led us into each other�s bed way back when.
As I stepped beneath the hot spray and felt my sister begin soaping me up, I thought in amazement at how well things were going so far. Adrienne had been casual friends with Brandi for a short time, so it made sense that they would get along initially. But �getting along� and getting mixed up in an orgy together are two very different things. And yet both girls had jumped in without hesitation.
Then there was the way Adrienne and Dayna were�seriously�into each other. I supposed it made sense. The two girls had similar outgoing personalities to go along with their blonde hair and tall, stacked bodies. But I still hadn�t expected them to hit it off so quickly. It really seemed like the four of us would be fantastic roommates together.
This only left one more roommate: Dawn.
I was distracted from my thoughts of Dawn when Brandi knelt in the tub and started blowing me. And I was further distracted when my sister dried me off, pulled me into HER bedroom in the other direction, and proceeded to climb aboard my upright prick. We�d gotten our urgent missed-you-for-months fucking out of the way that afternoon while Adrienne was downstairs with Dawn. So now Brandi was just able to ride me comfortably and easily until she squeaked her way to two climaxes and I filled my sister with incestuous brother-spunk.
But afterwards, while Brandi laid her head on my chest and listened to my heartbeat, I sighed forlornly and softly asked, �What do you think Dawn is up to right now?�
Softly, my sister replied, �Probably the same thing she�s been up to since Thanksgiving. She�s with Ryan now. Don�t worry about it, Ben.�
I exhaled slowly. �I can�t help but worry. This wasn�t the way things were supposed to be. She and I were supposed to be together.�
�Is that what you really want?� Brandi asked me softly. �If so, tell me now so�I�don�t get too attached to Adrienne. She�s a really sweet girl once you get to know her and it would really suck ... for me ... if I lost her friendship down the road because you couldn�t keep your commitment to her.�
�Brandiii...� I groaned. She was messing with me, pretending that the issue was selfishly about her. But she�d made her point. I�d chosen this path, and I had no one to blame by myself.
Brandi turned and brushed my hair back from my forehead, looking almost motherly into my eyes. �Look, obviously you haven�t come to terms with the way things are going to be, Ben. You�ve got to sit down with her and talk things out. Communication, communication, communication. Yeah, you said you two came to some sort of agreement not to have sex with each other while you�re with Adrienne and she�s with Ryan. But that�s not the whole relationship and you�re going to have to decide on some sort of balance with her now that you�re actually here.�
I sighed. �I know.�
�And don�t waffle around, Ben,� Brandi stroked my forehead. �This house is too small for you and Dawn to have any sort of rift. Everyone�s happy now; but we�re just moving in and no one wants to live in a place full of angst and tension. Nip this in the bud. Talk to her.�
�I will, I will.�
�Good.�
I would talk to Dawn. We�d figure this out. Hell, if she were here right now I�d go downstairs and get everything worked out immediately.
But she wasn�t here. She was ... out ... with Ryan. I didn�t even know if she was coming home tonight.
�Relax, little brother. I didn�t mean right this second,� Brandi drawled before giggling.
I sighed and patted her back. Then I got up to head back down to my bedroom and get ready to sleep.
Thirty minutes later, Adrienne and I were cuddled up together in our new bed, Adrienne in one of my oversized T-shirts and me just in my boxers. I was spooned behind her, smelling the sweetness of her hair along with the muskiness of her sexual play with Dayna.
But I couldn�t sleep.
Where was Dawn? Was she coming home? When could I talk to her?
I wanted to toss and turn in frustration, but I couldn�t wake Adrienne. It was torture trying not to move, and I went over and over in my head all the things I wanted to say to Dawn. If only she were here. If only I knew where she was.
And then, just before 1am, those paper-thin walls came in handy. I heard Dawn pad in, the wood floors flexing audibly despite her efforts to be quiet. She went into her bedroom and closed the door behind her.
She was here. Dawn was home. And only now able to relax and feel some peace, I closed my eyes and let unconsciousness take me away.
* * *
Dawn, Dayna, and Brandi were already having breakfast when Adrienne and I walked in. My girlfriend and I would have been out earlier, but Adrienne decided to get some early protein by rolling me over and blowing me until I nutted a quart of jizz down her throat. Knowing how thin the walls were, I tried to keep quiet. But from the raised eyebrows both Dayna and Brandi were giving me, it was clear my groaning had still been heard.
Dawn, on the other hand, just smiled sweetly as she turned away from the stove and pointed. �Pancakes?�
Adrienne clapped her hands together cutely. �Yum!�
�Got any eggs, too?� I asked a little groggily. The incredible blowjob had both woken me up and left me rather dazed.
�Uh, no. We had some sunny-side up but already finished them.� Dawn frowned. �I�ll make some more. Poached, right?�
�Oh, you should eat, Dawn. I can make them,� Adrienne glided forward.
�No, really. It�s no big deal. I�m already cooking.� Dawn shrugged.
�Really. I should be the one to do this,� Adrienne said with just a bit of an edge in her voice. Dawn looked up at her, their eyes meeting and�something�being communicated between them. It was almost as if Adrienne was telling Dawn, �Hey,�I�m�his girlfriend.�
Dawn then glanced at me for a brief second before nodding. �Right.� She gestured towards the stove. �I, uh, I�m sure you can figure everything out.� She nodded almost nervously again before backing away, picking up her own plate and moving to the dining table where Dayna and Brandi were almost done with their meals.
Adrienne then came and pecked me on the cheek. �Sit down, Tiger. I�ll be done in a minute.� My girlfriend then went into domestic mode, hopping around and checking cabinets to figure out where everything was while she simultaneously babysat the developing pancakes and pulled out some fresh eggs. She�d been feeding herself for years, and Adrienne certainly knew her way around a kitchen.
I poured myself some orange juice and went to join the girls. We started talking about what to do for the day while our families headed to the aquarium. Dayna and Brandi thought it would be a good idea for us all to take a tour of the school and get the inside scoop on where to go, where to eat, etc. While Dawn and I had been to the campus before, Adrienne had not. And besides, Dawn and I could use the refresher.
But I was still thinking about Brandi�s encouragement to sit down and talk to Dawn. Our relationship had always been founded on comfortable familiarity and open honesty. Now that we were here, we needed to really hash out nature of our relationship. And I�d seen enough movies to know that to delay that conversation would only give opportunity for misunderstandings to occur. Hell, look what happened the last time I delayed talking to Dawn about temptations and wanting an open relationship: she got raped, I was nearly seduced, and in the end we�d broken up.
Besides, it was about time I stopped letting stuff just happen TO me. I had to take charge of my life.
So right after Adrienne sat down with our food, I reached out and grabbed my girlfriend�s hand and said, �You know, why don�t you go with Dayna and Brandi to tour the campus? I think Dawn and I need to hang back and talk.�
Dawn�s eyebrows went up. Dayna and Brandi looked at each other. And Adrienne looked confused. I rather liked their expressions. It was a bit of a power rush that�for once, the girls around me weren�t totally in control of the situation.
But Adrienne seemed just a mite upset. She was in a new city full of strange people. And while she was now familiar with Dawn, Dayna, and Brandi, she still barely knew them and my girlfriend didn�t appear to like the idea of being separated from me. Heck, she wouldn�t even be with Dawn, a girl she�d at least come to know and become friends with for a few weeks at camp. �Ben, do you have to?�
I sighed. �This isn�t summer camp anymore, Adrienne. We all knew our relationships would be different, and Dawn and I really need to figure this out before things get any more complicated.� I nodded to Brandi in acknowledgement of her advice. My sister just nodded back in agreement with my suggestion.
�Besides,� I continued. �Dawn and I have been here before. And we�ll pick up what we really need to know when Welcome Week starts tomorrow.�
Adrienne frowned but looked back and forth between me and Dawn. Then with a little pout, she nodded.
�C�mon, A.D.,� Dayna giggled. �We�ll have much more fun teasing all the guys on campus without your boyfriend around.�
Adrienne managed a laugh. I merely arched my eyebrow at Dayna�s rather quick pickup of Adrienne�s nickname. And then Adrienne nodded. �Okay. We�ll meet up for lunch? I�ve been dying to try out this Blondie�s pizza place you kept raving about.�
I glanced at Dawn and got a nod before turning back to my girlfriend. �Got it. Have fun.�
Adrienne grinned. And only then did the knot of tension in the back of my neck start to loosen up.
* * *
Good freaking lord Dawn was gorgeous. She sat facing me on the couch, one arm propped over the backrest with the hand both brushing her sunny blonde hair back and supporting her head. She looked at me with crystal clear blue eyes, open in curiosity at what I wanted to say. Even now, I would have to say that Dawn empirically had the prettiest face I�d ever seen in my life, Adrienne included. They were both beautiful, just slightly different. But while Adrienne had the sexier, more alluring kind of beauty, Dawn�s was purer and more angelic.
There was a little smile on Dawn�s lips as she watched me trying to organize my thoughts. Unfortunately, I kept getting distracted by the desire to just seize her head and shove my tongue down her throat. She patiently waited me out, that little smile teasing as if she knew exactly what was going through my mind. But she said nothing while I tried to figure out how to say, �We need to figure out how to be friends.�
But in the end, another subject that was bothering me came to the fore and I ended up asking, �How was your date with Ryan last night?�
Dawn blinked a few times, surprised by my question. In the past year, I�d barely ever brought up Ryan because I didn�t want to really think about him being with �my� Dawn. But now I had brought him up and Dawn sat up straighter. �Uh, it was fine. He�s just as nervous as me, starting at a new school. But I think it�s going to be harder for him as a Junior transfer. Most freshman are open to meeting new people the first few weeks, but most Juniors will already have their cliques established by then.�
I nodded. �He still has his friends around though, right?�
Dawn sighed. �Stephen�s still around, I guess. But he�s getting a job at his uncle�s company. And to be honest, Ryan and Stephen have been drifting apart a bit. Things got awkward when Tricia caught Stephen cheating on her with some High School sophomore and they broke up. We all took Tricia�s side, including me and Ryan. Stephen didn�t take that so well.�
�I�m sorry. How�s Tricia doing now?�
Dawn shrugged. �She�s going to UC Davis. I�m going to miss her. But Gwen and Robin are both coming to Berkeley.�
I nodded, and then a sly grin came across Dawn�s face. �Gwen�s been asking about you ... She still can�t believe you fucked her unconscious that one day. Says nothing has ever topped it since.�
I blushed and Dawn giggled. The memory of Dawn�s slightly skanky friend reminded me that it was the same weekend Dawn and I �broke up�. She�d had sex with Ryan right in front of me, needing me to be in the room when she did it. And I still felt a tightness in my throat just thinking about it.
I glanced down and furrowed my eyebrows. �You know, I wasn�t expecting you to come back to the house last night. I�d have assumed you were spending the night with Ryan.�
Dawn looked away from me, turning her face into her palm before turning it back and sagging against the backrest a little deeper. �Yeah ... uh. I was originally planning on it, but when it came right down to it, I just couldn�t.�
�Why not?� I frowned, thinking that she was talking about spending the night.
�Because I didn�t want to sleep with him last night. It would have just felt ... weird.�
I bit my lip. She�d said �sleep� but my intuition told me she meant �have sex�. I may have not known she liked country music but I could still read Dawn�s emotions. �You didn�t want to have sex with him?�
Dawn shook her head. �I couldn�t. He wasn�t exactly happy when I told him I wasn�t in the mood and wanted to go home. But he�s a good boyfriend. He�d never push me.�
I furrowed my eyebrows. �Why didn�t you?�
Dawn sighed, moisture forming in her eyes. �Because ... I knew you were here.�
�Dawn...�
�I just couldn�t. Not while you�re in the same zip code, Ben.�
�You�ve done it before.�
�No I haven�t,� she furrowed her eyebrows and barked almost defensively.
I arched an eyebrow with a smile, �The Stanford game ... We were just talking about me and Gwen.�
Dawn blushed, now remembering it. Hell, she�d gotten me and Ryan to double-penetrate her. �Well, except for that. This is different.�
I took a deep breath. �You�re not cheating on me just because I�m within the 100-mile zone, Dawn. He�s your boyfriend.�
�YOU should be my boyfriend,� Dawn whimpered, turning her eyes on me. �That�s the way things were supposed to be.�
�So what do you want?� I sighed. �You break up with Ryan and I break up with Adrienne and we fall in love and get married and pop out a few kids?�
She exhaled, her eyes shimmering. Then she turned and pushed her forehead into her palm again. �Doesn�t matter. You�re not going to break up with Adrienne.�
It wouldn�t do to lead Dawn on. �No, I�m not,� I said firmly. And then as I looked into her eyes, I saw a trace of hesitation on her part as well. And with sudden realization, I breathed, �And�you�don�t want to break up with Ryan, either.�
Dawn�s lower lip quivered and she quailed again, pushing her eyes into the heels of both her hands. She was obviously torn. In spite of all the love proclamations she�d given me just a month ago, and even right now, Dawn HAD developed feelings for Ryan. It had been easy not to think of him while we were at camp, and think only of her love for me. But now, having spent the last month with HIM and not me, it was harder to ignore her feelings. I couldn�t blame her; it was the exact same thing I was going through.
So now Dawn was caught right where I was, between two people she cared a great deal about. It would be easy for me to think badly of her. After all, I didn�t know Ryan well at all and I could feel righteously angry at her for even thinking of having feelings for another man when she claimed she loved me. But the fact was: I hadn�t been there for the past year. I didn�t know what kind of bond they�d developed together. So Dawn had to feel just like I did: she wanted us both. But she knew she couldn�t have us both, and the internal tug-of-war was tearing apart.
�Am I a bad person?� she whimpered. �When you�re around, I want you so badly. And when you�re not around and it�s just Ryan, I feel so much for him.�
Dawn shuddered and unable to stand seeing her in such pain, I reached forward and bear-hugged my lifelong friend. �It�s okay, Dawn. You�re not a bad person. That�s just being human.�
Dawn�s breath came in heaving gasps. She was shaking and sobbing in my arms as I just squeezed her and tried to hold on. It seemed like she kept crying for an eternity. �I�m sorry, Ben. I know I should only want you! I�m sorry...�
�No, shhh...� I tried to soothe her. �You have nothing to be ashamed about. I understand.�
�But I�m�supposed�to be with you.�
�Life doesn�t always happen the way it�s �supposed� to.�
Dawn sobbed some more and pushed her face even tighter against me.
But after a while, Dawn�s shuddering stopped and a few moments later, she went quiet. Her breathing was still hard, but even that began to calm. And then without moving her face away from my chest, she said forlornly. �I knew it. I always knew it. At camp, I even said things would be this way. But I guess it didn�t really hit me until just now.�
I remained silent and patted her back.
�Here we are, at Cal, the way we always said we would be. Only you and I aren�t the way I�d thought we would be.�
�I never thought things would turn out this way either, if it�s any consolation.�
Dawn sighed. She started stretching her limbs out and I released her, pulling back a few inches. She suddenly seemed so much smaller, looking up at me with that angelic face, her eyes searching mine. �What do I have to do?�
I sighed, brushing her hair back against her scalp. Oh, it would be so easy to kiss her right now, and I knew she�d let me. But it wasn�t our time. Not yet. �Dawn, are you my friend?�
�Yes, Ben. Forever.�
I sighed. �Can you be just my friend? Not my girlfriend?�
Her eyes tightened but she set her lips in a determined line. �I�ll be whatever I have to be.�
�But can you really just be my friend?�
�I have to. I need you in my life, Ben. It physically�hurts�when you�re nearby but I can�t be around you. I was in absolute AGONY that first week of camp.�
�But I�m in love with Adrienne.�
A little smile crossed Dawn�s face. �Then I�ll wait for you.�
I took a deep breath and then pushed forward, puckering my lips. Dawn quivered, but she calmed when I kissed her forehead tenderly. �I�ll always love you, Dawn. Never forget that.�
�I won�t.�
�You have to do something for me, Dawn.�
�Anything, Ben.�
I took another deep breath. �You have to not be IN love with me.�
She sighed, a long, long exhalation filled with mourning and resignation. �I know.� And she did know; we were cosmically connected after all.
But knowing was one thing. DOING, on the other hand, would be a lot tougher.
* * *
I walked hand-in-hand with Dawn along the sidewalk. Somehow, holding hands didn�t seem a violation of our agreement to just be friends and in fact just felt a comfortable symbol of our closeness, like the kisses on the backs of each other�s neck. We may not be sexually intimate anymore, but we�d decided we were still �more than just friends�.
We�d spent nearly three hours hashing out our new �friendship�. Some of it was setting rules, like the no sex and no kissing thing. Some of it was trying to find loopholes in those rules, like a friendly peck under the mistletoe at Christmas. And some of it was coming up with situational examples and counter-examples for ways to act around each other. It was all SOOO complicated. It�s easy to progress from acquaintance to friend to intimate. It�s really hard to find a way to pull BACK. Even my breakups with Megan and Cassidy were never this complicated.
But eventually we decided we�d just have to go out and do the best we could. And in the end, Dawn reclined back against my chest while we zoned out to the television. My arm was around her waist, but I was careful not to let my hands wander. That was one of the boundaries I could no longer break.
And then Adrienne had called me to let me know they were heading for Blondie�s. I�d roused Dawn and we�d headed out.
�So you�re going to commit to Ryan now, right?� I asked seriously. �No more of this �I can�t have sex with him because Ben�s in the same zip code� stuff.�
�Would it bother you?� her eyes flickered to me, fresh wariness in her eyes.
�No, no. Hey, we�re just friends. I�m happy for you.� I sighed. �But I wonder how�he�s�going to react now that I�m here.�
�We talked this past month. He knows how I feel about you, Ben. And he can handle it as long as we�re not sleeping together. He accepts my relationship with you: intimate but platonic.�
I nodded.
�Will you go be there with me the next time I see him?� Dawn turned and asked me.
�You want me there?� I arched an eyebrow.
Dawn nodded. �He�ll have to see it with his own eyes, that we�re really just friends. Or he�ll always wonder.�
I squeezed her hand. �Okay.� I�d have to see it with my own eyes, too. But that wasn�t now. Now, we were arriving at Blondie�s, just in time to see Dayna producing a large pepperoni pizza that looked just�heavenly.
�Mmm ... Doesn�t that look so delicious?� Brandi elbowed me as we walked up.
My stomach gurgled loudly, all the answer my sister needed, and she laughed and patted my belly.
Adrienne looked up at me, her cell phone in hand. �Mom and Dad. They said they�re leaving the aquarium to head on home. Do you want to talk to them?�
I nodded and took the phone, smiling inwardly at how Adrienne had started calling my parents �Mom� and �Dad�. It was sweet and yet naughty at the same time to hear my girlfriend referring to them in that manner. I put the phone to my ear and said, �Hey...�
�Any last requests?� Mom asked in a slightly concerned tone. �It�s not too late for us to turn around and get back up there.�
I rolled my eyes. �I�m FINE, Mom,� I tried to assure her. Last night when we�d left the Evans� house, she practically didn�t want to let go of me. Even though I was eighteen and fully capable of living away from home, Mom would always worry a bit. But she�d trained me well. I�d been quite independent during my teenage years and while I�d gotten into some trouble here and there, I�d learned from my mistakes and I felt confident I would be alright on my own. Besides, I was still living with my big sister.
Mom then asked if I wanted to talk to the kids. I told her �no�. I�d said my goodbyes to the twins and given Brooke a rather intense kiss last night, along with a stern warning to stay out of trouble.
Then I hung up the phone and passed it to Adrienne, a little smile on my face. My grin only got wider as I surveyed the scene before me: Dayna, Brandi, Dawn, and Adrienne standing around a big Blondie�s pepperoni pizza. Just me and my roommates, far from home. After eighteen years, with my parents heading back home, I was FINALLY out on my own.
* * *
�Oh, gawd ... oh, gawd ... fuck me, Ben! Fuck me!�
Almost two years since we�d first had sex, Brandi looked even more amazing bent over on all fours. Her body had developed into that of a grown woman instead of a somewhat-coltish teenager. She was in great shape from lots of exercise, with nicely toned muscles. Plus ... my sister really did have a�dynamite�ass. And as I gazed down on those tight, perky cheeks, I mused on how I�d ended up here.
That night, Adrienne wanted her chance to sit down with Dawn and talk. And I do mean �talk�. The girls had become fast friends during the intense few weeks at summer camp and they looked eager to pick up where they�d left off, the two 18-year-olds perfectly capable of chattering on for an eternity. And when I appeared to want to horn in on their discussion, my girlfriend literally ordered me upstairs to go fuck my sister.
Brandi was more than happy for my company. Her boyfriend Matt wouldn�t be flying back from Oahu for another few days; and after a long time since seeing me, my older sister was desperate for more of my incestuous brother cum. As always, our lovemaking was pleasurable and fun, more about enjoying ourselves than anything else. Sex for me and Brandi was just an extension of our sibling relationship. It didn�t have the romantic emotion of being with Adrienne or the raw physicality of being with Dayna. For Brandi and me, it was just about relieving stress. It was ... comfortable. For the next few days, I was sure Brandi and I would be hooking up pretty often. But once Matt was here, I assumed we would fall into a more �occasional� pattern the way Brooke and I had been while she was dating Kenta.
But Matt wasn�t here yet. Just me. So I gripped Brandi�s hips and really started laying the pipe, plunging into the darkest recesses of her vaginal tunnel with every stroke.
�Oh gawd ... So big, Ben! Fuck me! Fuck your slutty sister! Pound that pussy!�
I pounded her as best I could, not to dominate her, but just because she was at the pleasure point where harder would feel better. And just when I felt myself about to cum, I reached around and tweaked her nipple, her�left�nipple, the one that seemed to be hardwired to her clit. And with my right hand I started strumming her clit itself, the dual stimulation enough to push Brandi over the edge and send her screaming into orgasm.
�Aaaaaahhhhh!� my older sister wailed, and then I was joining her in yelling as I flooded her pussy with my latest load of incestuous spunk.
Almost immediately after I finished sperming her, Brandi collapsed face-down on her bed and lay there, gasping for air. I managed to keep myself upright for a little longer before leaning back and then sinking my naked butt onto my heels.
When we both had caught our breath, I slid off the bed and ducked down briefly to place a soft kiss on Brandi�s butt. Then I rapidly left little pecking kisses up my sister�s spine until I got to her head, where I tilted my head to the side and gave her a warm, tongue-filled kiss of passion.
Brandi pulled away first. �Thanks, Ben. I needed that. I�ve been going absolutely STIR-CRAZY this entire summer without a nice dick around and after yesterday, I realized just what I�ve been missing.�
I smirked. �What, Dayna�s strap-on not good enough?�
�Hell, no,� Brandi giggled. �Live, throbbing brother cock: THAT�S what I needed.�
�Then I guess you shoulda come to camp this year, huh?�
Brandi laughed. �And get in the middle of all that drama you had with Dawn and Adrienne? No thanks. But I�m happy to play catch-up right now.� And then my sister turned her head to kiss me and once again pull me over her body.
We fucked one more time that night before collapsing into each other�s arms. I tried to keep the volume down so we wouldn�t seriously disturb Dawn and Adrienne. We were only somewhat successful.
Meanwhile, Dayna was out with one of her �boyfriends�. I�d wondered to Brandi if she was even coming home that night, but Brandi assured me that Dayna always came home. Fucking was one thing, but she wasn�t much of a cuddler. Her guys didn�t seem to mind.
I, on the other hand, was very much a cuddler. I actually fell asleep in Brandi�s arms before Adrienne came back upstairs and woke me up. My girlfriend was ready for bed and wanted to sleep in my arms. So Brandi just kissed me goodbye and thanked me for the nice orgasms.
* * *
�Relax, Tiger,� Adrienne rubbed my shoulders. �If you�re nervous, you�re just going to make�him�nervous.�
I bit my lip. �Can�t help it. I just have no idea how this is all going to turn out.�
Adrienne stopped and checked her watch. She then stood up and jerked me by the hand. �Come on.�
�Wha�?�
�Come�on,� my girlfriend ordered. For all her occasional submissiveness, Adrienne really could have a dominant personality when she wanted. We went into our bedroom and rather unceremoniously, Adrienne spun me around and pushed me down onto the bed.
�Wha�?�
�You need to relax, Tiger,� the stunningly gorgeous blonde grinned. She reached behind her head to tie her hair back, no doubt to ensure no stray globs of semen ended up tangled in her golden mane. And then she knelt between my legs and went to work.
I had to admit, Adrienne�s therapy did the trick. Less than two minutes after spewing my load into her mouth, then having my girlfriend gape her mouth open to show me the pool of creamy cum she�d collected before gulping it down, I was back on the couch in the living room feeling quite relaxed.
Hell, I looked quite smug. I�d just gotten a blowjob from a freakin� hot babe who seemed to have made it her mission in life to keep me happy through frequent sexual release. And so I was in this calm and confident state when Dawn walked through the door with Ryan.
�Hey, man,� I drawled almost lazily as I got to my feet and held my hand out for a shake. �Long time no see.� I�d forgotten how devastatingly handsome the guy was. With blonde hair, sterling blue eyes, and chiseled features, Ryan was a Ken doll come to life. And he had the 6�2� muscular body to back it up.
In fact, the guy was so good-looking I half-wished he were neutered like a Ken doll so I wouldn�t feel slightly inadequate. But then my confidence came back. After all, Adrienne adored me and even Dawn had some desire to be with me instead of him, so I had to be worth something.
Plus, Ryan now looked as nervous as I�d felt before Adrienne�s blowjob. His palm was slightly sweaty and his smile was a little weak. �How have you been, Ben?�
�I�ve been good, thanks. Uh, I�d like to introduce you to Adrienne, my girlfriend.�
To his credit, Ryan managed to keep his eyes on Adrienne�s face when he shook her hand. Seriously, I think every straight guy I�d ever known dropped his gaze to her tits for at least a moment when meeting Adrienne, but Ryan somehow resisted the urge.
�Helllooo,� Adrienne said in a sultry voice. She somehow managed to make the word musically sound like more than two syllables, and there was no mistaking the flirtation in her tone.
�Pleased to finally meet you,� Ryan replied neutrally. �Dawn�s talked a lot about you since she got back from camp. And I�m very sorry about your father. I mean, it�s good that Ben�s family has been there for you, but it can�t have been easy.�
Adrienne gave him a genuine smile, quite pleased with the guy�s sincerity. �Thank you. It hasn�t, but it�s been a remarkably smooth transition.� My girlfriend then latched onto my arm. �Ben�s been my rock in so many ways.�
Ryan nodded. �Do you mind if I ask what happened to the driver?�
�Not at all,� Adrienne shrugged. �The cabbie was convicted of involuntary manslaughter and he�s in jail now. The executor of my father�s estate is going after the cab company for damages, but they�re dragging their feet. The lawsuit is just ... whatever. I�m not really involved in it. I just want to put the whole thing behind me.�
The mood had turned somber and I decided to try and lift it by pointing to Ryan. �Wanna beer?�
He shrugged and glanced at Dawn. �Sure.�
�I�ll get them,� Dawn offered and headed into the kitchen.
Appropriate or not, the detour into Adrienne�s father�s death had wiped away the initial nerves of meeting me again, and the big guy seemed to relax. He sat down on the opposite couch while I sank down with Adrienne. And we started chatting about our orientation days. Dawn, Adrienne, and I had all gone together � meeting up with Gwen and Robin as well � while Ryan had gone to a transfer student orientation.
Then Dawn returned with the beers, four in all. She handed two to me and let me pass one over to Adrienne before turning to her boyfriend.
�Thanks, babe,� Ryan turned and smiled, and this time his eyes dropped to Dawn�s exposed cleavage as she bent over to hand him the beer.
I felt a brief twinge of jealousy but calmed my nerves. He had every right to check out his own girlfriend, and he�d been remarkably restrained in checking out mine. I remembered back to something Dawn had told me long ago: that Ryan genuinely believed in the �Bro Code�, which ruled that he couldn�t hit on girls who were taken. My absence from NorCal had blurred that a bit with Dawn, but he really was a good guy. And I remembered his efforts to remove himself from the picture last Thanksgiving weekend, despite the fact that he was madly in love with Dawn. And now that we were here, I found that I couldn�t really think negatively of him. If anything, he was the victim here, having to face a guy he�knew�his girlfriend had feelings for.
Speaking of which...
�So Ryan?� Adrienne asked, just making conversation. �What have you been up to all summer?�
�Oh, my dad works for a building construction company. I�ve been working part time and they gave me a full-time job for the summer.�
�Construction?� Adrienne�s eyes lit up, but I was pleased to see there was no sexual arousal in my girlfriend�s gaze. �You mean like hard hats and I-beams and jackhammers?�
Ryan blushed. �Yeah. Although I�m not that useful. I�m afraid of heights.�
�Really?� Adrienne giggled.
The big guy shrugged and I felt myself relaxing even further. For everything the guy had going for him, he certainly wasn�t macho or arrogant. Then politely he asked, �How about you?�
�Oh,� Adrienne�s hazel eyes flickered to me and Dawn. �Honestly, I spent the first month just getting over my dad. The last month was getting ready to come here. And of course, in the middle, we all went to summer camp.�
�Oh, right.� Ryan�s eyebrows furrowed and his jaw clenched. All that relaxation we�d been doing for ten minutes was wiped away in an instant.
I wasn�t the only one to notice. �Ryan, babe...� Dawn stroked his arm.
He just exhaled slowly and then fixed his gaze on me. �Right, summer camp. Just so you know, Ben. Dawn told me ... everything ... I think.�
I darted my eyes to Dawn. The look in her eyes told me she HAD pretty much told him everything, but there was an extra guilt in her gaze that almost no one else in the world would have been able to see. I knew the look. It was the same kind of look Dawn would give her mom when she�d confess�almost�all the shenanigans she and I had gotten into as kids. What it meant was that while Dawn had been honest with Ryan about our sexual activities, she�d deliberately held back just a few things; and I was pretty sure I knew what those were.
So I took a deep breath and looked Ryan dead in the eye. I was a bad liar but I didn�t have to attempt one. �It was a pretty emotional few weeks.�
�But you�did�sleep with her,� Ryan set his jaw and his muscles tensed.
I nodded. No sense in trying to cover up that part. �It was a part of our relationship. And Dawn said you expected we would.�
He sighed, some of the tension melting away with my frank admission and absolute lack of trying to hide it. �Expected, yes. But hoped? Well, I kinda hoped you wouldn�t. And I have to admit, Ben, it�s kinda hard to sit here and look at you knowing what you did to my girl.�
An old tension surged in me. �And you think it was easy for me to see you sleep with her last Thanksgiving?�
Ryan�s teeth were bared, but more in a grimace than anything menacing as he looked away. For all his noble intentions, the guy didn�t have a moral leg to stand on given what he�d been doing with Dawn while she was still technically MY girlfriend. Dawn started stroking his arm again and Adrienne gripped my hand as well, both girls trying to will their boyfriends into calming down.
I steeled my spine. �Look, Ryan. Let�s just get all the cards out on the table right now. Dawn is living here which means we�re going to be seeing a lot of each other. And this house is too small and Dawn too important to the both of us for there to be this awkward tension.�
Ryan clenched his jaw but nodded.
�Sex was a part of Dawn�s and my relationship, but we�ve both decided that it doesn�t have to be anymore. I�m sure she�s told you that herself. She�s your girlfriend now, Ryan, and I respect that.�
I stopped to let that sink in. Ryan was breathing a little harder than normal, but he met my gaze and nodded. �She still loves you.�
�And I�ll always love her,� I replied. �But Dawn�s my best friend, not my lover anymore. That�s a boundary we won�t cross, I promise you. I�m IN love with Adrienne, here.� I squeezed my girlfriend�s hand and smiled at her.
He exhaled and tried to work his mind around these things that he had intellectually known for some time, but never had to really face live and in-person until right now. �How am I supposed to feel about you, Ben? I don�t know that I can ever be totally comfortable seeing you and Dawn together.�
�Do you love her?�
�Yes,� he said softly and reached over to touch Dawn�s hand where she was still rubbing his shoulder.
I sighed. �You once told me that if I let her go, you wouldn�t want to give her back. Here we are. The choice is yours.�
Ryan took a deep breath. �No. It�s not.�
I furrowed my eyebrows, not understanding.
�All cards on the table, right?� Ryan asked before turning to Dawn, holding both her hands with his and staring her dead in the eyes. �Dawn, the choice is�yours. I love you. I know you�re not in love with me, but I know you care about me and I still see the potential in �us�. But I don�t want to be trapped in a relationship if you don�t really want to be with me.�
I saw the constriction in Dawn�s chest and the tension in her jaw. Her eyes clicked back and forth staring into Ryan�s penetrating gaze.
�So Ben�s right there, Dawn,� Ryan said softly. �For the first time in a long while, you�re looking at the both of us at the same time. It�s no longer a choice between a live me and a phantom soul mate 500-miles away. I need to know: Do you want to be with me?�
Dawn didn�t have to look at me. We�d made our own choices together already. She merely took one deep breath, squeezed Ryan�s hands, and said firmly, �Yes. I do.�
Ryan couldn�t help but feel elated when she said that. Hurriedly, he jerked on her hands and grabbed his girlfriend�s head, planting his lips on hers and sealing them together in a passionate kiss. All of Ryan�s desperate love and fear poured out at the same time as he lost himself in the one girl he�d fallen HARD for.
I kept waiting for jealousy to kick in, but it didn�t. Sure, the selfish part of me would have liked to have BOTH Adrienne and Dawn (hell, and Brandi and Dayna and every other chick I could get my hands on), but life doesn�t work that way.
Actually, I felt happy for the pair of them. Except for his initial pursuit of Dawn, Ryan had never given me any reason to think he was a bad guy. He obviously was in love with her and a part of me rejoiced for a fellow man getting the girl he loved. And I felt happy for Dawn. She deserved this happiness. She deserved the love and attention I couldn�t give her.
Some might say I�m just crazy. Some question why I�d ever have let Dawn go in the first place. Well, it�s BECAUSE I still loved her. I loved Dawn so much that I valued her happiness over my own selfish desires. Brooke said it once: If you take away the romance, Dawn and I are still siblings. I loved her so much I could be her friend and watch her make out with another man, the way I might watch Brooke go make out with Kenta. Because that was what Dawn needed right then and there.
Things were the way they were supposed to be, at least for now.
Presently, Dawn broke apart from the kiss and I could see the flush in her skin, the desire in her eyes. And I knew exactly what it meant. Sure enough, my lifelong best friend turned to me and Adrienne with a naughty smile. �Uh, I think I�m going to go drive Ryan home now, okay?�
I chuckled and nodded. Adrienne chirped, �Have fun you two.�
Dawn stood up and pulled her boyfriend with her. Ryan at least had the sense of politeness to stop and turn back, saying, �It was nice to meet you, Adrienne. Ben, see you later.�
And then a giggling Dawn practically dragged Ryan out the door.
After the door closed, Adrienne squeezed my hand again and grinned. �They do make a cute couple.�
I sighed and stared at the door. Blonde, blue-eyed, both gorgeous. Yeah, they were the perfect American couple. �That Ryan�s quite the hunk, isn�t he?�
Adrienne shrugged. �I�ve got all the man I would ever want right here,� she replied while running her fingers around my face. �And you know, that gleam in Dawn�s eyes put a few ideas into my head.�
�Do tell...� I arched an eyebrow and smiled at my own gorgeous girlfriend.
�Mmm...� Adrienne stood up and pulled me with her. �I�m thinking I want my boyfriend to fuck me within an inch of my life and see if we can pull off a trifecta. What do you say to that?�
Yeah. Things were the way they were supposed to be.
* * *
�So what do you want to do tonight?� Adrienne squeezed my hand as we walked down the sidewalk. We�d finished our last day of Orientation and I�d pulled my girlfriend away to a little caf� for an impromptu dinner date. �We could catch a movie. You know we never did watch �Signs� when it came out.�
I shrugged. �I dunno. �Unbreakable� turned out to be a dud.�
�But this one did a lot better at the box office.�
I smirked. �I�ve got plans.�
�Plans?� Adrienne arched her eyebrow at me. By the time I was done, I was going to have every girl around me arching their eyebrows if they could.
I chuckled. �Yes, plans. I�am�capable of making plans you know.�
�Okay. What are we doing?�
�Wouldn�t you like to know?� I nearly giggled.
�Bennn...�
�Hey, payback�s a bitch. Isn�t it?�
Adrienne just growled. For once, SHE was the one who didn�t know what was going on. But I didn�t want to put her in a bad mood, either. Not after all the positive feelings I�d engendered with the impromptu dinner.
�Relax. Trust me, Adrienne.�
My girlfriend sighed and then gripped my hand. I knew she trusted me. We then chatted idly until we made it back home, Adrienne too wrapped up in her mental curiosity over my �plans� to really talk about anything deep.
At least she didn�t have to wait long. We both heard the moans coming from behind our bedroom door well before we got to it. And by the time I opened the door wide with a flourish, Adrienne was already breathing hard in anticipation.
There, on top of�our�bed, was a fully naked Brandi, lying flat on her back. An equally naked Dayna was straddling my sister�s face and oriented to lean down and fondle Brandi�s upright tits. And between my sister�s legs, happily tonguing the sweet bare-shaven pussy, was a naked Dawn.
I squeezed Adrienne�s hand and grinned. �One last chance to party before school starts. One last chance for all five of us before friends and boyfriends really get into town.�
�Good plan, Ben,� she giggled. And then squealing with glee, Adrienne dropped my hand and ran forward, already stripping off her own clothes.
As I sort of expected, Adrienne wound up going straight for Dayna. In a few short days, the two stacked blondes had found a lot in common with each other and their personalities meshed well. The two girls could talk about fashion or boys or any random topic for hours on end if we�d let them. And of course, they both LOVED sex. My girlfriend practically tackled Dayna off my sister�s face and the two of them quickly had their lips pressed together while Dayna helped strip Adrienne of the rest of her clothing. Standing up, Adrienne got naked and then they moved over to the day bed.
Meanwhile, I more sedately pulled off my clothing and meandered over toward the full-size bed where Brandi was focused on directing Dawn�s head between her thighs. At first, I was tempted to move myself over to Dawn and plunge my rigid dick into her from behind. But I quickly shut down that temptation. We�d set boundaries and I was determined to follow them. Sure, we both probably wanted to fuck each other�s brains out, but for the sake of her relationship with Ryan and the sake of MY relationship with Adrienne, we wouldn�t tempt ourselves. So oddly enough, even though Brandi was my natural sister and Adrienne an adopted sister, it was unrelated-Dawn who was off-limits to me in this particular orgy.
So I stopped just behind Dawn, leaned down, and pressed my lips to the back of her neck. I pecked her skin with a soft tenderness just to let her know I was there, and that while I might have wanted to plunge myself inside her, I wouldn�t. We were still intimately connected, but ... platonic.
Moving to the other end of the bed, I stroked myself a few times before kneeling next to my sister�s head, offering up my cock. And then I reached my hand to stroke through Brandi�s hair, tracing her blonde highlights while she eagerly sucked her brother�s dick. Dawn looked up at me, pausing to smile before resuming her cunnilingus on my sister. I looked right back at her, and we both shared a quiet moment, losing ourselves in each other�s eyes.
That beginning set the tone for the rest of the night. Dawn and I never touched each other again. But in a way, we still made love through the girls between us.
We started with Dawn sitting back against the headboard, Brandi on all fours eating her out while I shafted my sister�s cunt from behind. I noted the spot where Dawn started cumming. I found myself with an uncontrollable desire to sniff that spot later in the night to see if I could smell her familiar scent of arousal. And after Dawn had her orgasm, I watched the blue fire light up in her eyes as she stared rather intensely at me, cramming Brandi�s face a little harder against her crotch while she imagined it was my cock slamming into�her�over and over and over again.
�Fuck me...� Dawn mouthed. �Fuck me...�
Harder and harder I pounded Brandi, my pelvis jarring my sister�s body with each rhythmic impact. �Oh, fuck,� I grunted as I felt my orgasm welling up inside me. And then with a final lunge I slammed forward and began spewing my load into...�her...
I watched Dawn�s eyes close as she lolled her head back and moaned in orgasm. �Fuuuuuuck...� I watched the tension in her throat as she quivered in ecstasy. And I imagined she could feel each spurt of cum jetting into her body. Perhaps she was imagining it too.
But the reality was that she couldn�t�feel�it. She couldn�t even taste it. Part of our new agreement to keep things platonic was that Dawn wouldn�t even seek out my cum. To suck me out of Adrienne or anyone else would be �sexual contact�; and if Dawn was really going to commit to her relationship with Ryan, she couldn�t let herself do that anymore.
Perhaps it was fitting then that it was my girlfriend Adrienne who returned, promptly rolled Brandi over, and dived her face between my sister�s legs to slurp out all my jism. And that left Dawn and I just staring at each other, recovering from our orgasms, thinking of what could have been.
Maybe this wasn�t such a good idea.
But then Dayna rolled me onto my back, knocking me away from my view of Dawn�s beautiful post-orgasmic body. Instead I now saw her big sister�s beautiful post-orgasmic body, all flushed skin and happy glow. Dayna had my dick in her mouth, sucking like a vacuum and bobbing her head up and down to rapidly bring me back to hardness. This process was made much faster when the busty blonde sandwiched my cock in her double-D tits, wrapping me up in warm titflesh and fucking me with her chest. And soon the one cock amongst four hot babes was recharged and ready to go.
It was my turn to grab Dayna and roll�her�onto her back. Then grabbing her ankles, I lifted them up and wrapped the blonde bombshell�s legs around my waist before gripping her hips and ramming my dick into her juicing cunt in a single thrust. And Dayna had just barely stopped her first scream when little sister Dawn climbed aboard, straddling Dayna�s face to continue getting orally serviced.
That also put Dawn�s face just inches away from my own. It would be so ... easy ... to kiss her. And it was certainly tempting. But this was our test. This was our first chance to prove we could handle the boundaries of our relationship, and I wasn�t going to fail her now.
So Dawn and I stared at each other from just inches away, watching the contortions of ecstasy crossing each other�s face. And I stared into her eyes while feeling the tight contractions of Dayna�s cunt clenching around my pistoning rod.
�Eat me...� Dawn groaned. �Eat me...� And then her eyes half-closed and she grimaced as a fresh orgasm swept through her.
It was so ... delicious ... to watch Dawn cumming, to see the pleasure in her eyes right in front of me even though I wasn�t touching her. Her chest heaved, her big tits wobbling enticingly and beckoning my hands and lips to latch on. But I just turned that desire into extra energy to fuck Dayna even harder.
Presently, Dawn came down from her high and then urged, �Switch with me, Ben.�
I arched an eyebrow, not totally understanding. But I followed my best friend�s words and gingerly slid out of Dayna�s sopping wet pussy while Dawn dismounted her sister�s face. Below us, Dayna was gasping for oxygen and trembling from the latest orgasm I�d given her. Then Dawn moved around to take over tonguing her sister�s snatch; little sis had been on the receiving end long enough.
That left Dayna beckoning me to her, holding up her big tits for my perusal. She�d fucked me with her breasts to get me hard to begin with. Now I straddled her chest and lay my shaft in her cleavage to finish myself off. �Fuck my tits, Ben. Fuck these big puppies and cum all over them. Cum on my face and spray on my big boobies!�
Well, if the lady really WANTED me to, I supposed I could oblige. Grinning, I began the short thrusting and held her breasts together in my own hands while she alternately whimpered from the pleasure Dawn was giving her and also sucked on my mushroom head whenever it popped through her tunnel of titflesh.
�So nice, Dayna,� I groaned. �Your tits are so fantastic. I loved fucking these tits two years ago. I missed seeing you these past couple of years at camp. I would have given you the greatest orgasms.�
�Oh, Ben! Anytime!� Dayna gasped. �We�ll make up for the time away. If you see me in the hallway and you want a piece of ass, just throw me to the floor and take me. Bend me over the couch and ream me out. Squat on my chest and hose down my big titties. Fuck me anytime, anywhere, in any hole! Fuck I�m gonna love having you for a roommate!�
My mind was swirling while Dayna egged me on, her words shooting straight from my ears down to my dick. I didn�t last much longer than that. By the time the 20-year-old bombshell started groaning, �Do it! Cum on my face. Spray all over me!� I pretty much lost it.
�Arrghh!� I grunted while gripping her breasts tightly and thrusting uncontrollably through her mammaries. My whole body jerked as if I�d been electrocuted, and I gasped, �Fuck!� while my balls began to evacuate their load.
One ropy string of jism shot out and splattered against Dayna�s forehead, painting down the eyelid and onto her right cheek. I jerked again and a second shot ran from her chin down her throat as she angled her head away to scream in ecstasy. And then I lifted my dick from her cleavage and aimed the damn thing downward as I emptied out the rest of my cum all over her chest, coating Dayna�s big, round tits with creamy globs that splattered pretty much everywhere.
�Cumming!� Dayna screamed. �I�m cumming! Ben�s cumming! On meeee!!!�
The sound of her ecstatic cries actually made me squeeze out another shot, painting her right nipple.
I was actually done spunking my load onto Dayna�s boobs before she stopped screaming. Turned on by the feeling of my cum splattering her plus Dawn�s expert tongue and finger work below had her climaxing constantly for almost five minutes it seemed. And when the gorgeous older babe finally went limp on the mattress beneath me, Dawn merely picked her head up and called to Brandi and Adrienne, �Come clean her up!�
Then Dawn and I moved out the way, sharing knowing smiles as my sister and girlfriend promptly pounced onto Dayna and began slurping jism off her tits with their tongues.
Dawn raised her hand up to mine, palm outward and fingers extended up. Instinctively I knew what to do and raised my hand to match hers, lining them up together. But our hands didn�t quite touch; the palms never got closer than half an inch apart. And Dawn smiled as she realized that no matter what else we were going through, we were still on the same wavelength together.
And still with our hands just a fraction of an inch apart, Dawn beamed at me with brilliant blue eyes. �Come on. There�s one more girl to go. Let�s figure out how we can double-team Adrienne.�

Chapter 2: New Friends

AUGUST 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
Dawn had been my best friend for most of my life; but except for a month at camp every year, she hadn�t really�functioned�as my best friend since my family had left the Bay Area.
That all changed now that we were back at school.
It was like being at camp again. After breakfast the first day of school, Dawn showed up dressed to hike across campus. We said goodbye to Adrienne, who didn�t have an 8am class, headed out for our very first day of college, and more or less spent the entire day together. We chatted constantly. We shared witty observations about everything going on around us. And we generally had a good time.
Well...�before�lunch, that is. But I�m getting ahead of myself.
Dawn and I both were majoring in Business, with a target to get into the Undergraduate Program at Haas School of Business our Junior years. The Undergraduate Program was very highly rated and a pretty small program within the larger University. Even though the total Freshman enrollment at Berkeley was over 9,000, there were less than 125 students per grade in the program. So while not all of those freshman would be applying, Dawn and I would have to be among the best to get in. And part of our planning meant that we would be having a�lot�of classes together.
�Excited?� Dawn asked me on the way up the hill to Cheit Hall.
�Nervous, more like it,� I frowned. �I haven�t seriously paid attention in a class since first semester Senior Year.�
Dawn laughed and squeezed my shoulder. �Relax. It�s just like riding a bike.�
Note to self: Studying for business is NOTHING like riding a bike. More to the point, a college lecture is NOTHING like high school. First of all, no high school class lasts for an hour-and-a-half. Especially not at 8am. I�m not a big coffee drinker, but I was thinking I was going to have to become one to survive college.
Dawn did her best to keep me awake, but I rapidly found myself zoning out as my pen began a slow, uncontrolled drift to the right of my notebook. Not the greatest start to my college career if you ask me.
Pain suddenly blossomed in my right hand. I jerked upright in my chair, gritting my teeth as I realized just in time that I probably shouldn�t scream in a filled auditorium. With wide eyes, I looked down at my hand, half-expecting to find it severed at the wrist with blood spurting out of it like a fountain.
But my hand was still attached. And there was no blood. There�was�a little blue ink on the back of my hand, relatively between the third and fourth knuckles. And Dawn was just removing her ball-point pen, the sharp conical metal tip gleaming like a surgical instrument.
I glared at her. �The fuck?� I mouthed with a hateful look in my eyes.
She smiled prettily. �You�re awake, aren�t you?� she mouthed right back.
I grumped and turned back to face the front, ready to take more notes. But soon enough I began fading once again. And there were three ink marks in my hand before class finished.
When the professor finally dismissed us, only then did I really come alive, as if the physical act of standing reminded my entire body that yes, it was daytime and consciousness is the order of the day. I packed my binder and hoisted my backpack over my shoulder, sighing, �Why do I feel like I didn�t learn a damn thing? Even when I was paying attention it just seemed like he was talking about the very basics of a company.�
Dawn giggled and headed for the door.
The guy to my left piped up while getting up from his seat. �Don�t worry. The only thing important on the first day is that you pick up the syllabus and know what your homework is. Nothing in today�s lecture will matter in another two weeks.�
I turned and arched an eyebrow to the tall but skinny Asian guy with black wire-rimmed glasses and spiked hair while the two of us headed out the door. �Wanna bet on that? My sister tells me some of these professors have a sadistic reputation of throwing the most random crap into the exams later on. What�s our reading assignment, the first three chapters? Five bucks says that stuff is on the first midterm.�
He grinned. �Ooh, a gambling man. Sure thing.� He put his hand out. �Robert Kim. Everyone but my mom calls me �Bert�.�
�Ben. Good to meet you.� I shook his hand.
�Dawn Evans. Hi.� Dawn had rejoined us and thrust her hand out. But Bert Kim just popped his eyes wide open, gawking rather obviously at the breathtakingly beautiful blonde by my side.
�Uhh ... uhh...� Bert stammered.
I leaned in with a smile. �Shake her hand, dumbass.�
�Right.� Only now did Bert drag his eyes off her picture perfect face and the swell of her bosom to notice that her hand was out. He grabbed it and shook it a little weakly, clearly still rather overwhelmed by Dawn�s beauty.
Feeling just a little smug, I slipped my hand into Dawn�s and squeezed before turning back to Bert. �Catch you later.�
�Uh, bye...� Bert said, his eyes still on Dawn.
She giggled and then the two of us headed off. Once we were out of earshot, Dawn squeezed my hand and leaned into me. �You enjoyed that.�
I shrugged. �What? You didn�t?�
Dawn giggled. Like any beautiful girl, she didn�t exactly mind having her ego stroked by another dumbstruck boy. �I can�t help it if a guy thinks I�m pretty. But it seemed like you were taking ... credit ... or something.�
�Sure. Having you next to me is very good for my reputation.�
�But I�m not even your girlfriend!�
�I didn�t claim you were. We�re just friends ... holding hands.�
Dawn smirked. �We�ll see if you�re still holding my hand when Ryan joins us.�
I laughed. It was 11am and we�d made plans to rendezvous with Gwen Tannenbaum and Robin Aldrin at a Bongo Burger for lunch. As Dawn�s high school friends, they planned to continue the friendship now that they were all going to college together. Yeah, there were a few acquaintances from my old high school attending as well, but no one from my crew except for Adrienne and no one I�d go out of my way to meet up with.
Ryan was going to hustle across campus to join us for lunch, but he�d probably be late since he had a greater distance to cross. Unfortunately, Adrienne had an 11am class and wouldn�t be able to meet up with us. She�d made plans to hook up with Dayna and Brandi and some of their friends for lunch, and I�d see my girlfriend again at dinner.
We�d just made it to Bancroft Way when a flirtatious voice called out. �Well, well ... wouldn�t Ryan love to see you two now?�
Dawn and I turned at the same time to see Gwen and Robin walking up behind us. Gwen was giggling and pointing at our joined hands. The pretty dirty-blonde was wearing a Cal Bear�s football T-shirt and short-shorts with flat white Keds shoes. Robin just rolled her eyes behind her stylishly-retro black plastic glasses, the attractive but aloof brunette in a simple green polo shirt and shorts.
At first, I made to let go of Dawn�s hand but she held on firm. �Hey guys.� Then she held up our hands together. �This? This is called �holding hands�. You should try it sometime. It�s not like we�re fucking.�
�Yet...� Gwen giggled.
�Lay off, Gwen,� Robin admonished her friend, slapping her friend�s arm.
�Seriously,� I piped up. �We�re just friends. I�m more likely to screw Robin than Dawn.�
Robin�s eyes flew open, her brown irises going wide. I grinned and now it was Gwen�s turn to slap her arm while laughing. Dawn laughed as well as she finally released me and moved between her two school friends and looped her arms through both of theirs. �C�mon, let�s go. I�m hungry,� Dawn urged.
As a group, we dodged the multitude of people hanging out on Telegraph Ave., ranging from students to tie-dyed hippies to rastas and to the homeless. Growing up in Orange County, I wasn�t used to seeing random people looking stoned out of their minds as they literally sat on the sidewalk outside some of the various stores lining both sides of the street. I led the way while the three girls were chatting just behind me, engrossed in their conversation.
We had just reached Channing Way when I glanced down the sidewalk to the right and something caught my attention. There was a group of Residence Halls down that way, and presently I saw what looked like a young schoolgirl being accosted by a pretty scruffy looking guy. �Let go of me you jerk!� the girl yelled in a high-pitched voice.
There were at least ten other people in the vicinity, most of them looking over at the commotion but none of them showing the slightest inclination to get involved.
Dawn and the girls came up behind me. Ordinarily, I would have crossed the street at least fifteen seconds earlier, and Dawn immediately noticed that I wasn�t moving. �Ben? What is it?� she asked.
Just then, Scruffy reached out and smacked the little girl, sending her stumbling backwards and holding her own cheek even though he was still gripping her right wrist. �C�mon, bitch. You�re fucking�asking�for it!�
�HEY!� I yelled, belatedly realizing that I�d already taken off running towards them. �Leave her alone!�
�The fuck are you?� Scruffy turned and glared at me.
�Let go of her!� I called while slowing up as I got within twenty feet of them. The guy�s posture had changed and I started to relax. No matter how much a bully, almost anyone would back off from doing anything stupid while they had a public audience.
Yeah, well, not this guy. �None of your fucking business, asshole!� Scruffy yelled at me. And then for good measure he turned and slapped the girl again, this time sending her sprawling face-down onto the sidewalk.
�Hey!� I ran forward again, this time reaching the guy just as he turned to take a swing at me. I twisted away from the punch and ran straight into him. It was a pathetic tackle, but one strong enough to send us both to the ground.
I wound up on top of him, pinning the guy down just as I felt a thick boot smack into my ribs from the side, knocking my breath away and rolling me onto my back.
Ah, SHIT.�Scruffy had a friend, and Scruffy Two was pulling his leg back for another kick while I desperately looked around to see if anyone else was coming to join in. Ten faces stared back, none of them approaching.
Great. Where the hell were Adrienne and her pointed heels when I needed them?
The second kick exploded agony up my side but I rolled away and got back to my feet, hunched over in pain. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the girl running back down the sidewalk where Dawn was hurriedly gesturing for her to approach. But just as I started to try and back away I saw that Scruffy One was throwing another punch at my head.
I dodged mostly out of the way and managed to land a punch to the guy�s kidneys, but he collapsed onto me and sent us both to the ground again. I grunted in pain and annoyance as my back slammed onto the unforgiving concrete. If I was going to keep getting into fights like this, I should probably learn what the hell I was doing. Especially since they always seemed to turn into awkward wrestling matches instead of like in a boxing ring. And especially since I always seemed to be losing. Scruffy One was trying to hold me down with his left arm so he could keep punching me with his right; and I wasn�t doing a very good job of fending him off.
�Move outta the way, man,� a growling voice said somewhere above me. �Lemme kick him again.�
Scruffy One rolled off me, leaving me gasping for air and bracing for another kick to the ribs. It wasn�t even Scruffy Two getting ready to kick me, it was a�third�guy.�Ah, DOUBLE SHIT.
But just when I thought I was in for a world of hurt, Scruffy Three�s body went flying to my left and Scruffy One turned around just in time to get viciously punched and land on his ass right beside me.
I looked up. �Ryan?� I grunted.
Dawn�s muscled 6�2� boyfriend loomed over Scruffy One, kicking him again before leaning over and landing another vicious punch right to the guy�s chin. Ryan then pointed at me and said, �Hold him down!�
I nodded and rolled over, putting my knee over the guy�s neck and growling at him to stay put. He wasn�t going anywhere, dazed as he was from Ryan�s last punch.
Meanwhile, Ryan went over to Scruffy Two and started kicking the shit out of him as well.
Two minutes later, a police car screeched to a halt just off the curb and male and female cops ran around with guns drawn. �Back off, boys!� the female barked.
Immediately my hands went up and I backed away, leaving Scruffy One gasping for air on the ground. Scruffy Two had been soundly bruised and battered by Ryan, and he similarly stayed flat on his back with no intention of moving. And Ryan himself put up his hands and backed away.
On the other hand, Scruffy Three chose that moment to try and make a run for it, scrambling to his feet and sprinting down the sidewalk.
�Hey!� the male cop took off after Scruffy Three, yelling, �Stop or I WILL shoot!�
Scruffy Three didn�t bother stopping, but he did turn his head around to check if he was being pursued. And then looking the wrong way, he promptly tripped over the next uneven crack in the sidewalk, sprawling flat on his face. The cop was quickly on him, a knee in the back while pulling his hands around to be cuffed.
I sighed and looked back to Dawn, who was holding on to the little schoolgirl. But now that I got a better look at her, she wasn�t quite as young as I�d initially thought. 5�2�, with dark auburn hair in twin pigtails, she looked very familiar somehow. Her slender face was dominated by deep blue eyes, and her dainty features were accented by elfin-pointed ears. Despite her petite stature, I�d have guessed she was at least a late teen. And her outfit wasn�t exactly standard school uniform, either: knee-high socks with black saddle shoes, plaid skirt, white blouse, and black necktie. But she very much seemed ... for lack of a better word ... slutty. This was a college-aged kid dressed up like a Catholic schoolgirl fantasy.
And now that the imminent threat was over, she darted out of Dawn�s grasp and went straight to me, flinging her arms around me and crying, �Thank you!�
I moved to hug her back but the idea of a cop with a gun nearby made me hesitate. So I just kept my arms up while the pretty and petite redhead kept holding me.
Oh, this was going to make for�quite�the story when I told Adrienne.
* * *
�You okay?� Ryan looked over from his seat next to me in an interrogation room at the police station. I�d never actually been in an interrogation room and the very concept made me rather nervous. But they hadn�t separated us, which I thought was a good sign.
�I think so,� I replied. �My ribs are kind of sore, but I think I�ll be alright.�
�Mind if I take a look?� He pointed.
I arched an eyebrow with a question in my gaze. �You a personal trainer or something?�
He laughed. �No. I�ve just been in a scrap or two in my life.�
�I could tell. You actually seemed like you knew what you were doing.� I lifted my shirt and let Ryan poke around my ribs, where the skin had already begun darkening with bruises.
Sometimes his fingers hurt, but he studied me coolly before pulling away. �Should be fine. Nothing�s broken. I don�t think there�s anything wrong internally. You�ll be stiff, but okay.� He smirked. �Tell Adrienne to take it easy on you for a few days.�
I grinned right back, getting the implication. �Or maybe the girlfriend will want to reward the hero.�
Ryan chuckled. �I certainly hope so.� A gleam came into his eye and then almost immediately he shut it down. �Well, I mean...� he stammered nervously.
�Relax,� I waved. �I told you: Dawn and I are friends. Let her reward you all she wants. Besides, you did all the work. I was just a punching bag.�
�Maybe...� Ryan raised both eyebrows. �But that little redhead in the schoolgirl outfit certainly gives you all the credit for rescuing her in the first place.�
I blushed. But the door opened before I could reply and a man in a suit and tie walked in. �Hello boys. I�m Detective Wallace and I just need to get a statement from you both.�
Ryan frowned. �Then what�s with the room and the one-way glass?� he asked, pointing to the mirror at the far wall.
Detective Wallace smiled. �Well, the three other men in the fight are trying to claim you made an unprovoked attack on them while they were asking Miss Jacobsen for directions.�
�What?� I blurted.
�Relax,� Wallace patted his hands downward in the air. �There were several witnesses around who said otherwise, and those three are locals that we�ve had some trouble with before. But I WILL be recording your statements to see if anything doesn�t match up. Shall we begin?�
I glanced at Ryan and almost in unison we sighed and sagged back into our chairs. Then my stomach growled rather loudly. I could really use that Bongo Burger right now.
* * *
It didn�t take very long. Once Ryan explained he didn�t arrive on the scene until after the fight had started, most of the questions got directed to me. I answered them as best I could without rambling and Detective Wallace was pretty assured that everything lined up with what the other witnesses had said. We were released and thanked for our assistance in catching the bad guys.
The girls were all waiting for us when we got out. All of them. Meaning: the little redhead, too.
Dawn took one look at me and smiled warmly before going straight to her boyfriend and giving him a big hug. I was still a little surprised to see the redhead with our friends and even more surprised when she ran straight up and literally launched herself at me. I caught her and staggered as she wrapped her legs around my waist and clutched my neck like her life depended on it. But all I could do was groan in pain as her legs hit my ribs. �Ohh-unnngh!� I gritted my teeth.
�Oh! Sorry! Sorry! Are you hurt?� The girl immediately dropped to the ground and started clucking over my waist, lifting up my shirt while I tried to fend her off in embarrassment.
�Hey! Hey!� I screeched. �I make it a point not to let a girl strip me when I don�t even know her name!�
�Oh! Sorry! I�m Paige! And thank-you-thank-you-thank-you for coming to my rescue! Now are you hurt?�
�I�m fine, I�m fine. Just ... try not to hit my ribs again.�
�Sorry!� And then the redhead promptly hugged me again, this time trying to reach her arms higher up around my chest, not easy since she was only 5�2�. In the end, she still banged against one of my bruises, but I just grimaced and tried not to show that I was in pain.
�You okay?� I asked and patted her back.
�Yeah, yeah. I�m fine.� She pulled away and I was able to see that she had a shiner of her own just under her left eye. And now that I got a better look at her face, I was struck again by how familiar she looked.
Holding her at arms length, I studied the deep blue eyes and facial structure while asking softly, �Do I know you from somewhere?�
Now it was her turn to study my face. �Umm, I don�t think so.� Then she blushed. �Unless we met at a party somewhere,� she giggled.
I frowned and shook my head. Then I asked. �So, what happened back there? Why were those guys grabbing you?�
�Ugh!� Paige humphed. �I met one of them at a house party two days ago. I flirted some and he flirted back. When he saw me again today he wanted me to go to his apartment but I refused. He didn�t exactly like the way I turned him down.�
I arched an eyebrow. �And exactly how was that?� I asked in curiosity.
Paige blushed, her pale skin turning bright pink which only brought out the red in her hair. �I said something on the lines of, �A flaccid loser like you wouldn�t know what to do with me in an apartment.��
My jaw dropped. That was quite a mouthful to be hearing out of such a young and innocent-looking girl. Then when she giggled cutely I was even more struck by the contrast. Hell, this girl looked younger than Brooke.
My stomach growled again and that got Dawn�s attention. �Hungry, boys?� she turned and asked. Both Ryan and I looked at her and nodded. Dawn pointed to where Gwen and Robin were standing five feet away with takeout bags from a taco joint just down the street from the police station.
�It�s not Bongo Burger,� Dawn shrugged. �But it�ll have to do. I think you�ve both got to get to class in less than twenty minutes.�
I checked my watch. Shit. NOT a good start to my college career. I hustled over to Robin and took the nearest bag. I didn�t know what was in it but it would have to do. Ryan grabbed a bag from Gwen.
�Wait!� Paige called from behind me. �Before you go, at least gimme your number!� She pulled a slim silver cell phone out of her tiny purse and immediately started tapping keys.
I shrugged halfway to biting into a burrito and rapidly spat out my cell number. She typed it in and then five seconds later, my own cell phone blared to life in my pocket.
Paige grinned. �That�s me. Promise me you�ll save the number.�
�Umm, uh-huh,� I managed to mumble around a mouthful of carne asada.
The cute redhead bounced while her blue eyes twinkled. �Great! I�ll call you. I�ll have to find�some�way to reward my hero.�
My eyes popped open. But the pixie-ish girl already had spun away and run out the door.
Okaaaay...
But I didn�t have time to worry about Paige right now. I had to wolf down more food and get to class.
* * *
�What happened?� Adrienne looked dismayed as she immediately took notice of the bruises on my face, and my girlfriend jumped off the couch and hustled her way over to me. I barely had time to set my backpack down before she physically yanked me around and onto the couch, no doubt causing even MORE damage, and then started clucking over me like a mother hen.
Dayna just furrowed her eyebrows and looked over at us, her conversation with Adrienne now long forgotten. And Brandi poked her head out of the kitchen where she�d been making dinner for all of us.
�I, uh, got into a fight,� I managed to say, wincing more out of fear for Adrienne�s reaction than my own physical pain.
�WHAT?� My girlfriend barked. �How?�
I sighed. Brandi quit whatever she was doing in the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dishtowel the same way our mother always did. Dayna just leaned forward and braced her elbows on her knees. And Dawn, who had arrived home along with me, just shrugged and gestured to me. Yeah, nothing was going to happen in this house until I explained.
So I told them the story. You�d think it wouldn�t take very long. If I was explaining to guys the whole thing probably would have taken less than five minutes. But with a concerned girlfriend, a concerned big sister, and an older girl who just wanted details, it took FOREVER.
Plus, Dawn started adding her own commentary about what she and the girls were doing at the police station while Ryan and I were giving our statements. But then the girls wanted to start all over from the beginning so they could get Dawn�s side of the story, all the way back when I first took off running to stop the scruffy guys in the first place.
My stomach growled again. Note to self: Don�t get into fights. Why? Because you never get to eat when you want to.
* * *
Eventually, we got to have dinner and then spread out around the house to do our homework and assigned reading. Since it was the first day of class, we were all earnestly dedicated to doing well and studying hard. It remained to be seen just how dedicated we would still be in another couple of months once the novelty of a new class wore off and new motivations would be required. But for now, we all studied hard.
And then around 11pm, I finally finished up and went to take a shower, eager to just crawl into bed and pass out. My body was exhausted from the fight and a full day and my mind was exhausted from the first extended studying I�d done in a LONG time. Adrienne had finished up before me and I was looking forward to just crawling into bed beside her and spooning until the sun came back up.
But my girlfriend had other ideas. I emerged from the bathroom wearing just a towel around my waist and silently headed into my bedroom. Adrienne had been dozing in bed beneath the covers when I left her to shower, and I�d been expecting her in the same position when I returned.
She was still in bed, but she wasn�t in the same position. She was fully awake now, sitting up in bed while wearing my black button-down dress shirt with white pinstripes. The long hem covered her hips, teasing me with the possibility that she wasn�t wearing any underwear beneath the shirt. And the smile on her face offered a whole world of possibilities.
But I was tired. �Adrienne, I�m exhausted.�
�That�s okay, Ben. I�m happy to do all the work,� she smiled seductively. �Besides, my man deserves a reward for what you did today.�
�No reward necessary. I love you, Adrienne,� I exhaled.
Her eyes twinkled and a smirk tugged at the right corner of her lips. �Then let me put it this way. Knowing�my man�got into a fight to protect a young girl�s honor is really,�really�arousing. You�ve got me horny Ben, and I�need�you to help me out.�
Adrienne knew just how to get to me. If it were just about her offering me pleasure, I could decline and explain that I didn�t need it right now. But the instant my girlfriend told me�sheneeded�me, my mind was made up. I couldn�t let her down.
Nodding, I let my towel drop to the floor, my limp penis half-stuck to my thigh from the shower moisture. I simply moved to the bed and sat up against the headboard while Adrienne first came to me and pressed her lips to mine in our passionate nuclear kiss. And after sending tingles up and down my spine with her tongue lodged into my throat, my girlfriend shifted aside and brushed her golden blonde hair behind her ears. And then the stunningly gorgeous babe knelt beside me, bent at the waist, and slurped my prick into her mouth.
It didn�t take long. Tired or not, Adrienne knew just how to suck me and soon my dick was the hardest bone in my body. And then taking me in her right hand to jack me slowly, she tilted her head up to press her lips to mine for a soft, tender kiss. �I love you, Ben.�
�I love you too, Adrienne,� I replied just as sincerely.
My girlfriend beamed happily and then sat back on her heels, slowly unbuttoning the dress shirt. Even though she was no longer actively stroking my dick, I felt myself getting even harder as inch after inch of creamy skin was revealed, exposing the slopes of her cleavage. Adrienne smiled radiantly as she knew she had my full and undivided attention, and at last she pulled the two halves apart to reveal that she was clad in quite the eye-catching set of lingerie.
The bra was mostly black but with white accents, like the cups themselves and elements of the straps. But those white cups were only half-cups, supporting Adrienne�s massive tits but not completely covering them, even leaving the nipples completely exposed. Her breasts were so large that some level of sag was inevitable, but the shelf-bra kept everything so firm, upright, and pressed together that the display was almost overwhelming. Her thong panties were also black with a white upper band, the color almost blending into her pale skin so that the small black triangle appeared to cover even less of her mound than it did. And presently, the statuesque blonde got up on her knees and seductively began sliding the panties down her shapely thighs to expose her freshly-shaven pussy.
My jaw quivered and my mouth watered at the sight of her gorgeous body. All sense of exhaustion was flushed out of me in a sea of adrenaline. How could I possibly think of sleep when I had such a perfect example of female beauty like this before me? Take the face of Aphrodite and place it onto the most incredible Playboy body imaginable, with flat stomach, oversized tits, and boner-inducing shaped hips. Leave that body flushed with sexual desire, wearing only a nipple-exposing shelf-bra, and paired with a face heated in arousal with golden eyes. Picture all that and you just�might�be able to imagine the situation I found myself in. Even though I�d had sex with Adrienne many, many times, I was still in awe of her stunning magnificence.
I felt in a stupor as she jacked my cock while straddling my hips. And after swiping my engorged mushroom head through her wet labia a few times, Adrienne positioned me at her entrance and then slowly sank down around me.
�Ohhh ... Adrienne...� I groaned as I felt her incredible wetness and tightness surrounding my column of manflesh.
�Do you like that, Ben? Do you love feeling my pussy caressing your cock?� My girlfriend moaned as she began to hump herself up and down on my body.
�Mmm ... Unn-huh...� was all I could moan in response.
�Isn�t this so much better than sleep?� she added, putting her hands on my shoulders for leverage and carefully avoiding any of my bruises.
�Oh, fuck yeah...� I groaned.
�Feel me fucking you, Ben. Feel me giving my entire body to you for your pleasure. Feel you filling an aching need so deep inside me that you and only you can ever fill. I love you, Ben. I�ll always love you. I feel it deep inside.�
�Oh, Adrienne!� I gasped and raised my hands to hold her hips, guiding her thrusts up and down on me.
�Taste my skin, Ben,� she moaned while leaning forward and pressing her tits into my face. �Suck my breasts. I never thought I�d ever have children. But I almost want them just so I can feel you sucking milk out of me. Would you like that Ben? Would you like to taste my milk?�
�Mmm ... baby hungry,� I grunted, my mind swirling with naughty images.
�You�re my baby and so much more. You�re my man. You�re my strong man, always ready to help, always ready to protect. Whether it�s your sister or me or even a strange girl, you�re a noble man, my love. You�re a good man. It�s why I trust you. It�s why I love you. It�s why I want to give myself to you! Feel my pleasure. Feel my body! Feel my tight pussy clenching down on you! Ohhh ... I love you, Ben! You�re gonna make me cum just because I love you! Fuck me now! Thrust into my body! Fuck me, Ben! Fuck me!�
�Oh-ughh!� I grunted while I kicked my hips up off the mattress, driving my cock upwards and deeper into Adrienne�s spasming channel.
�Fuck me!�
�Ugh!�
�FUCK ME!�
�UGH!�
�Yes, I�m cumming! Cum with me! Cum in me!�
�UGH!!!�
�Aaaaahhhhh!� Adrienne�s entire body jerked as her climax shot through her like a lightning bolt. And I was joining her.
�Ughhhh!� I grunted, feeling my balls coil and release as I blasted off inside her, my dick spewing sperm out by the millions to flood her womb in search of an egg. I hoped that might trigger her body�s natural reactions to conceive a child and cause her breasts to begin lactating the way she�d spoken of. Her breasts were massive now. I could only imagine what they�d be like swollen with milk.
�I love you, Ben!� Adrienne screamed. �I love you!�
My body fired jet after jet of cum into her body until there was nothing left to shoot. And as I came down from such an incredible sexual high and the adrenaline rush faded, my previous exhaustion caught up with my body and I simply slumped over into the blackness of sleep.
* * *
�Man, what the hell happened to you? You lose another foolish bet?�
I rolled my eyes at a smirking Bert Kim as he stood outside the classroom, staring at my obvious bruises. As a fellow Business major, I knew I�d be seeing much more of the guy. And since he started the teasing comments I decided to mess with him a little in return.
�No, actually,� I replied. �My girlfriend is kind of wild in the sack.�
Bert�s eyes bugged open, especially since Dawn right behind me started giggling. His gaze then turned to her and Dawn immediately held a hand up while trying in vain to stop her laughter. �No, no. I�m not his girlfriend.�
Bert frowned, not yet understanding. After all, Dawn and I obviously seemed so�close. But he tried to play it off by punching me in the shoulder and saying to Dawn, �Ah. This guy�s not good enough for you so he settled for someone inferior?�
Dawn laughed at that. �No, no. We�re just friends. We grew up together since infancy. Besides, Ben�s girlfriend is hotter than me.�
I frowned and turned. �She is not.�
�Of course she is.� Dawn shrugged. �Adrienne�s a goddess.�
�And you�re an angel,� I replied.
�Well, don�t goddesses outrank angels?� Dawn grinned.
I frowned. �Now you�re crossing Christianity with Multi-Deity Paganism. Can�t compare apples to oranges.�
�So am I the apple or orange?� Dawn giggled.
I rolled my eyes. This sounded like Adrienne�s Sun and the Moon impossible question. I just ignored her and turned back to Bert, who looked agog at the both of us.
�You sure you�re not together? Cause I swear you�re just pulling my leg right now.� He frowned at the pair of us.
�Really. Just friends.� I held up my hands. �Actually, if you�re not doing anything after class, you should come to lunch with us. I�ll introduce you to Adrienne.�
�Hmm,� Bert nodded thoughtfully.
�And Ben IS pulling your leg about one thing. He�s not all bruised up from sex,� Dawn explained before doing a double-take at me and smiling. �Well,�this�time he�s not. This boy here jumped�three�guys who were trying to molest a girl yesterday after class. He rescued her and got a little nicked up for his trouble.�
�Dawnnn...� I drawled, blushing. I felt embarrassed over the whole hero worship thing.
�Really?� Bert asked, his eyes wide again.
�It wasn�t all that heroic. I got my ass handed to me.� I jerked a thumb at Dawn. �Her�boyfriend had to come save me.�
�You were doing fine, Ben. It�s just that there were three of them, that�s all.� Dawn rubbed my shoulder.
�Maybe I�shouldn�t�go to lunch with you guys,� Bert grinned. �Sounds like a whole world of drama if I start hanging out with you.�
I glanced at Dawn before smiling. �You have NO idea.�
* * *
Bert did decide to join us for lunch. Like Ryan, he was a commuter who shuttled back and forth on the BART to his home in Fremont. And being such a new guy he hadn�t yet had a chance to really make friends. We were just leaving the classroom to rendezvous with Adrienne and Ryan when my cell phone went off.
At first, I didn�t recognize the number and frowned. But I decided to answer with a tentative, �Hello?�
�Ben! Heyyy! It�s me!� came a familiar voice. But I wasn�t sure of the identity.
�Who is this?�
�Aww, Ben...� She seemed disappointed and whined plaintively, �It�s me! Paige! The girl you rescued...�
I blinked a few times before replying, �Paige? Oh! Hey! Hi. Sorry ... I, uh, must have forgotten to save your number yesterday. Kinda had a lot going on.�
�You forgot me???� Paige pouted, her hurt annoyance obvious even across the fuzzy cellular connection.
�No, no. I didn�t forget YOU. I just forgot to save the number. I�m sorry.� Wait, why the hell was�I�apologizing?
�That�s okay. You can make it up to me. You HAVE to let me buy you lunch. Are you hungry right now?�
�Hungry?� I turned with furrowed eyebrows to Dawn. �Uh, well, I was about to go get lunch.�
�Great! Where are you? I�ll come meet you right now!�
�Wait, what?� I looked in alarm at Dawn. I had plans to meet with people and my brain was racing to keep up. I didn�t really want to just invite someone to join us without their input.
But thankfully, Dawn knew me well enough to read the confusion on my face and almost mystically understand what was going through my head. Catching my attention, she mouthed, �Sure. Let her come.�
�Uh, okay,� I answered into the phone. �Why don�t we meet you in front of Sproul Hall and go from there, okay?�
�Great! See you then!�
* * *
Finding a table for six isn�t easy at Berkeley hole-in-the-wall caf�s, but Ryan and Adrienne managed to snag it and hold onto it while waiting for the rest of us, since we�d had to wait for Paige to catch up before meeting them. On arrival I immediately hugged and kissed my girlfriend warmly. Then I bumped fists with Ryan and nodded. Ever since we�d gotten into a fight together, most of the remaining tension over Dawn seemed to have evaporated. We weren�t competitors anymore, just brothers-in-arms.
Space was pretty cramped in the caf� and the six of us were pressed pretty closely together: Adrienne, me, and Paige on one side and then Bert, Dawn, and Ryan on the other. Things were made slightly awkward in that Bert could NOT keep from gawking at Adrienne and Dawn. And it was more awkward for me in that Paige was using the cramped quarters as an excuse to more or less attach herself to my side.
The petite redhead�s presence led her to giving the Cliff Notes version of what had happened yesterday. Adrienne wanted to hear Paige�s side of the story and Bert just seemed rather shocked that the whole thing had actually happened. And Paige was once again dressed like a Catholic schoolgirl, which prompted me to ask about the outfit and how it seemed guaranteed to attract some of the wrong kind of attention.
Paige explained. �This actually IS my uniform. I went to a Catholic all-girl�s high school.�
�Surely you have other clothes, though,� Dawn put in.
�Not many,� Paige shrugged. �My parents were pretty restrictive and since I wore versions of this five days a week, these uniforms are almost the only things I have in my closet.�
But there was a teasing gleam in Paige�s blue eyes when she said this, her attention and focus still on me. I arched an eyebrow and leaned down, a knowing smile on my face. �But ... you ARE fully aware of the effect it seems to have on the guys around you. And I�did�notice how you shortened the skirt to a length I�m�certain�would not be appropriate at a Catholic high school.�
Paige blushed beet red. �Well ... I DO kinda like the attention it gets,� she giggled cutely.
Then out of the blue, Adrienne blurted, �Ohmigod!�
In unison, the five of us turned to stare at her. Heck, half the caf� turned to look at Adrienne�s outburst. My girlfriend had been mostly quiet ever since I�d first introduced Paige to her, and I was certainly surprised now. �What?� I asked.
�I�knew�you looked familiar from somewhere,� Adrienne turned and looked at Paige. Then my girlfriend nudged me. �Ben? Doesn�t she remind you of Kady?�
�Kady?� I frowned. �Kady Jacobsen?� I hadn�t thought much of the lesbian cheerleader in some time. Brooke still hung out with her so I�d seen the pretty redhead a time or two over the summer, but it took me a second to process. And then [snap], there it was: Dark auburn hair, deep blue eyes, slender face, and elfin ears. Paige DID look like Kady.
�Did you say �Kady�Jacobsen�?� Paige looked up at me, her eyebrows furrowing.
�Yeah.�
�She�s my cousin. I�m Paige Jacobsen. Her dad and my dad are brothers,� the petite redhead smiled.
Whoa ... Talk about a small world.
�How do you know her?� Paige asked.
�She went to our high school,� Adrienne answered. �She was a cheerleader on one of my squads.�
�Ahh...� Paige grinned and waggled her hand conspicuously, palm-down. �Is she still ... you know ... a little butch?�
I started nodding. �Well, she is except for�me, � I thought to myself with a naughty smile.
Paige picked up on the smile, frowning and furrowing her eyebrows. �Wait a sec...� Her deep blue eyes shimmered and she lasered her gaze on me, staring intently into the back of my eyes the same way Kady could do from time to time when she really wanted to focus on teasing me. �Ben ... did you know Kady? Or did you...�know�... Kady?�
I blushed and turned back to my plate. �No comment.� Technically, I wasn�t lying. But it was still written across my face. I could be pretty bad at this.
�Oh my word!� Paige blurted, once again drawing the attention of half the caf�. She blushed and looked down until she felt the stares go away. Then she hissed beneath her breath, �Did you really nail her? I thought she was only into girls!�
I sighed. �I�m not talking about it. That�s her business, not yours.�
�Oh, come ON, Ben. I�m her�family!�
�Then you�ll have no problem asking her yourself.�
�Oh, poo.�
I grinned. �Oh my word�. �Poo�. It was pretty quaint and cute.
In any case, we soon managed to change the subject and move on to other topics. In the end, Paige never did get the chance to pay for my lunch, a fact that she reminded me of when we walked out.
�Now you�re gonna have to let me buy you lunch another time!� the petite redhead insisted. She looked adorable in that outfit with her fists on her hips, glaring up at me from her 5�2� height.
�Or...� Paige then lit up as a fresh idea popped into her head. �Maybe I should buy you a dinner!� She glanced at Adrienne. �Not a date or anything. But lunch just seems so cheap. You may have saved my virginity, Ben. That�s pretty special. Can I take you out on Friday?�
My eyes went wide at Paige�s words and her rapid-fire delivery. She was really hitting me with too much information way too fast. Dinner? Friday? Whether �date� or not, I wasn�t about to go to a solo dinner without my girlfriend. And �virginity�? There was a word�guaranteed�to make a guy lock up one way or another.
But Adrienne stepped in before I could reply. �Actually, I wouldn�t mind if you wanted to take Ben out. Give you a chance to see just how special a guy he is.�
Paige beamed.
�But ... he can�t this Friday,� Adrienne apologized. �We�re throwing a house party that night. Sort of a kick off to the new school year.�
Paige�s face fell.
But then Adrienne added, �But you should come! Really, the more the merrier! It�s invitation-only and most of the people will be our roommates� friends. We need a few more young�uns around.� Then Adrienne smiled radiantly at Bert, who was still staring at her chest. �You too, Bert. You should come.�
Bert�s lower lip quivered, as if in awe that Adrienne had so much as mentioned the word �come�. He�d been quiet for most of the lunch and was now utterly stupefied by the situation he found himself in. I smirked. Sometimes I forgot just what a more �normal� 18-year-old boy was supposed to be like around such gorgeous creatures of femininity.
�Yeah, Bert. You should come.� Dawn added, and Bert flinched at the word �come� again. �We�ll strip you out of that shell.�
His jaw dropped, I think this time at the word �strip�. Ah, poor Bert. But to his credit, he managed to close his mouth, steel his spine, and answer. �Friday. Sure. I�ll be there.�
* * *
�You fucking live HERE?�
Bert stood just inside the front door, his jaw on the floor as he surveyed the girls around him. Adrienne and Dawn he�d already seen. Their beauty still sent him into a stupor, but at least he�d had some time to acclimate himself to them.
Dayna walking down the stairs in a sheer tank top that did little to stop her double-D�s from wobbling caused his tongue to roll out; and Bert�s jaw stayed gaping open when I explained she was Dawn�s older sister who lived upstairs. Then Brandi stepping out of the kitchen in a sleeveless blouse and short skirt just made him start hyperventilating even more. It was a college house party, so the girls weren�t exactly in cocktail attire. But their idea of party casual DID tend towards the more revealing sides of their wardrobes.
My big sister looked at me while I gave her the signal that this one was ripe for teasing. Brandi giggled and meandered by, pinching Bert�s cheek and smiling. �He�s a cute one. Can I borrow him?� Brandi�s tongue snaked out across her lower lip and she gave the boy her best smokily seductive expression. I�m surprised the poor guy didn�t cream his jeans right then and there.
And it would only get worse.
The doorbell rang and I turned to get it. I opened the door and a stunning vision greeted me. �Felicia! Hey! You�re here early!�
�Couldn�t wait to see you, Ben!� The gorgeous 22-year-old fashion model stepped through the door, looking like a walking wet-dream in some slinky sleeveless dress that hugged her willowy body and ended just a scant inch below her ass. Her big, expressive pale blue eyes fixed straight on me as she walked forward, capturing my head in her hands and planting a soft kiss on my lips. No tongue, nothing too hyper-sexual, but certainly pushing the boundaries of a �friendly kiss�.
I smiled at the pretty brunette when she pulled away. �How have you been?�
�Good, good. I�m getting a lot of work right now. Busy-busy-busy,� Felicia replied.
�Didn�t take you too long to get here?�
�Nah. San Francisco is just a hop away. I�m sharing a flat downtown with two other models from my agency.� Felicia giggled. �I should bring you by sometime. I could use your help at seducing them.�
I grinned and Felicia�s eyes sparkled. And then her gaze turned to the side and she moved forward to hug my girlfriend. �Hi, Adrienne. Thanks for the invite.�
Adrienne blushed. �No problem. You should actually thank Dawn. It was her idea.�
Dawn stepped forward next and exchanged hugs with Felicia. And then almost deferentially, Felicia cast her eyes downward. �Thank you, Dawn,� the brunette said respectfully.
The sunny blonde almost condescendingly patted the brunette�s shoulder. �You�re welcome.� There was a formality to the way that Dawn and Felicia were acting, as if the old dom/sub relationship from camp still had influence. But then Felicia picked her head up and smiled. Adrienne then grabbed the older girl and dragged her off to the kitchen to grab a drink and catch up. Pretty girls�always�loved to talk.
Dayna then meandered by, bumping her hip into Dawn�s. �Hey sis. I know you told me, but I never really believed it,� she said while nodding toward Felicia.
Dawn giggled. �Oh it was easy. Once Ben fucked her brains out, it was a simple matter to go in and re-wire her new brains to my liking.�
Dayna laughed and the two Evans sisters turned and headed off, leaving me alone with Bert, who had very clearly heard Dawn�s last comment.
�Dude ... what planet are you from?� My new classmate stared up at me, his eyes wide open.
On a whim I threw him the Vulcan salute. �I mean you no harm,� I smirked while speaking in a robotic voice. �I merely come to have intercourse with your females.�
Bert looked like he thought I was dead serious. I just laughed and then patted him on the back and steered him back into the room. �C�mon, man. I�ll introduce you to everyone.�
* * *
The house party was nothing like I�d ever seen in a movie. Actually, it wasn�t even anything like some of the high school parties I�d been to. For one thing, there was no dance floor. We were pumping music, but everyone was just sitting or standing around chatting and drinking. To me, it seemed less �party� and more �social gathering�. With most of the upperclassmen, they were simply reuniting after a long summer and were eager to catch up with old friends.
Besides, our rented house just wasn�t that big and there were only about twenty-five people in attendance: the five of us roommates, Ryan, Gwen, Robin, Felicia, Bert, Paige, and a smattering of Dayna and Brandi�s friends.
Lynne Arian had also come to visit. The petite brunette was attending school across the bay at Stanford; and while two or three of the older Cal students gave her a hard time about it when they found out, everyone treated her nicely. And while Lynne was very pretty, Bert seemed relieved to meet a friend of mine who wasn�t an Amazonian goddess.
�Hey, I�m Bert.� He held out his hand.
�Bert?� Lynne gave my new friend a funny look and shook it.
The guy blushed and stammered nervously, �Yeah. Nickname kinda stuck in grade school. I know it�s about as sexy as �Sheldon�...�
�Sheldon?� Lynne arched her eyebrows.
�Oh, uh...� Bert fumbled. �When Harry Met Sally reference.�
�Dude,� I rolled my eyes at Bert. �You did NOT just mention �When Harry Met Sally� upon meeting a girl for the first time. Besides, how OLD is that movie?�
Bert went pale white. Casanova, he was not.
But Lynne just giggled. �You�re really cute, you know that? I LOVE that movie.� Then she affected a funny accent, saying, �Pecan�pie...�
Some of the color finally returned to Bert�s face. But then Lynne looked at me again and noticed my bruises. �Ben, what happened to you?�
I shrugged. �My girlfriend is kind of wild in the sack.�
Lynne giggled and elbowed Adrienne. But then I told her the truth and the shorter girl promptly stepped forward and bopped me in the forehead, having to reach up to do so.
�Oww!� I staggered back, holding my head. I still had a bruise there as well.
�Ben! There are other ways of dealing with things than getting into fights!� Lynne scolded. �Didn�t the whole mess with Drew Walker teach you that? You got suspended!�
I shrugged and winced away my forehead pain. Drew had been worth it. The bastard deserved to be castrated for what he did to Brooke. I growled, �The guy started it by hitting Paige. What was I supposed to do? Just let him?�
�There were THREE of them!�
�I didn�t�know�that at the time!�
Paige appeared out of nowhere, interposing herself between me and Lynne. �Hey, lay off,� she barked heatedly at the other girl. �Ben�s a hero.�
Lynne sighed. �This hero complex you�ve got is going to get you into trouble one day, Ben.� She looked apologetically to Paige. �I�m glad he was there for you, but I worry for his safety, too.�
Paige frowned and lasered her gaze onto Lynne, searching into the brunette�s eyes while the brunette squirmed. �Wait...� Paige began slowly. �Did you two ever... ?�
Lynne blushed and looked away. �We�re just friends.�
Paige�s eyes popped open. �Jeez, Ben! Is there anyone here you�haven�t�slept with?�
Bert lined up next to Paige with almost the same expression on his face.
I just blushed and grabbed Adrienne�s hand. �Uh, you need another drink, honey?� I jerked a thumb towards the kitchen.
�What? And miss seeing the look on your face?� Adrienne grinned and slid alongside Paige and Bert to mime their wide-eyed expressions.
I just sighed.
* * *
I�m not exactly sure what kind of first impressions I thought I�d make on people I�d just met. In general, I wanted to appear confident and intelligent: a guy who had his shit together. College was supposed to be about fresh starts, an opportunity to debut into the world as an independent adult free of any baggage from one�s hometown, family, or any other ties to the past. New town, new life, new identity.
For one, I no longer had my old high school reputation as a Casanova. For the past two years, that reputation had simultaneously driven three-quarters of the female population away from me in terror that I might somehow seduce them against their will while also bringing the other 25% right to me in the�hope�that I might seduce them and give them the greatest sexual experience of their lives.
But this was a city 500-miles away, and I was just a lowly freshman. Instead of 2,000 high-schoolers there were 35,000 people attending Berkeley. That�s practically a small city of its own. And with about a 54% female percentage, that meant close to 20,000 girls. Yeah, technically, I had a lot of options. But also, the sheer size meant it would be much more difficult for them all to network and spread rumors about me. And while a part of me had enjoyed the Casanova rep, it often proved more trouble than it was worth. So I was looking forward to being just �Ben�.
But sometimes, your past follows you into the future. I made it a point to never talk about my sexual conquests. The girls around me didn�t quite share the same philosophy.
First was Paige. Here was a girl I�d literally met just days ago under rather extreme circumstances. I never intended for her to learn the gory details of my sexual history, but she now seemed on a minor mission to dig into my past. Adrienne, as my girlfriend, was obvious. Dawn had already admitted that we�d dated in the past, even though we were just friends now. There was the comment about fucking Felicia�s brains out. And Paige had her suspicions about Kady and now Lynne. And on top of them were Gwen and Robin. Gwen hadn�t been shy about confirming that she and I had fucked in the past. Paige didn�t know whether to be more surprised that Gwen had also slept with me or that Robin hadn�t. So even though Paige hadn�t personally experienced me, she was going around the room stirring up the conversations about my sexual history.
Then there was Felicia. The gorgeous, older fashion model was a big hit with Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends, both male and female. She was a social butterfly and flirted with everyone, regaling them with stories of a cosmopolitan life in San Francisco. And when asked about how she knew the people in the house, Felicia had for some reason decided to both explain that she knew us from summer camp as well as comment that I, Ben, had been the most fantastic lover she�d ever met.
And hell, there was even Dayna. While the eldest Evans daughter wasn�t so brazen as to tell everyone that she was�currently�fucking me every opportunity she got, she wasn�t shy about telling her girlfriends that she HAD bedded me in the past and come away quite pleased with the experience.
Despite that, I was trying to keep a lid on things. I started by trying to cool down Paige. She and Bert were chatting rather animatedly with Gwen and Robin, digging for details about my previous relationship with Dawn. They weren�t being that quiet and I knew other people could overhear if they wanted. So I stepped in and told the petite redhead, �Hey, nobody likes a gossip.�
�I do,� Gwen chirped while grinning at me seductively.
�What, can�t take the heat?� Robin smirked.
�Got something to hide, Ben?� Paige looked up at me sweetly.
Bert just looked wide-eyed at everything being discussed.
�Paige, please?� I sighed and canted my eyebrows. �Look, I know we barely know each other and you�re really, really curious to find out more about me. So let�s sit down and talk sometime, huh? Can you just cool down the inquisition for now? Please? For me?�
The instant I said the word �please�, Paige�s deep blue eyes softened and she smiled. �Of course, Ben. For you, anything...� There was a hint of a promise in her eyes, and danger signs flashed in the back of my brain. I loved Adrienne and I was still-emotionally drained from trying to organize my feelings for Dawn. The LAST thing I needed was a lovestruck Paige pursuing me full on.
I sighed. �Well, in that case, put down the beer.�
�What?� The petite redhead hiccupped and furrowed her eyebrows, glancing at the can of Bud she held in her small hand.
I sighed. �Have you ever had beer before, Paige?�
She rolled her eyes. �It was a private school, not a prison.�
�I�ll take that as a yes.�
Paige giggled and wobbled just a bit.
�But not very often, have you?�
Paige hiccupped again. �What makes you say that?�
Great. Lightweight. Hell, Paige probably didn�t even weigh a hundred pounds. �How many of those have you drunk, Paige?�
�I dunno. Three? Four? Six?�
I sighed. �Paige, no more. I�m cutting you off.�
�What? You�re not my�dad.�
�You said you�d do anything for me.�
�This is rididiculuslus!� she protested. I winced at her attempt on the word ridiculous.
Sighing, I looked at Gwen, Robin, and Bert. �Keep her out of trouble, will ya?� Then I pointed at Bert. �If she hurls, I�m making�you�clean it up.�
�Wha�?� Bert jerked his head back, looking a little pink himself.
I shook my head. One down, two to go.
* * *
I found Felicia in the backyard, a glass tumbler filled with an amber liquid in hand as she chatted up two of Dayna�s girlfriends.
�Ooh, speak of the devil...� Felicia drawled, a slight slur in her voice as she turned and grinned at me. Those big pale blue eyes were smoking in their steely grey as the gorgeous older woman looked ready to pounce on me.
�Felicia...� I said in a low voice with just a hint of a warning in my tone. �Have you been spreading rumors about me again?�
�Rumors? They aren�t rumors if they�re all true.� Felicia giggled, and the other two girls joined in as well.
I frowned, but the beautiful model smiled enigmatically and let her eyes simmer on me. �Relax, Ben. I�m just buffing up your reputation a little bit.�
Steeling my spine I reached a hand forward to the two other girls. �Hi, I�m Ben, Brandi�s little brother. Don�t believe a word this girl says,� I head-nodded to Felicia.
The 5�6� Asian girl reached her hand out first. �Angela Chan,� she smiled with a twinkle in her eyes. �We don�t need to believe Felicia. Dayna�s already talked a lot about you.�
I raised my eyebrows but Angela dropped my hand and I offered it to the 5�10� curly-haired bottle-blonde with really big tits. �Monique St. Claire,� the second girl said in a huskier voice, with just a trace of a French accent. �Don�t worry. It�s all been�very�good.�
Angela then smirked. The corners of her lips tugged upwards while she obviously let her brown eyes run up and down my body. �You�re cute, Ben. And if you�re half as good as Dayna and Felicia say, we just might find ourselves visiting the house a little more often, eh, Monique?�
The bottle-blonde looked me up and down as well, her own dark eyes sparkling beneath slightly thicker brown eyebrows. �Oui-oui.�
�Back off bitches,� Felicia grinned without any heat in her voice as she slid behind me. �This one�s got a waiting list.� And then without warning, Felicia shoved her hand into my shorts, quickly finding my cock and wrapping her fingers around my member.
I gasped and jerked, torn between trying to remain calm and spinning around to hide myself from Dayna�s friends. In the end, my eyebrows just popped wide open and I reached down to grab Felicia�s wrist and tug her hand out of my shorts. �Not here, Felicia.�
�So later then? That a promise?� she purred into my ear from behind.
I pasted a smile on my face while looking nervously at Angela and Monique, who both watched at rapt attention. �We�ll see,� I hedged.
Felicia released me. Then she brought up her other hand and pressed two fingers into my mouth. I quickly realized that the digits were coated with pussy juice, probably her own. And automatically I sucked on the sweet flavor. �Don�t keep me waiting too long, Ben,� she sighed, looking ready to melt onto the ground.
Angela and Monique glanced at each other before Angela grinned and asked, �How do we sign up?�
Feeling like a piece of meat, I did my best to maintain my confidence while three pretty girls flirted with me before I managed to find an excuse to retreat.
So much for a fresh start. I didn�t even bother trying to talk down Dayna. My reputation had already been carved into the cement.
* * *
I was starting to feel a bit overwhelmed by all the new people around. Gwen, Robin, Bert, Paige, Angela, Monique, and on and on and on. I couldn�t keep the names of all of Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends straight and I knew that after this night, I was going to have to slow down and get to know some of these people at a more sedate pace. I supposed it was just how the first few days of college goes for everyone: Too many new faces in too short a time.
Plus, of the couple dozen people at the house, the vast majority were female � more than a 2 to 1 ratio. So after being ogled and appraised by a dozen upperclassmen girls who all seemed to have been informed of my sexual prowess, I decided to spend more time meeting the guys. And as fate would have it, all of us �boyfriends� ended up talking together. I was Adrienne�s boyfriend and Ryan was Dawn�s, but this was some of the first extended time either of us spent with Brandi�s and Dayna�s guys.
Matt Kanemura was Brandi�s boyfriend. The 6�1� Hawaiian was an exotic mix of Japanese, German, and Swedish. His longish hair was a spectrum of colors ranging from blonde to black and every shade of brown in between. He wore a loose linen button-down shirt on a lanky frame, and every time I�d seen him he wore the same puka shell necklace. We�d first been introduced when classes started and he arrived to take Brandi out. Then and now, I felt rather awkward around the guy, aware I�d been intimate with his girlfriend without his knowledge. But Matt seemed to just chalk it off to freshman nervousness and your run-of-the-mill little brother syndrome. He was friendly and low-pressure in a laid-back Hawaiian way.
Dayna�s current �boys� were Aaron Collins and Kevin Weiss. Both were tall, well-built, and handsome. Both were fully aware that theirs was not an exclusive relationship with Dayna and in fact, both were free to date other girls, although such an occurrence usually killed the Dayna-hookups. Their deals were pure booty calls for Dayna, at her beck and call, sometimes even together at the same time. She held all the power and the guys didn�t seem to mind one bit. Neither guy had been around for more than a year and while Dayna hadn�t spread around that she�d also been boinking me the past week, in the interest of honesty she HAD admitted such to these two.
�How does your girlfriend deal with that?� Aaron was asking me. �What with you schtupping the hot blonde upstairs...�
I shrugged. �You�d have to ask Adrienne.�
Aaron grinned and glanced across the room where Adrienne was walking out of the kitchen with Dawn and Lynne. �I just might,� he leered. �I don�t suppose�she�likes to play outside of your little sandbox, too...�
I frowned and narrowed my eyes, feeling a green flash of jealousy. �No. She doesn�t,� I said rather abruptly.
�Hey, hey,� Aaron held his hands up. �No offense, man. If that babe was mine I wouldn�t let her out of the house without a chastity belt.�
Kevin snorted his beer and I rolled my eyes. I glanced over a Adrienne. Sure, she more or less let me screw every hot babe who showed an interest. Hell, she�d encouraged me more often than not. But so far she herself had shown no inclination to �play outside of our sandbox� as Aaron had put it. And I wondered just how I�d react if and when she finally did.
Matt actually jumped in to my rescue. �Hey, leave the kid and his girlfriend alone,� he drawled. �If nothing else, you don�t want to annoy Dayna and give her a reason to cut you off...�again.�
Aaron burped and then crushed his beer can against his own forehead. �Yeah, yeah, whatever. And what would you know about what Dayna wants? She tell you the last time she joined you and that hot girlfriend of yours?�
Matt rolled his eyes.
�Only one thing matters to that slut: How well you fuck! Long as I keep pounding the shit outta her whenever she gets the urge, I�m gravy,� Aaron said a little too loudly. �Don�t matter if I piss her off. She knows ain�t no fucker here can fuck her like I fuck her.�
Kevin leaned in and whispered harshly, �Dude, cool it.�
I also growled crossly, �She�s not a slut, and I�ll thank you not to call her that.�
Aaron kept going, cracking another beer can open. �That Dayna�s a hellcat. Grade One nymphomaniac if I ever saw one. I just wish I could figure out a way to tie her down and make her mine. Course, I might die from excessive ejaculation if you know what I mean.� He hiccupped, and then smirked at Ryan. �I�m curious, man. Did she ever show up to give you the sisters fantasy?�
Ryan blinked. �I don�t talk about that sort of thing.�
Aaron grinned. �Sounds like a �yes� to me!� he crowed.
�That�s a �I don�t talk about it�,� Ryan corrected with a clenched jaw.
�Dude,� Kevin patted Aaron on the shoulder. �I think you�ve had enough to drink, man.�
�Fuck!� Aaron grunted, standing up a little unsteadily. �I think I�ll go ask her myself.�
Matt and Kevin sighed. Ryan glared. And I just kept my mouth shut as the boorish Junior turned and staggered away. We all watched him go and then let an awkward silence fall over us.
Matt broke the silence first. �So Ben, Brandi tells me you and Dawn are gunning for the Undergraduate Business Program.�
�Yeah, uh, you�re already in, right?� I picked my head up.
�Yep,� Matt nodded. �Who�d you get for UGBA10?�
I was just about to answer when a little danger signal went up in the back of my head. Aaron had said �I think I�ll go ask her myself.� Initially, I�d assumed the �her� meant Dayna. But with alarm, I realized the �her� meant�Dawn. I suppose I could have been wrong, but�I wasn�t. I was SURE of it. Immediately, I jumped to my feet. �Ah,�hell.�
Matt frowned. �What is it?�
I turned and looked at Ryan. �Dawn.� And then I half-ran back into the house.
Sure enough, Aaron Collins was just outside Dawn�s bedroom. He trapped her with both hands against the wall on either side of her head, exhaling his noxious breath right into her face. And with a look of fear, my beautiful best friend shrunk back, looking like she wanted to melt into the wall.
I ran up, feeling an odd sense of d�j� vu, and barked, �Hey!�
By now, Aaron had grabbed Dawn�s ass while she cowered away from him. The drunk guy jerked his hand away at my shout and turned to face me with a deer in the headlights look.
I pushed him back and away from Dawn, getting him separated a good couple of feet away from her. And then Ryan was blitzing past me to grab Aaron by his shirt and bodily yank the guy away, slamming him into the opposite wall.
The commotion alerted everyone around, Felicia and Monique poking their heads in from the living room. Gwen and Robin appeared in Dawn�s doorway. My bedroom with Adrienne at the other end of the short hallway popped open and Adrienne, Lynne, Paige, and Bert also looked out. And after thirty seconds of Ryan growling something unintelligible at Aaron, Dayna and some other friends came around as well.
�What�s going on?� Dayna stared at Ryan and Aaron.
Ryan just physically pulled Aaron off the wall and shoved the guy towards Dayna. �Tell your boy-toy to keep his hands off my girlfriend.�
Dayna�s eyes went wide open. �Did you touch Dawn?�
�Dayna, please,� Aaron mumbled.
�Did you�touch�my little sister?�
�Well, I��
�Get out,� Dayna said coldly.
�Dayna!�
�Go�home, Aaron.�
�Fucking bitch,� the guy grunted and suddenly Dayna rushed forward, slapping the guy�s face loud enough for the sound to carry through the whole house.
�Go HOME, Aaron.� Dayna�s voice was the definition of �Hell Hath No Fury�.
The guy wizened up and left. I�d find out two days later that Dayna indeed cut Aaron off, this time permanently. She�d find another boy-toy if she wanted later.
After that, most all the upperclassmen cleared out, leaving just Dawn�s friends in one doorway and mine in the other, along with me, Ryan, Dawn, and Dayna in the hallway.
�How�d you know?� Ryan asked me.
�Huh?�
�How�d you know she was in trouble?� Ryan nodded to Dawn, who was now curled up beneath his arm.
I looked over and my eyes met Dawn�s. Time slowed down for a moment as her blue eyes sparkled, communicating all her gratitude to me with a purity of emotion that filled my heart. She smiled. I smiled. And the world once again made sense.
I looked back to Ryan, shrugging and saying, �I just knew.�
And then Dawn and I were smiling at each other again.
* * *
Just when it felt like I�d averted one disaster, another one nearly sprung up while I was distracted.
Content that Dawn was safe and seeing that Adrienne was in some animated, friendly conversation with Monique and Brandi, I went in search of my other freshman friends. Along the way, I passed Bert, who was chatting in Korean with Angela Chan. Her pronunciation was off, as it wasn�t her native language. But she was showing all the signs of obvious flirting and Bert was surprisingly relaxed and confident, given his normally nervous and geeky behavior. Ah, alcohol, the social lubricant.
In any case, I headed up the stairs on a whim, getting halfway up when I heard an alarmed, high-pitched, �Hey, hey! No! I didn�t say you could do that!�
I recognized the voice: Paige.
Nightmares of what happened to Brooke at Drew Walker�s house flared in my mind and suddenly my legs were churning up the stairs. I burst into Brandi�s bedroom where I found one of the guys with his tongue in Paige�s mouth and a hand inside her blouse.
�Hey!� I barked for what seemed like the fifteenth time in two days.
A muscular Asian guy with spiky blonde hair turned around. �What the fuck?�
It took me a second to remember his name but in the meantime, I marched forward and bodily jerked the guy back by his shoulders. �Get the FUCK away from her! ... Alan!� I added his name at the end once it finally came to me.
�Whoa! Whoa! Relax, man! We weren�t doing anything! Fucking hell, she invited me up here!�
My eyes popped open as I glared at Paige, who was using both hands to keep her blouse closed since it was no longer buttoned. Now somewhat frightened, the little redhead in the schoolgirl outfit seemed even younger and more vulnerable, spiking the protective instinct in me. �Whatever, Alan. I heard her protesting and if the girl says �no�, that�s it. Right?�
Alan rolled his eyes. �Fine, fine. Whatever. Girl�s a fucking tease anyways.� Then he brushed past me and out the door.
�Paige!� I turned back to the redhead, exasperated. �I told you not to get into trouble!�
�I wasn�t in trouble!� she protested, still clutching her blouse. �I�m not a little girl! I�m eighteen! I knew what I was getting into!�
Shades of Brooke fell over me, only making my protective instincts even stronger. �And just what did you�think�you were getting into up here? Were you planning on fucking him?�
�NO!�
�Well Alan certainly seemed to think so,� I said a little harshly. Then I caught myself and calmed the tone in my voice. �Were you even planning to let him inside your shirt?�
�No ... I ... I just thought we�d do some kissing,� Paige moaned. �I haven�t kissed many boys, you know.�
I sighed. �I�m not surprised.�
�Is it that obvious?� Paige suddenly looked up at me with big blue eyes and grabbing my hands. �That I�m a virgin?�
I blinked a few times, �Uh, uh...� How do you answer that? �Not exactly, no. I mean, I wouldn�t have known if you hadn�t already told me at lunch that day.�
�I TRY to act like I know what I�m doing,� she pouted, moisture forming in her eyes.
Ah, hell, the LAST thing I wanted was a crying girl on my hands. I wrapped my arm around her, trying not to notice that I could see her bra-clad breasts now rather obviously through her unbuttoned blouse. �Shh ... It�s okay, Paige. It�s okay...�
�I mean, how am I supposed to know how far a guy is expecting me to go?�
�They ALL want to go all the way, baby,� I sighed.
�Even you?�
�Me? No. I�m just your friend. I�ve got a girlfriend.�
�But I�d let you, Ben...� Paige hummed softly, leaning against my arm.
I jerked back. �Paige, you�re a virgin.�
�And what if I want to give it to you?� She drunkenly blinked several times, a rather hopeful expression on her face.
Ah, HELL. My mind started racing again. �Paige, Paige ... that�s something you need to think about and give to someone who�s really special to you.�
�YOU�RE special to me, Ben. You�re my hero.� The cute redhead was looking up at me with big blue eyes, shimmering with moisture. �I can�t think of ANYONE else I�d rather give my virginity to than you!�
�Wait, wait...� I stammered, looking for an out. I did NOT need this right now. �Paige, you�re drunk.�
�So?�
�So you�re not thinking straight. What do you even know about sex? They teach that in Catholic school?�
Paige snorted, �No, not at all. But I sure figured out some stuff on my own,� she giggled.
�How?� I furrowed my eyebrows.
She giggled again. �Wouldn�t�you�like to know? Just because I�m a virgin doesn�t mean I don�t know stuff.�
�Paige ... I��
She cut me off by pressing her lips to mine. She didn�t move them, just pressing really hard and snaking her tongue out to meet mine. My own alcohol-slowed body reacted instinctively and for a second, I found myself kissing back. Hey, for an inexperienced kid, Paige was a pretty decent kisser.
But then my brain caught up and I pulled back. �Paige! Paige! Wait!�
�What? I�want�to, Ben. I�want�you,� she panted.
I grimaced, tasting the thick aroma of alcohol on her breath. And as I looked at her face her irises began to wobble.
�You are SO drunk.� I wrapped her up in my arm again, tugging her upright. �Come on. We�ve got to sober you up. And THEN we�ll talk about this.�
�Bennn...� she whined, sounding like Eden. And the instant I made that association all trace of sexual arousal for the little girl died. I would NOT be doing anything further with the young redhead.
Putting on a stern expression, I stated flatly, �Food. Water. Come on.�
�Wait,� Paige suddenly stopped. Her cheeks bulged and she bent over, looking ready to hurl.
Ah,�hell. Quickly, I practically picked up her light weight and carried her to the bathroom shared by Dayna and Brandi. I got her kneeling over the toilet just in time as her face turned purple and then a torrent of puke came pouring out of her mouth to splash rather disgustingly into the water.
Well, I supposed this could have turned out worse.
* * *
After cleaning up Paige�s face, I told Adrienne I�d be right back and personally escorted the young girl back to her dorm. I made note of the location and found that her roommate had gone home for the weekend. Then I tucked her into bed and kissed her forehead softly before returning back to my house.
The mood had changed quite a bit while I was gone. Now as I said before, a college house party isn�t like anything I�d ever seen before. But as the evening went past midnight, it certainly took a turn towards the wild abandon I�d seen in the movies.
First, the weather turned colder and people came in from the back yard. With the increased noise in the living room, my roommates started coming out of their bedrooms along with friends to see what the commotion was. Even Brandi and Dayna, who�d been holding court in Dayna�s room most of the evening, came down.
Now a few individuals in a small group are relatively civilized. People hold conversations with each other, use complete sentences, and make well thought-out comments. However, put those same people in a large group, everyone vying for some level of attention, and the whole dynamic changes. Conversations become shouted statements. Complete sentences become short phrases. And well thought-out comments become crude remarks. We became a party mob.
Food was long gone. Alcohol was still plentiful. And as people got drunker without any food to absorb it, inhibitions started falling away. And amongst a core group of trusted friends, even the girls started to act like drunken frat boys.
�Drink! Drink! Drink!�
�I�m sooo wasted!�
�Fuck I�m horny!�
A hot, copper-redhead named Kerri Trainor wound up flat on her back on top of the dining table. She pulled up her tank top to reveal a flat belly while Julie Carpenter, a pretty brunette with a wide mouth, squirted chocolate sauce in an irregular circle around Kerri�s navel. And then a petite Asian girl named Marian Liu poured Jim Beam whiskey into the center.
And to the cheers of a dozen girls and a few guys, Julie first dipped her mouth down to slurp up as much whiskey as possible from Kerri�s belly before licking up nearly half of the chocolate sauce. Marian went next, trying in vain to capture some of the whiskey that had leaked past the chocolate barrier and run down Kerri�s sides to land on the table. And then both Julie and Marian threw all further caution to the wind, licking and slurping with abandon while Kerri squealed in ticklish laughter.
The volume only went up even higher when Julie collected a bunch of chocolate on her tongue and extended it into Kerri�s mouth, the two girls meeting in a sloppy, passionate kiss.
The girls turned and smiled drunkenly at the attention. And then Dayna was tossing Kerri a dishtowel and quickly sliding herself into the same position while pointing at Angela and Monique. �My turn!�
A few minutes later, I felt my shorts get rather stiff when Monique pushed her chocolate filled tongue into Dayna�s mouth. And the roar was almost deafening when Dayna giggled and raised her tank top and bra up to bare her big tits, hooting and jiggling her torso to make those puppies dance.
A hand slid over the bulge in my shorts and Adrienne�s voice was suddenly in my ear. �You�d better save this for me tonight, Tiger.�
�Will do,� I promised as I glanced over to see my gorgeous girlfriend beaming at me. She raised both her hands to my cheeks and then leaned in to kiss me.
The hand on my crotch tightened around the bone in my shorts. Belatedly, I started to wonder: If Adrienne had both her hands on my face, then who was grabbing my dick?
I tensed and a musical voice giggled behind me. I turned to see Felicia standing there, looking absolutely beautiful with those big blue eyes staring deep into mine. �Hey there, handsome.� She gave my cock an extra squeeze for good measure.
Adrienne�s voice was in my ear again. �Oh, and I invited Felicia to spend the night with us. She�s been drinking and I don�t want her to have to go home in this condition. You don�t mind, do you, Tiger?�
* * *
While it seemed to get close three different times, the party never�quite�devolved into an orgy. There were just too many people around and while a lot of skin got exposed, nothing got too out of hand. Perhaps the closest was when Marian Liu shoved her hand into Brett Benson�s jeans, obviously jacking his cock while he stuck a hand into her tube top. But then Tracy McMillan also shoved her hand into Marian�s tube top and Marian squirmed away, laughing gaily.
Bert Kim seemed to be in a perpetual state of shock. The party was quite possibly the wildest experience of his young life, and I�m sure he would forever remember the little sequence of beer-chugging contests between some of the Junior-class girls where the loser would have to flash their boobs to the whole room. Hell, Dayna won twice and flashed us anyways. Gwen even joined in, although she won her contest and I missed out on a chance to see her tits again.
In the end, Gwen and Robin headed out with some older girls and one of the guys to make sure they got back to their dorm. Ryan was going to spend the night with Dawn. Matt with Brandi. And I�m sure Dayna had Kevin in her bedroom, if not others as well. And both Bert and Lynne were going to crash on the couches.
Only after I was sure my friends and family were taken care of did I finally let Adrienne drag me back to our bedroom. And no sooner had she closed the door than I turned around and let my jaw drop to the floor.
I�d seen a good bit of nudity in the past couple of hours, having glimpses of several very nice pairs of breasts. But there�s a key difference between tit-flashes in the middle of a drunken party and a gorgeous, naked female, putting herself out on full, uninterrupted display for YOU.
Clothed, Felicia Clarkson was absolutely gorgeous.
Naked, Felicia Clarkson was a wet dream come true.
Naked, blindfolded, and bound, Felicia Clarkson nearly made me cum in my shorts.
The only articles Felicia was still wearing were her strappy high-heels and jewelry. The slinky dress was a puddle on the floor and her black thong panties had been laid out on the bed. She knelt upright on top of the mattress, her spine erect and her healthy tits thrust forward and upward, the nipples diamond-hard. Her wrists were cuffed in front of her with her hands raised up and pressed together as if praying. The blindfold obscured the upper half of her face while her flowing brown hair cascaded down to cover her shoulders. And the wide-band leather collar was connected to a leash that Adrienne now went and took hold of.
�Do you like what you see, Tiger?� Adrienne smiled at me.
I just grunted and started removing my shirt, a single purpose in mind. And less than a minute later, Felicia was pinned on her back, her high-heeled feet hooked behind my neck while I pounded into her pussy with wild abandon. The gorgeous brunette�s hands were stretched back behind her head where Adrienne was currently fastening them to the headboard. And my fashion model sex-slave screamed her pretty little head off, begging me to drive my cock even deeper into her willing body.
�Yes! Yes, you fucking stud!� Felicia crowed, thrashing her head left and right, looking so helpless with the blindfold covering half her face. �Deeper! Harder! Use me! Abuse me! Fuck me until I can�t breathe!�
Picking up on the �breathe� comment, I reached forward with my left hand, wrapping it around her neck and squeezing gently. Felicia started gasping for oxygen, feeling herself being strangled and her mouth flopped open while she arched her back and came as hard as I�d ever seen her.
Her pussy clamped down on my invading prick, holding on and not letting go while her entire body went NUTS beneath me. Like a fish flopping on the deck, Felicia�s mouth flapped open and closed while she wriggled and bucked and trembled under my heavy weight. I felt a rush of adrenaline having her so helpless beneath me, and it took all my focus and concentration to make sure I didn�t squeeze her neck too hard. With the blindfold, I couldn�t even see the expression on Felicia�s face to know whether she was having the greatest orgasm of her life or truly panicking with fear of death.
So I took my cues from her body. Her hips kept bucking at me while her pussy kept spasming around my cock, copious amounts of fluid squirting out of her to moisten my thighs. And when I figured she�d had enough, I let go of her neck and let the poor girl flop back onto the bed, like that gasping fish going limp in death with only a few final spastic twitches, her wrists still cuffed together to the headboard behind her.
�Holy�fuuuuck...� Felicia gasped, her chest rising and falling dramatically while I let her legs fall to the bed. I settled my own weight on my elbows and knees, backing off enough to nip my lips at her nipples and kiss her forehead gently.
�FUCK I missed you, Ben,� Felicia finally exhaled when she�d caught her breath. �And I�m glad I had a month off. You woulda�killed�me if I hadn�t had time to recover from our last encounter.�
I grinned and the gorgeous brunette pulled my face down to hers for a passionate kiss. But she could only keep it up for a few seconds before having to pull away and gasp for more oxygen. Felicia�s jaw went slack in exhaustion and she turned her head. �Tap me out, please.�
A fully-naked Adrienne was suddenly by my side, first removing Felicia�s handcuffs and letting the well-fucked brunette remove her own blindfold. And then my girlfriend was pushing on my hips and rolling me onto my back where my proudly erect cock stuck straight up like a flagpole. �Aww, you saved it for me!� Adrienne grinned happily.
�You asked me to.� I smiled in return. And then I looked up in sheer bliss as I saw my stunningly beautiful girlfriend. Her big round breasts were proudly bared to my gaze. I admired her flat tummy. And her toned thighs flexed beautifully as she straddled me.
Adrienne�s left hand fisted my cock and aimed while she spread her own labia with her right. And then slowly, the girl I loved so dearly took me happily into her body. �Ooh ... so full, Ben. I�love�this feeling, the first moment of taking you inside of me.�
�I love it too, Adrienne,� I hummed as I reached up to palm both her massive tits.
�I�ll always love you, Ben. Forever and always.� Moisture began filling her eyes as she stared down at me. And all the while she continued bouncing up and down, fucking herself upon my rigid pole. �This body is yours to take whenever you want it. Take me now. Take me now!�
Seizing the moment, I rolled Adrienne over which dislodged my prick for a few seconds. But it was only for a few seconds as I grabbed her legs and rammed my dick into her once again, slamming my cock to the hilt in a single thrust.
�Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!!!� the sexy blonde threw her head back and screamed at the thrust, yelling until her breath gave out. And while I hammered her body with rough thrusting she took a deep breath and screamed again, �Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!�
With meaty slaps, my pelvis impacted against hers. I drew back and then lunged forward repeatedly, slapping our bodies together.
�That�s it! Fuck me, Ben! Harder! Pound me! FUCK! Fucking FUCK!�
Adrienne and I made love �our way�: We fucked like animals. And with her screaming her lungs out and me bellowing my orgasm, we came together and I filled up her body with all the creamy spunk that had been storing up throughout the night. From Felicia�s initial teasing to the arousal of drunken college girls doing body shots off each other and flashing their tits, I�d built up quite a load. And when the first great wad slammed into the back of Adrienne�s pussy, she visibly flinched it hit her so hard. And that only made her scream even louder.
�FUUUUUUUUCCCKKKKK!!!�
When we were done, Adrienne used her strong legs to hold me inside her for a bit longer while I slowly went limp. We kissed with tender gentleness, a stark contrast to the violence of our fucking. It was our way of showing that we indeed loved each other as much as any couple could be in love. Adrienne was sexy, gorgeous, and willing to share. I really did have the greatest girlfriend in the world.
And when I finally rolled over onto my back, panting for air, Adrienne�s voice crackled in the silence. �Felicia!�
�Yes�m?� The brunette replied obediently and quickly knelt beside Adrienne.
�Suck all that out of me!�
Felicia grinned. �Yes�m.�
* * *
I was�really�liking college so far. Don�t get me wrong, I love my parents and I adore the twins, but the freedom to just do whatever the fuck I wanted (and fuck whenever I wanted) without having to tiptoe around parents or younger siblings was just INCREDIBLE. I�d gotten thoroughly laid every single night since arriving and I didn�t see any reason for that to change in the coming months. The fact was, I slept better after having sex.
That night, I slept�very�well. How could I not? I�d cum three times and fell into the deep sleep of the drunk and well-fucked.
After draining Adrienne�s cunt of my first load, Felicia crawled on top of my girlfriend in a sixty-nine while I pounded her from behind and filled her up with a fresh batch. Adrienne then returned the favor by slurping me out while Felicia went down on me to revive me for a third round. And then Felicia reached over and spread Adrienne�s cheeks for me while I pressed my dick into the blonde�s backdoor. I literally fell asleep on top of my girlfriend�s sweaty back with my cock still lodged in her rectum.
But sometime in the night, I�d slipped out of Adrienne�s ass and someone had cleaned us up. I awoke just after 8am feeling refreshed and relaxed, even though I hadn�t gone to sleep until after 3am. Like I said, I slept better after having sex. 5 post-ejaculate hours felt just as good as 8 hours with a round stuck in the chamber.
When I woke up, it was to find Adrienne spooned in front of me. I didn�t remember cleaning up but I was wearing boxers and Adrienne was wearing panties. I dug my morning wood into the crease of her buttocks, humping lightly before full awareness hit me. After a while, I recalled that I�d bedded down with two young women last night; and I rolled onto my back to look for Felicia.
I found her sitting up on the daybed, a blanket around her lower body while she had her knees up to her chest and her arms wrapped around them. Her head had been turned to the side as she rested her cheek against her knees, but presently the pretty brunette picked her head up and smiled at me, her pale blue eyes sparkling in the morning light. �Hey,� she said softly so as not to wake Adrienne.
�Hey,� I responded in kind. �Did you sleep over there?�
Felicia shrugged. �I�m not used to sleeping with someone else.� Her words indicated she preferred to be alone but I read something in her posture and tone that said she wouldn�t mind some cuddling while awake.
I nodded and then gingerly slid myself off the bed, making sure Adrienne stayed asleep. Then I crossed the room and lifted the blanket to sit beside Felicia, wrapping my arm around her shoulders as she sighed happily and sagged against chest. �What are you doing up?� I asked.
She shrugged. �Not used to sleeping in unfamiliar beds, either. It�s okay. I don�t need much sleep. I�m used to it.�
�Aww...� I hugged her a little tighter, and Felicia sighed contentedly as she felt my warm embrace. The fashion model was all skin and bones, slender limbs and minimal body fat. She felt cold beneath my grasp, despite the blanket. I wrapped my other arm around her and rocked her gently.
�Mmm ... this is nice...� Felicia hummed. �But maybe you shouldn�t let Adrienne catch us like this.�
I snorted. �She watched me plunging my dick into you, Felice. I think she can handle us cuddling. Really, she won�t mind.�
�Sex is one thing. That�s just physical. Cuddling is more ... intimate, Ben.� She smiled. �And did you just call me �Felice�?�
I blinked and smiled. I had. It just sounded more ... comfortable. �Yeah, I think I did.�
The beautiful brunette smiled and buried her nose against my chest. �I had an Aunt who used to call me �Felice�. She couldn�t have children of her own and said I was her �happy little girl�.�
I smiled and rocked Felicia a little more. The pretty girl in my arms exhaled slowly. �She died a few years ago. I miss that.�
�Do you mind if I call you �Felice�?�
She turned her face up to me, eyes big and bright as she looked deep into the back of my soul. �No. I don�t mind.�
I smiled and ran my hand over her forehead and through her hair, brushing her silky brown locks between my fingers. Felicia hummed happily while I massaged her scalp. But then she blinked a few more times before shrugging back. �Maybe you should stop holding me, Ben.�
�I told you: Adrienne loves me and she knows I love her. She won�t mind.�
�I don�t want to be a distraction. You�ve got enough complications as it is. And I meant it when I said no two people can keep up the pace you and Adrienne have been maintaining so far. Life as an adult couple isn�t all roses and understanding. Shit happens.�
�And we�ll work on it when it comes to that. I love her.� I sighed and gently brushed Felicia�s cheek with the back of my hand. �Do you really want me to let go of you?�
Felicia blinked twice more before shaking her head. �No...� she said quietly. �I don�t.� The pretty brunette exhaled slowly. �I know why girls can fall in love with you so easily. It�s not just the sex. You�re attentive. You�re considerate. You�re just so ... warm ... and strong and protective. You�re such a...�man�... even though you�re four years younger than me.�
I smiled.
Felicia blinked again and pulled herself back. �But I�m feeling things I shouldn�t for you, Ben. So thanks for the hug, but we need to stay friends, okay?�
I frowned but didn�t want to let her go. There was just something so innately appealing to me about holding a pretty girl in my arms. I rubbed her arm and bent her head to mine. And then I kissed her forehead tenderly. �Okay, Felice.�
She shivered, blinking rapidly while staring at my chest. And then before I could react, Felicia suddenly grabbed my head and pulled it to her again, this time making sure my lips met hers as she fell backwards across the daybed and pulled me on top of her.
In the night, Felicia had pulled on one of my T-shirts, not having any other clothes of her own. The smell reminded me of how Brooke had often worn my T-shirts to bed, or how Adrienne had recently picked up the habit as well. It was certainly a good smell, a positive smell that stirred my arousal. And I was quick to help Felicia pull it over her head before ducking my face to the crook of her neck to kiss and lick while she moaned softly and clutched me to her body.
We french kissed for a few minutes, the gorgeous brunette pressing her firm tits into my bare chest while her hands stroked my spine. And once my body locked onto the concept that we were indeed about to fuck, all my automatic sexual instincts kicked in while my brain called up Felicia�s �user manual�. It was a pretty simple guide; the girl was an orgasm machine. Almost every button I pushed would provide her with pleasure. And she started cumming from the moment my dick slotted into her pussy.
�Ohhh,�fuck me, Ben...� Felicia groaned blissfully while her eyes spaced out and her pussy spasmed around my cock. I recognized her tone. Last night, I�d�fucked�her. But this morning, Felicia wanted me to make love to her.
So I didn�t pin her down. I didn�t restrain her wrists. I didn�t even fold her legs over my shoulders. I simply scooped my hands beneath her shoulder blades, keeping my weight off her chest while dipping my face to meet hers for a passionate kiss. Felicia hooked her ankles around my calves, tugging me gently to get me even deeper into her.
We moved at an Andante pace, not too slow but not too fast either. We kept the volume down, not out of respect for Adrienne�s slumber but just because there was no need for words. Felicia�s eyes shone as she looked at me. She whimpered softly with cute squeaks to accentuate every little thrust. Even though I had an arsenal of buttons to push, to work her body like a puppet to make her scream or cream, I didn�t use them. I simply made love to her, just the way she wanted.
Felicia only had two orgasms: the first when I first slotted into her, and the second when I came. There wasn�t much of a ramp up. One minute I was thrusting at a calm Andante pace and then all of a sudden I grunted, �I�m cumming, Felice! I�m cumming!�
�Cum in me!� Felicia moaned happily. �Cum in me!� And then she tightened up and climaxed as she felt my hot jets spurting inside her body.
I turned my head and kissed her as I came, feeling the blissful morning relief as I poured out my creamy load, feeling like my orgasm was flowing out of me in a single stream. Felicia hummed happily into my mouth while our tongues wrapped around each other. And our hips kept rhythmically pumping up and down on the bed.
But then Felicia abruptly pulled her face away. �No. No! Ben, we shouldn�t have done that!�
�Wha�?� I picked my head up, confused as all hell. My cock twitched inside her pussy.
�You shouldn�t have made love to me,� she whimpered pitifully. �I needed you to just fuck me!�
�Wha�?� I still didn�t understand.
�I can�t fall in love with you, Ben! You�re not mine to have!� Felicia started crying and slapping my shoulders. �You�re not mine to have!�
�Felice...� I began slowly.
�No!� She turned and her eyes dimmed to a steely grey. �You�re not mine. You�re hers. And I can�t take you away from her. I�ve stolen guys before, but not from�you.� Felicia�s gaze was now to the right of me, and I turned my head to see Adrienne sitting up in bed, trapping the sheets against her chest.
I blinked in confusion. Felicia shuddered beneath me and then bit her lip. �I�m sorry, Adrienne. I never meant for it to get this far.�
�It�s okay,� my girlfriend replied softly. �I�m not jealous. But I�ve been there. I understand what you�re going through.� And then Adrienne got up, moving to me and then gently but firmly directing me out of Felicia�s sodden pussy.
I sat back, somewhat confused by what was going on. I knew I was supposed to be the man. I was supposed to take charge of my life. But how the hell could I take charge of a situation I couldn�t comprehend? In some ways, I understood women so innately, like how to pleasure them even better than they knew themselves. But emotions? Love? I didn�t understand women at all.
Felicia whimpered but bowed her head obediently when Adrienne came back with the blindfold and collar. The beautiful brunette darted one glance to me just as Adrienne was about to put it on her, causing my girlfriend to stop and wait. But then Felicia turned her head and nodded a confirmation, allowing the blonde to fasten the blindfold and then attach the collar. Adrienne then dropped a familiar tube of KY Jelly into Felicia�s hands and guided the girl onto our bed before returning to me.
�What�s going on?� I asked.
Adrienne simply brushed her hair behind her ears and knelt on the floor before me. �You�re going to fuck her, Ben.� And then my girlfriend bent over to slurp my limp dick into her mouth, sucking off Felicia�s pussy juice.
�I just did,� I explained.
Adrienne shook her head with my cock still in her mouth before pulling back. �No, you made love to her, a very bad thing to do when a girl feels like she�s falling in love with you, at least if you don�t want her to end up in love with you. Now you�ve got to fuck her, put her back into place.�
�What?�
�You�re friends, Ben. That�s all she really wants and all I think you want from her. Or do you want Felicia to be your girlfriend?�
It was an odd thing to hear my girlfriend asking me, and I stroked Adrienne�s hair and said, �No. I love you.�
�Then you have to fuck her. Just take her and use her. Fuck her and don�t be gentle about it. You�re friends, Ben. It�s just about sex, not love. You�ve got to fix this.� And then Adrienne bent over and resumed blowing me to get me hard again.
My jaw went up and down a few times. It was hard to wrap my head around what was going on. It was even harder while my brain was constantly being bombarded by pleasurable feelings emanating from Adrienne�s fantastic blowjob.
But then I looked up to see a blindfolded and collared Felicia pull her lubricated fingers out of her own ass while bent over in anticipation. She folded her arms on top of the mattress and rested her cheek against them. And her butt was in the air, supported by her knees.
My sex drive surged, washing away any further doubt in my mind. The sexual animal inside me took charge. The goal was clear: fuck Felicia�s ass. Bend her over, ream her out, and blast her bowels full of cum. Forget emotions. Forget feelings. Forget trying to understand the�why�I was doing this or trying to figure out what made Felicia tick. She wanted me to fuck her ass, and fuck her ass I would do. And when Adrienne stood up and moved over to spread the brunette model�s cheeks, I knew exactly what I had to do.
I wasn�t gentle as I rammed my dick through Felicia�s anus. Her scream was loud enough to wake the whole house if they weren�t up already. But the scream was quickly followed by a howl of pleasure as my hands found Felicia�s clitoris and I strummed out a quick melody to send her into ecstasy. As quickly as possible, I sped up to Allegretto, sodomizing the older girl bent over before me and almost brutally shoving my thick dick in and out of her stretched anus.
Adrienne wasn�t idle, either. She�d ditched her panties and moved in front of Felicia. Spreading her legs, she inched up until her pussy was right in front of the blindfolded girl�s face. Felicia took the hint, leaning forward to begin lapping at my girlfriend�s wet snatch while I continued reaming out her ass.
I spanked Felicia�s left ass cheek.
�Aaaahhh!�
�Take it, bitch!� No more �Felice�. Not right now. I spanked her again.
�AAAAHHH!�
�Take it! Take my cock up your ass!� I sped up to Vivo.
�Unnghhh,� she groaned into Adrienne�s crotch while my girlfriend grabbed the back of her head and shoved it deeper.
�Cum with my cock in your ass!� I commanded, reaching around to squeeze her nipples.
�Ohhh-ohhh-ohhh...�
�Cum for me! Cum for me!� I popped two fingers into her spasming cunt, thrumming her clit with my thumb while I pinched into her left nipple with the nails of both my left thumb and middle finger.
�AAAAGH!�
�CUM, BITCH, CUM!�
�Ohhh-FUCK! FUUUUUUCK!� Felicia tensed and screamed into Adrienne�s pussy as the climax tore through her body.
�CUM!!!� I howled.
�AAAAGH!� she screamed again, her body shaking and vibrating in orgasm.
�CUM!!!�
�WAAAAH!!!� Felicia shrieked as the orgasm built even higher.
�ARRRGHHH!� I joined her, spraying down Felicia�s bowels with fresh spurts of scalding hot spunk. I slammed my hips into her a final time, pushing her hard enough to make her knees buckle and her body collapse onto the mattress while I continued spewing jism into the depths of her rectum.
And when I squeezed out the last drop, feeling the slow dribble of it tumbling out of my prick to settle somewhere deep inside Felicia�s anal chute, I leaned my head forward to where Adrienne was smiling at me, tilting my head to hers and sighing, �I love you, Adrienne.�
�I love you too, Tiger,� she replied. And then she looked down and gently patted Felicia on the head while the brunette was still blindfolded, panting, and drooling a bit onto the mattress. �And you�re a good sex slave, Felicia.�
I watched the corners of Felicia�s mouth curl upwards. �Thank you, Mistress,� she sighed, giggling at the submissive term. �But with your permission, I don�t think I�m going to visit for a few weeks.�
Adrienne giggled. �Need time to recharge, huh?�
�Yeah,� Felicia sighed. �Much more of this and you guys will�kill�me.�

Chapter 3: Cohabitation

SATURDAY, AUGUST 31, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
Adrienne, Felicia, and I emerged from the bedroom to survey the damage from last night�s house party. Surprisingly, there wasn�t much.
Yeah, I knew there had been beer cans and bottles strewn about the room, but most had already ended up in our recycle bins. The furniture was more or less where it was supposed to be, and someone had cleaned up the puddle of beer where a drunk Tracy McMillan had decided to upend a bottle over her tits last night.
�Oh, hey guys,� I moved forward. �You�re guests. You shouldn�t have to do that.�
Bert and Lynne were up and about, putting the last of the beer cans away and fixing the crooked lamp shade. Bert shrugged. �We were up. Seemed like the least we could do for you guys inviting us and letting us crash overnight.�
Lynne just fixed a naughty smile on her face, her eyes obviously roving up and down my body. �Looks like�somebody�had a good time this morning.�
Bert blushed a bright pink. �Sounded�like it, too,� he blurted.
Lynne giggled. �This house has absolutely no soundproofing.�
It was my turn to blush. �Did we wake you?�
�Technically ... no,� Lynne replied while glancing at Bert. Then her eyes rolled up to the ceiling. �It was Dayna squalling at the top of her lungs that really did it. Or I suppose it could be Tracy. Either way, it started upstairs. But then yeah, you guys were pretty loud. �Cum, bitch, cum�? �Take my cock up your ass�?� Lynne giggled. �Ben, I�m glad you never got that wild with me.�
Bert turned bright pink again, his eyes darting back and forth between Adrienne and Felicia, who were standing behind me wearing nothing but my T-shirts. It seemed like the poor guy was trying to figure out which girl I�d just finished sodomizing.
�Anyways, we�re almost done.� Lynne waved me off. �Go ahead and get cleaned up you guys. We�ll finish up.�
�Okay,� Adrienne then put in. �But you have to stay and let us make you breakfast. Deal?�
Bert�s stomach growled loudly. He looked up with a goofy grin and replied, �Deal.�
SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 1, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
[knock knock]
I looked up and said, �Come in.�
The door swung open and a cute redhead in a simple blouse and skirt stood in the doorway. It was the first time I�d seen Paige in something other than a schoolgirl uniform; and for the first time she really looked eighteen to me.
�Hi, Ben,� she started nervously while waving back into the living room. �Adrienne said you shouldn�t be too busy. But if you are, I can come back another time.�
I read the hopeful need in her voice and simply nodded, gesturing next to me on the daybed. I put my book down and pushed myself into a corner. �You look better. Last time I saw you, you were a little green around the gills.�
She blushed as she sat down and smoothed her skirt in front of her. �Thanks for getting me home. I don�t think I�d ever been that drunk before. Actually, I had planned to come visit yesterday; but I wound up with the�worst�hangover.�
I smiled. �Be glad you puked then; it cleared out a lot of the alcohol. Otherwise your hangover might have been worse.�
She smiled and looked down, �Lesson learned.�
I smiled back and relaxed somewhat. Another new development was that Paige was moving at what felt like half-speed. Normally she was such a hyper, chatty sprite. But today, with the more grown-up clothes and toned down attitude, I could see the young adult woman she was becoming. �So what�s up?� I asked.
Paige pinched her lips nervously and glanced away before beginning, �I wanted to apologize for how I behaved at the party on Friday. My memory isn�t perfect, but I�m pretty sure I kind of threw myself at you, didn�t I?�
I shrugged. �No apology necessary.�
She smiled wryly. �You probably have girls throwing themselves at you all the time, don�t you?�
I chuckled. �Uh, I don�t want to say ALL the time.�
Paige looked at me a little funny. �Do you sleep with them?�
I shrugged. �Sometimes.�
She bit her lip and glanced down for a moment. �Then why didn�t you?�
I arched an eyebrow. �Didn�t what? Sleep with you?�
She nodded.
�Paige, you know I�m with Adrienne.�
The cute redhead looked a way, taking a long time to think before turning back to me and sighing, �Is that the only reason?�
�You were drunk, Paige.�
�I�m not drunk now.�
�You throwing yourself at me right now?�
�Would you have sex with me if I did?�
I had to cut this off before it got out of hand. Taking a deep breath, I collected myself and then asked, �Paige, what�s going on?�
She huffed and looked away. �Am I not pretty enough for you? Sexy enough? I mean, I know I�m short and my boobs aren�t that big but��
�Paige, Paige,� I sat up and took her hands. I squeezed until she slowed down again, calming her breathing and looking right back into my eyes. Only then did I ask again, �What�s going on?�
She tilted her head. �I want ... I want...� She took another breath. �I�ve got a big crush on you, Ben.�
I bit my lip and sighed. �Paige, I�m in love with Adrienne.�
�I�know...� She pulled her hands back and turned away.
�And you don�t even really know me,� I explained.
�You rescued me, Ben. That�s all I need to know.�
�Ryan rescued you. I just got my ass kicked.�
Paige shook her head. �You�did. You came in, even though you had no idea Ryan was coming; and I got free because of you.�
�Then it�s just a hero-worship complex. Paige, I�d be happy to get to know you, as a friend. And I WANT to be your friend. It�s like I now have this cosmic responsibility to make sure you�re safe and keep you out of trouble. But if you�re looking for a boyfriend, I�m sorry.�
Still turned to the side, the petite redhead blinked a few times before glancing back at me. �What if I just want to give my virginity to you?�
�Paige!� I barked.
She winced and looked away again.
�Think about that before you say anything. A girl�s virginity is very precious to her.�
�And I can�t think of a better guy to give it to.� She looked at me with big blue puppy dog eyes.
I shook my head. Yeah, I�d slept with other girls since hooking up with Adrienne, all with her permission. Girls like Candy, Heather, Helene, and now Dayna. But this was a little different. None of those girls had latent feelings for me; they just wanted sex. Romantic emotions ... complicated things. �Paige, it wouldn�t be right. That�s something you should save until you�re sure about it, sure about the guy.�
�I�m sure about you!�
�You don�t even know me.� I held up a hand to forestall her response. �Not really. Not yet. And it wouldn�t be fair to you, knowing that my heart belongs to someone else.�
A solitary tear rolled down her cheek, but she gritted her teeth and nodded. I wanted badly to reach out and hug her, reassure her, but in a moment like this, such affection would only raise false hopes. I waited patiently, looking sympathetic but stern.
At last, she took a deep breath, nodding again. �I get it. I�m not happy with it; but I get it.�
�Paige, I�m sorry.�
�No, it�s okay. I know I can�t compete with a goddess like Adrienne, anyways.�
�It�s not about that and you know it.� I took a chance, saying, �If it makes you feel any better, you are�very�sexy Paige. You�ve a beautiful face and your body is quite boner-inducing.�
A little smile tugged at the corners of her lips and she turned to face me with a twinkle in her eye. �Really?�
�Really.�
�So...� Paige began in a curious tone. �If I�didn�t�have this crush on you, you�d consider sleeping with me?�
�No,� I shook my head firmly. �Your virginity is still something I�d recommend you save for the right guy.�
Paige grinned. �I DID say I still know stuff. There�re ... other ... things we could do...�
�Paige...� I began in a warning tone.
�Okay, okay.� She waved and turned back, taking a deep breath. �I can�t help it, Ben. You turn me on.�
�That�s okay, I don�t mind.� I shrugged.
Paige inhaled again. �Please tell me I didn�t�totally�ruin any chance of being friends with you.�
I shook my head. �No, not at all.� I sat up now and re-took her hands, squeezing gently and rubbing the backs of her fingers with my thumbs. �I told you I�d give you the chance to get to know me; and I�d like to get to know you, too.�
She smiled radiantly, looking adorably cute. �Me, too.�
MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 2, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�You were quite loud that time,� Adrienne giggled as she unbuttoned my shirt and yanked it down my arms.
�Dayna was in a particular mood.�
�YOU were in a particular mood,� my girlfriend giggled while she worked my jeans. They were easy to remove since I�d never bothered to zip myself back up.
�Sorry ... I was just sooo horny...�
Adrienne laughed, �I know. I�m your girlfriend, remember?�
�Most girlfriends don�t send their boyfriends upstairs to practically rape the hot blonde,� I reasoned and stepped out of my jeans.
�I was busy. I was in the middle of a chapter and I didn�t want to lose my train of thought,� Adrienne hummed while she fisted my cock.
�I know, I know. I�m not complaining.�
Adrienne giggled again. �Mmm ... you�ve still got her juices on you.� And then the gorgeous blonde darted her head forward and almost immediately dropped her lips to the very base of my cock, taking my full length deep into her throat.
I groaned in pleasure and then she pulled back, smacking her lips. �Yummy. Now I want you to tell me what you did to her.�
�What?� I arched an eyebrow.
�Tell me. Play-by-play.� Adrienne nodded firmly before taking me into her mouth again. I�d only cum the one time with Dayna and was rock hard for more.
I grinned and thought about it. �Well, uh, Dayna�did�say anytime, anywhere,� I began, sighing happily while running my fingers through my girlfriend�s silky blonde hair.
Adrienne popped off. �And in any hole, right?�
I chuckled. �Well, I didn�t want to have to clean up before coming down here. Otherwise, Dayna DID want me up her ass...�
Adrienne giggled and resumed her blowjob.
�Anyways, I was so hot and horny I literally just banged Dayna�s door open, startling her away from her books. She looked frightened for all of half a second before she saw the gleam in my eyes. And she was unresisting from that point on as I grabbed her shoulders and started manhandling her. Hell, I think she got wet just because I was being so forceful.�
�Mmm...� Adrienne moaned around my meat, her lips quivering and her eyelids fluttering.
�I took her right there over her desk. Didn�t even bother to remove her clothes. She was soaking wet by the time I got her jeans and panties down to her knees, and I left them there, keeping her legs together. Her cunt was sooo freakin� tight that way,� I sighed.
�Mmm...� Adrienne moaned again.
�I got my hands inside her shirt and under her bra. The straps kinda pinched down around my wrists, but I wasn�t going to let go of her tits. I squeezed them roughly and pinched her nipples while using them as handholds to ram her body back against me. Dayna had her own hands braced on top of some papers, and they started slipping all over the desk and she had to scramble not to fall over while I kept pounding her pussy from behind.�
�Mmm-nnnghhh...� Adrienne groaned. She was fingering herself by now.
�Once she got a grip on the desk and started fucking her hips back at me, I began spanking her. She was shrieking so loud by then, yelling �Fuck me! Harder!� Could you hear her from down here?�
�Mm-hmm,� Adrienne nodded and sucked again. I was getting close.
�I�m not sure how long it was, but it didn�t take long. I was so revved up I just powered my way through her body without restraint. I never went near her clit, but Dayna tightened up and came pretty quickly herself. That time she was so loud, Brandi actually came over and started watching. Can you believe that?�
Adrienne smiled around my dick mirthfully, picturing me hammering away at Dayna over her desk while my big sister stood in the doorway, masturbating herself.
�I only lasted another minute after that. I wasn�t trying to hold back, I just wanted to cum. So I dug my nails into Dayna�s tits and jerked her against my crotch, roaring as I started spunking my load into her body. My hips must have jerked three or four times while I filled her up, and when I was done, I simply smacked her ass again and said, �Thanks for the ride.��
Adrienne giggled, causing pleasant vibrations to shoot up my rod.
�Dayna just groaned and sagged against the desk. I could see my cum already starting to leak out of her pink taco. And I simply turned around and grinned to Brandi, saying, �She�s all yours.�� I chuckled. �My sister couldn�t get Dayna�s jeans and panties off fast enough. I heard Brandi slurping my jism out of Dayna�s cunt before I even got to the stairs. And now I�m here.�
�Mmm-hmm...� Adrienne hummed, and then took me deep into her throat once again.
Listening to my story had gotten her revved up, and Adrienne attacked my cock with a fervor. She actually brought herself off once before reaching out with her hands to fondle my balls and tickle the underside of my shaft. A few moments later, the hot blonde got the result she�d desired as I started busting my nut inside her mouth.
I watched Adrienne�s throat contracting with every gulp, hearing the wet sounds of her swallowing while she jacked my rod in her right hand and continued fondling my testicles with her left. And such a look of blissful pleasure crossed my girlfriend�s face that I couldn�t be sure she hadn�t just orgasmed again.
In the end, Adrienne sucked me dry and pulled back to take a deep breath, filling her lungs with oxygen and causing her tits to expand in her tight top. She swept her lower lip out to clean up the little bit of cum that had started to leak out, and then smacked her lips happily.
�Next time, go ahead and fuck Dayna�s ass.� Adrienne grinned up at me from her position still kneeling in our bedroom. �Then come down here, bend me over, lube me up, and cornhole the hell outta me, too. Got it?�
I grinned. �Got it.�
FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 6, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Hey everyone.�
I looked up from my spot on the couch to see Angela Chan and Monique St. Claire walk in. Only a couple of weeks into the semester, they � and all our other friends � didn�t bother ringing the doorbell anymore. If the front door was unlocked, people just cruised on in. It was easier than having someone constantly get up to answer the door.
As people living in an off-campus house, within days I found that we�d become Social Central. We were convenient to a lot of academic areas, as much as the dorms. But our living room was a private lounge for our cadre of friends as opposed to the masses at one of the dorms or any other campus hangout. Some people congregated on the steps of Sproul Hall every day; our friends congregated here.
On this day, Dawn, Ryan, Gwen, Robin, Paige, and Bert were with me in the living room while we all studied or did homework. Including Adrienne, I supposed this was my new �crew�. On any given day, most all of us would end up hanging out in some form or another. It wasn�t quite as routine as my old High School lunch group, but we eight were the daily regulars in the living room.
Angela and Monique waved to us and then headed for the stairs, going up to hang out with Brandi and Dayna. Dayna�s Master Bedroom had its own sitting area up there.
I was just getting back into my book when a loud voice shattered the silence. �Oh, come ON, Ben. This is the third time this week!�
�Wait, what?� I frowned.
My girlfriend came storming out of our bedroom looking as if I�d just dropped my shorts and taken a crap in her underwear drawer. �It�s a frikkin� big hamper, Ben!� Adrienne bitched. �I thought you were a basketball player! How the fuck do you miss THAT?�
�What?�
�Your socks! They�re on the floor! AGAIN!�
I got defensive. �They�re ... around ... the hamper.�
�But not IN the hamper, Ben! IN the hamper!� Adrienne tossed her hands into the air and stomped back into the bedroom.
�Trouble in paradise?� Robin snarked.
�Don�t!� I pointed a finger at the pretty brunette threateningly. The sarcastic girl just shrugged and turned back to her book.
�Classic roommate conflict,� Gwen mused. She was a psych major and not taking Math 16A with us, but our house was still her primary hangout spot. �You and Miss Perfect starting to get on each other�s nerves already?�
I rolled my eyes. �They�re just socks, Gwen. Don�t make a big deal out of it. And Adrienne�s not �Miss Perfect�.�
Gwen shrugged. �If you say so. But if this is the first time you�ve ever lived with a girl, you�re in for one hell of a nightmare the next few months.�
�I�ve lived with FOUR sisters,� I sighed.
�But never like this,� Gwen giggled. �Mark my words.�
MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 9, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Come ON, Ben! What did you do with my Comparative Lit book?�
�What? What?� I frowned. I paused the PS2 on which I�d been gaming with Bert. I hadn�t been much of a video gamer before but Bert had decided to leave his at our house since he didn�t spend much time at home anymore. And with the console just beckoning to us every day ... well ... why NOT have a little entertainment?
Adrienne came stomping out of our bedroom waving a thick Comparative Literature text. �Well?�
I arched an eyebrow and pointed. �Uh, isn�t THAT the Comparative Lit book?�
�Ben!� Adrienne huffed. �This is YOUR Comparative Lit book. Where�s MINE?�
I screwed up my face. �Huh? It�s the same thing.�
�No ... it�s NOT!� I swear you could see flames shooting out of my girlfriend�s ears. �Mine has my NOTES in the margins!�
�Oh, uh...� I�d had the class just that afternoon. I fumbled around for my backpack and opened the main compartment, pulling out�Adrienne�s�Comparative Lit book. �Uh, sorry.�
�Ben!� Adrienne sighed. �I know we�re sharing a room and all but you�d THINK you could keep your own shit straight.�
�Sorry,� I shrugged and turned back to the video game, unpausing it.
By the way, guys: Turning away and re-starting the video game is a BAD thing to do when your girlfriend is upset with you. Adrienne made this point quite clear when she walked up behind me and smacked me upside the head with my Comparative Lit book.
�Oww!!!� I squalled. But that was all I had time to do as Adrienne dropped my book onto the coffee table with a thud and grabbed hers, storming back into our bedroom.
Yeah ... I wasn�t getting laid tonight...
TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 10, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�You look a little frazzled today,� Dawn bumped her hip into mine, momentarily knocking me off balance while we trudged up the hill. She looked absolutely adorable in a navy blue Cal baseball cap with her sunny blonde hair drawn into braided pigtails, a la DJ. A ringer T-shirt that hugged her nice tits and spray-painted jeans completed her sporty but sexy look.
�Don�t wanna talk about it.�
�What? Big Ben goes a night without sex and he wakes up all cranky?�
�I said I�don�t�want to talk about it, Dawn,� I grumped.
�Hey, what good is it being your best friend if I can�t tease you every now and again?� she giggled.
�Dawn...� I growled.
�What? You gonna get mad at me? Come on, I�d like to see that. You�re NEVER mad at me,� the pretty blonde laughed mockingly.
�Grr!� I turned and dipped my shoulder, pushing it into Dawn�s midsection and lifting her up while she squealed and laughed as I stood up straight. My best friend was flopped over my shoulder like a rag doll.
�Ben! Ben!� she shrieked and giggled at the same time.
�I�ll show you mad!� I laughed and spanked her butt.
�Ben!�
I spanked her again. �Naughty girl!� [spank]. �This�ll teach you to tease me!� [spank]
�Okay! Okay! I�m sorry!� she laughed and immediately I set her back down onto her feet.
�Whew...� Dawn sighed, stopping and putting her hands on her hips. �Sometimes I forget how strong you are.�
I shrugged. �Fucking improves muscle tone.�
�Maybe...� Dawn grinned mischievously, a new gleam coming into her eyes. �But unfortunately you missed your regular workout last night.�
I rolled my eyes and then darted forward, Dawn turning and running away this time while cackling gleefully.
I chased her eagerly, deliberately not quite catching up to her while she bobbed and weaved amongst the other students around us until finally she stopped and turned, letting me grab her around her waist and lift her into the air while spinning us around.
With delighted glee on her beautiful face, Dawn laughed and hung onto me for dear life. But eventually, she patted my shoulders and I set her back down. The both of us then paused to catch our breath.
I had to admit one thing: I didn�t feel so grumpy anymore.
THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 12, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Oh, come ON, Adrienne!�
Adrienne could complain all she wanted about my inability to locate the hamper ... or trash can ... or whatever. It�s not like she was a neat-freak either. She had an annoying habit of leaving papers on every single possible flat surface available in our room. Desks, shelves, bookcases, end tables, whatever. Paper, paper, paper. School notes, mail, flyers she picked up for some odd reason around campus: All managed to end up covering our room.
This day, I had to make a run into town to pick up groceries, things like a 25 lb. bag of rice and some other large items that would require the use of a car. Only ... I couldn�t find the keys to the Mustang.
What felt like fifteen minutes later, I finally dug them out from underneath a pile of random crap on the nightstand. Of course, being a dude, I�d�thought�I checked the same nightstand already. But let�s not talk about me.
I met my girlfriend out in the living room where she was hanging out with the rest of our crew. �What is WITH the papers? You practically buried the keys on the nightstand!� I jiggled the keys in front of her.
Adrienne took one look at me and rolled her eyes. �And exactly how difficult was it to�lift�the paper and grab the keys?�
�That�s not the point! It took me fifteen fucking minutes to FIND them!�
�Then just ask me.� Adrienne sighed as if I was the biggest whiner in the world.
�If I ASK you then you roll your eyes at me like I�m some dumbass who can�t even find a damn thing on my own!�
She rolled her eyes again. And in the most condescending voice, she asked, �ARE you a dumbass who can�t find a damn thing on your own?�
Yeah, you can guess how the fight went from there.
After about three minutes, Gwen finally chirped, �Roommate issues. I TOLD you.�
�Gwen, shut the FUCK up!� Adrienne turned and practically breathed flame.
I just jiggled the keys and walked out the door.
* * *
Later that evening, I was sitting at one end of the couch ... and Adrienne was sitting at the other. Neither of us spoke to each other. Yeah, we were studying, so we technically didn�t�need�to talk to each other. But at the same time, you could cut the tension between us with a freakin� chopstick.
�Ben, you got a minute?�
Both Adrienne and I looked up to see Brandi standing in the doorway to the living room. I glanced at my girlfriend for the briefest of moments before shrugging to my sister. �Uh, sure.�
Brandi turned and headed for the stairs. I put my book down and followed after her. She went into her bedroom and then motioned for me to close the door. My sister then patted the bed beside her and I sat. And then she turned and knelt before me, reaching for my fly.
�Hey, what?� I blurted, surprised by the turn of events.
�You�re all stressed out, Ben.�
�I�m fine,� I grumped.
�No you�re not. You and Adrienne look like you hate each other�s guts, and I can tell you�re all tense inside.�
I sighed. �I said some things I shouldn�t have.�
�So make it up to her.�
�No! It�s her fault as much as mine!�
�Well one of you is going to have to start patching things up.�
�Doesn�t mean it has to be me.�
My sister sighed and then reached for my fly again.
�Hey!�
Brandi rolled her eyes. �Well�I�ve�got a craving. Can you help me? Please?� My sister batted her eyelashes at me and licked her lips. My cock started to rise in my shorts and I just leaned back, bracing my hands against the mattress.
Less than a minute later, my sister�s head bobbed up and down in my lap. Feeling new pleasure shooting through my body, I paused to admire her pretty face and ran my fingers through her long, dark hair. She smiled around my cock and fixed her big brown eyes on me. Once I was hard and twitching, she pulled off and said, �Now that I have your attention, tell me what�s going on.�
�Brandi!� I whined.
�Tell me, or I won�t finish you off.�
�Please?� I begged. Once brought to this state of arousal, I was pretty helpless.
My sister bent her head, taking a long lick at my prick from balls to crown, humming happily before pulling her head back and fixing me with a stern look. �Apologize to her.�
�For what?� I whimpered, biting my lip. �Today was her fault.�
�And tomorrow will be your fault. Shit happens. Fault doesn�t matter. All that matters is what you want to get out of it in the end.� Brandi bent back over my cock. �So right now, Ben, do you or don�t you want me to suck you off?�
�Yesss...� I pleaded.
�Is it fair that I�m making you play twenty questions first?�
�No,� I whimpered.
�But it�s still the reality you�re facing.� She licked me again. �Forget about fault, Ben. Your relationship with Adrienne is fraying at the edges and you�ve got to do something about it.�
�But it�s not about our relationship,� I whined. �She nitpicks me as a roommate, not as a boyfriend.�
�Doesn�t matter. Right now, you�re both roommate AND boyfriend. And either conflict will fuck up the way you two act around each other.�
�Okay, okay,� I groaned and added desperately. �I�ll talk to her.�
Brandi licked me again, forcing me to shiver. �I mean it.�Talk�to her,� she intoned. �Don�t argue with her. Be the bigger man. Because you�ve got to remember, she�s a�girl�Ben, and sometimes it�s more important to us to win the argument than be right.�
�That�s not�fair,� I simpered.
�I never said it was�fair. It just�is. This is your reality. Deal with it and man up.�
I sighed. And in a more calm voice I nodded. �Okay.�
Brandi searched my eyes to make sure I really understood while stroking me in her hand lightly to keep me aroused. She arched her eyebrow at me, waiting for my next whining, little-brother complaint.
Instead I just said, �Okay, I get it.� I pulled my dick away from her. �You�ve got my attention and I get it.�
Brandi smiled and sat back on her heels.
�Quite the unorthodox method for a sister to get her brother�s attention, though,� I growled while tucking my erection back into my shorts.
The pretty 20-year-old brunette smiled. �We�re not an orthodox family.� And then as if to prove her point, she lunged forward again, yanked my dick back out of my shorts, and shoved it into her mouth.
�Whoa! Whoa!� My eyes popped open. �I thought you were just trying to get my attention?�
Brandi smirked around my cock, pulling away just long enough to say, �I want some incestuous brother cum. That�s MY reality.�
I planted my hands on the mattress and let my head loll backwards, groaning as Brandi sucked and licked with exquisite technique. And after another couple of minutes, she succeeded in pulling out my orgasm.
After firing a couple of pints of sperm into her belly, I sagged back until just my elbows were holding me from falling flat across Brandi�s bed. My sister tucked her hair behind her ears and knelt over me, bending down to kiss me softly. �Feel better?�
�Yeah,� I sighed.
�Good. Now go downstairs and fix things with your girlfriend. We all love you Ben, and we won�t LET you screw this up.�
* * *
I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Adrienne�s ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy. My girlfriend clutched at me with all four limbs, holding me tightly as if she never, ever wanted to let me go. She crooned her own climax into my ear and our bodies thrashed violently together until our energy ran out and we collapsed together, sweaty and satisfied.
�Mmm ... that was a good apology, Tiger,� Adrienne patted my shoulder.
�I love you, Adrienne.�
�I know. I love you, too.�
MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 16, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Ben, I want you to meet Grace Choi. We have a couple of classes together.� Adrienne smiled at me. �Grace, this is my boyfriend, Ben.�
I had to stop and let my eyes run up and down the simply gorgeous Korean girl, who was right out of the mold of the hottest Asian babes I�d known in my lifetime. Almost as tall as Adrienne, Grace nevertheless was built more on the fashion model frame, with slender limbs and a delicate bone structure that made her good-sized tits look over-proportionally bigger. Matched with an exotically angular face, Grace was very much �my type�.
I steeled my spine and stepped forward confidently. I�d bedded some of the most stunning creatures on the planet and I wasn�t about to be shy in front of another beautiful girl. �Hi. Pleased to meet you.�
�Likewise. Adrienne talks a lot about you,� Grace replied with just the smallest trace of an accent. And I noticed that her eyes were similarly giving me the once over, a pleased smile tugging at the corners of her lips.
I gestured towards the caf�. �Shall we?�
Adrienne and Grace nodded and we all went inside. Due to a quirk in scheduling, this was a rare opportunity for Adrienne and me to meet for lunch. And while I�d been momentarily disappointed not to have the time alone with my girlfriend, I couldn�t complain about the company.
Grace was flirty and giggly and all the things I liked about girls. She and Adrienne were getting along famously and even getting a little touchy-feely with each other; the little shoulder slaps and cheek pinches somewhat more than the usual girly relationship. And about halfway through lunch, recognition of what was going on finally clicked for me.
I waited until after lunch and after we said goodbye to Grace before asking Adrienne about it. And then the first free moment I got I leaned into my girlfriend�s ear, rubbed her ass, and queried, �Is she going to be the new �Candy�?�
�Ben!� Adrienne hissed while pulling her head away from me and giggling. Adrienne actually looked embarrassed as she stammered, �She�s just a classmate.�
I folded my arms over my chest and arched an eyebrow at her.
She caved after another two seconds. �Well ... maybe. I don�t know yet. Although, she IS quite hot, isn�t she?�
I glanced off into the distance, where Grace was not yet out of sight. �That she is.�
Adrienne sighed and wrapped an arm around my waist while laying her head on my shoulder. �I have to admit, I really do miss Candy. You know, a part of me hoped I would develop that kind of relationship with Dawn, but I don�t think it�s going to happen.�
I frowned. �Why not?�
Adrienne turned and poked me in the chest. �You, silly. Dawn�s already YOUR best friend. She can�t be mine, too. And besides, while she and I are comfortable around each other, I think the shared history with you two won�t ever let me and her quite be that tight with each other, you know?�
I sighed. There went my fantasies about living with both of them for the rest of my life. Yeah, it would be�awesome; but human beings don�t always fall neatly into the roles you might hope for. I nodded in understanding. �So you�ll tell me if things with Grace start ... ah ... progressing?�
Adrienne shrugged. �Of course. Open honesty, remember? But I�m not going to rush things. If it happens, it happens.� Her words said she was being cautious, but I recognized the hopeful look in my girlfriend�s eye.
I leaned in and pecked her forehead. �Good luck.�
THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 19, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�BENNN!!!�
The shrieking voice startled me from my book, popping my head up. I blinked twice and looked over to the desk at Adrienne, pausing for a moment to admire how devastatingly sexy my girlfriend looked at this moment. She was wearing one of my button-down dress shirts. Hell, she wore them more than me, lately; it had become something of a uniform for her around the house. Her massive tits pushed out the material and caused each gap between the buttons to open, so that I could glimpse her creamy titflesh every now and again when I had just the right angle. Sometimes she didn�t even bother to button it, letting me see the color of her bra and the swells of her cleavage. After all, our friends usually all left before 11pm and we locked the front door, so modesty was no longer much of an issue.
�BENNN!!!��The shriek went off again.��SPIDER!!!�
Another spider. This old house had a zillion places for the damn things to hide and it seemed like I was on spider-execution duty every other day. I sighed and closed my book while Adrienne smirked. I stood up and pointed a finger at her. �Don�t pretend that�you�haven�t shrieked like that under the same circumstances.�
My stunning blonde girlfriend held her hands up defensively and nodded. �I know, I know.� Adrienne had certainly had her fair share of spider-panic moments. In fact, only Dawn seemed to be immune to spider-fear, camp girl as she was. Dayna and Brandi were also supposedly outdoor-types, but even they had the typical double-X-chromosome genetic fear of the arachnids.
�Just don�t take too long, okay?� Adrienne asked. �We�re going to sleep in twenty minutes.�
I nodded and then turned and left the bedroom before jogging up the stairs. Dayna would probably have been happier if I was rushing full-tilt to rescue her, but she could handle a few extra seconds. And so I arrived at the blonde�s bedroom with paper towel in hand. �Where is it?�
�There! There! There!� Dayna hopped up and down, distracting me for a moment as her tits jiggled enticingly unfettered beneath her T-shirt. But then I followed her pointing finger and saw the rather large brown spider camping out in the corner just above the white baseboard.
[SWAT-squish]
�Wanna see it?� I turned and asked.
�Uh ... n-no ... just you look and tell me you can see it,� Dayna whimpered while hopping up and down from one leg to the other.
I gingerly turned the paper towel over, seeing the brown and black mess of crushed spider guts and quickly crumpled the excess material around it. �Got it. I swear.�
Then I stood up and carried the entire ball downstairs, got into my slippers, and took the wadded mess down to the trash container outside. I then came back into the house, washed my hands, and returned upstairs to Dayna�s bedroom. It was a lot of work for a single spider, but the girls relaxed much more knowing that even the spider�s remains were out of the house. If it had been a little baby, I might be able to get away with just throwing it in the trash, but definitely not one of these big ones. �All done.� I waved my hands as proof of completion.
�Oh, THANK YOU!� Dayna flung herself at me, even wrapping a leg up and around my hip while clutching me like I�d just rescued her from drowning. You�d think she hadn�t had me kill a half-dozen spiders in the last few weeks.
�It�s okay.� I patted her back and made to release myself. �I�m just going to head down and get back to Adrienne. It�s our bedtime.�
�Oh, please let me thank you!� Dayna rolled her eyes up to me, the crystal blue burning brightly.
I sighed, feeling a little tired. Four out of the last six times I�d killed a spider for Dayna, she�d either blown me or screwed me in her idea of �gratitude�. Personally, I thought Dayna just wanted any excuse to fuck. Actually, just last night she�d conned Brandi into calling me upstairs and then conveniently emerged from the bathroom before �accidentally� letting her towel slip. Adrienne had been out of the house with a study group and I�d taken up the blatant offer, carrying Dayna naked and screaming into her bedroom before bending her over her bed and slamming my dick into her asshole from behind.
But not tonight. �Sorry, Dayna. Adrienne�s waiting for me.�
She screwed up her face but seemed to relent. �Just a quick blowjob?� She bit her lip. �I�m really wound up right now and I just need to relax, Ben. Otherwise�I�ll�never be able to study.�
I exhaled and looked toward the stairs where my books � and Adrienne � were waiting. �Can you make it fast if I don�t hold back?�
The busty blonde was already grinning and working at my shorts. �Sure thing. I promise.�
* * *
Dayna was never good with these promises. She blew me to the brink of ejaculation and then laid back, dropping her shorts and spreading her legs while lifting the hem of her shirt up to her neck to expose those jiggly double-Ds. �Please, Ben? I�need�you.�
So�close to cumming and not quite there, I was helpless to do anything but crawl between her legs and start humping away. FUCK her cunt felt so good wrapped around my dick. Dayna threw her head back, squeezing her own tits and tweaking her own nipples between her fingers. I felt her inner muscles clamping down on my invading prick in such a way that sent lightning bolts of pleasure up and down my spine. And once I got started, all my rules and automatic instincts kicked in and there was no way I could stop until my girl had been satisfied.
I satisfied her alright. Dayna came to two shrieking orgasms within a few minutes before I nutted my load into her body. But just when I was going to dismount her and return to my girlfriend, the hot and horny blonde bombshell grabbed my head and yanked my mouth down around her tongue. She locked her legs behind my hips and started squeezing me again with those inner pussy muscles, massaging my sensitive cock from all sides and making me groan into her mouth.
�Dayna ... I gotta go...� I pleaded.
�Just one more, Ben. I wanna taste you. Just one more, please? Fuck me and then cum in my mouth. Please? For me? Please?�
A half-hour later, I got up and searched for my shorts, leaving a well-fucked Dayna cooing at the ceiling while my semen leaked both from her pussy and the corners of her lips.
I checked the clock and realized how late it had gotten. �Ah, HELL.�
* * *
Adrienne was already in bed, mostly asleep, by the time I got back to the bedroom. She was wearing her own pajamas and not one of my T-shirts, a subtle sign that my girlfriend wasn�t exactly thrilled with me. After all, she always wanted to fall asleep with me holding her; and on this night, I�d failed to arrive on time.
�Adrienne, baby, I�m sorry,� I started as I sat down on the bed beside her, cursing myself for letting my dick think for me again.
With heavy-lidded eyes, my girlfriend glanced at the clock and then frowned at me. �How many times did you fuck her?�
�I�m sorry.�
�How many times?�
I winced. �Twice.� Once might have been understandable, but twice reasoned that I�d taken the time to get hard and fuck Dayna again. �She got me so close with the blowjob that I nutted within two minutes and then I didn�t want to just leave her there and...�
Adrienne waved me off, looking away. �It�s okay.�
�No, it�s not. You always want me to hold you while you go to sleep.�
�No, I get it,� she tried to reason. �I�m still on my period and you won�t sleep well tonight if you don�t get off.�
�I still should have come down here and let you blow me or something. Or maybe I should have gone back to Dayna�after�you�d gone to sleep.�
Adrienne�s mouth was a hard line. �Yes, you should have.�
I grimaced. �Maybe I should just stop entirely with her. She�s got other guys she can call. I don�t need to be this living dildo for her.�
�Don�t say that again. Dayna would much rather it be you than one of them and I really don�t mind. Actually, it�s nice having some other girls around to satisfy you. I mean, I like sex, Ben; but you�re a fucking�machine�and sometimes it�s hard to keep up.� Adrienne sighed. �Just as long as you make the time for me when I really need you.�
�I will! I will!� I promised. �I�m sorry. This won�t happen again!�
Adrienne exhaled slowly, rolling her eyes but considering my apology. At last she simply opened her arms and I quickly rushed forward to hug her. But after the first second she pushed me away. �You smell like Dayna. Go take a shower.�
�Right, right,� I nodded hurriedly. I quickly stripped and headed out the door, Dawn was passing by from the living room to her bedroom and arched an eyebrow at my nakedness; but I ignored her and quickly slipped into the shower to try and clean up as fast as possible. I tried to figure out the optimal duration, knowing I had to get clean enough to pass Adrienne�s smell test in as short a time as I could. After four minutes and some frantic soap scrubbing, I quickly emerged, toweling myself off as I returned to the bedroom.
But Adrienne was already unconscious. Grimacing, I slid myself beneath the covers and fitfully tried to sleep.
MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 23, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
Dawn, Bert, and I walked into the house after a day of classes and we said hello to Robin and Ryan, who were already on the couch waiting for everyone else to arrive. I looked around. Usually on a Tuesday, Adrienne was also home before me.
Just then, a tall, slender guy walked out of the kitchen, holding a can of raspberry iced tea, one of my favorites. Just the mere thought of another guy stealing one of my cans made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. And my mood soured further toward envy when I realized that in some ways, with similar builds and dark hair, the guy was a more handsome version of me. We had different facial structures, but he looked an inch taller, had the same broad shoulders, but had an even thinner waist and more chiseled muscles. He was fit and well-defined without being bulky � more of a slender, wiry strength. His dark hair was thicker and tousled in a way my thinner hair could never match. And he had the palest blue eyes.
I always wondered just how much more handsome I�d look with blue eyes. Damn him.
The guy stopped and looked me up and down, perhaps catching the menace in my gaze. We evaluated each other for a few seconds, but before either of us could say anything, Adrienne came out of the kitchen as well.
�Ben! Hey!� My girlfriend quickly crossed into the living room and gave me a warm hug.
My eyes narrowed and my arm cinched tightly around MY girlfriend�s waist, and I struggled to maintain a calm expression as I nodded back towards the intruder. �Who�s your friend?�
�Oh, this is Will Adler.� Adrienne moved to let go of me, but I gripped her hip and kept her pinned against me. Her eyes furrowed for a second but she just waved. �He�s in my American Politics class and he�s been helping me with my studies the last few weeks. I thought I might as well bring him to come hang out with the gang today. Will, this is my boyfriend, Ben.�
I just nodded curtly. Dawn at least moved forward and held out her hand. �Pleased to meet you, Will. I�m Dawn.�
Bert just waved and then pointed at himself. �Hey. Bert.�
�Hello,� Will said in a deep, but surprisingly soft voice. He shook Dawn�s hand and head nodded to me and Bert before crossing to the couch and taking a seat at one end. Adrienne then tugged me over and sat in the middle. I swallowed my jealousy and moved to sit on her opposite side. At least I wasn�t the only one feeling weird; even Ryan looked a little uncomfortable around the guy.
Relax, Ben, I told myself.�He�s just a classmate. Adrienne�adores�you. It�s nothing.
�Hey! Who�s the cute guy?� Gwen burst through the door, a saucy grin on her face.
I sighed.
THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 26, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Looking forward to going home?� Dawn bumped her hip into mine, momentarily knocking me off balance while we trudged down the hill.
�Sure,� I sighed.
�Come ON, Ben.� The beautiful blonde patted my arm. �You used to be so�excited�to head back!�
I sighed. �That was when I was excited to see Adrienne.�
�What? You�re not excited to see her?�
I exhaled. �Not exactly.�
�I thought you fixed your roommate conflicts.�
�We talked. But I�m still capable of fucking up my responsibilities,� I said mournfully.
�What is it this time?�
I moaned. �I forgot to strip the sheets. She wanted to do laundry today.�
�So?�
�So? She�s gonna kill me when I get back.�
Dawn rolled her eyes. �It�s no big deal.�
�YOU�RE not her roommate.� I sighed. �This was so much easier when she was�just�my girlfriend.�
Dawn shrugged. �It�ll pass.�
I frowned. �And how would YOU know? Who was the last boyfriend you lived with?�
�I just know.�
I shook my head. �I dunno. I just feel like ... like if I don�t find a way to remember to do the dishes or start the laundry or ... whatever ... that I�m going to lose her.�
Dawn snorted. �Lose her? Yeah, right.�
�I�m serious! I mean, if I don�t prove myself as a capable household partner, then she�ll drop me for someone else.�
�Ben, that�s the most ridiculous thing I�ve ever heard.�
�Adrienne�s gorgeous, Dawn. She�s got guys hitting on her all the time. She�s flush with options. And hell, she�s spent more time with this new Will guy this week than with me!�
�You�know�Will isn�t a threat to you, right?� Dawn gave me an odd look.
�Of course, of course,� I nodded.
�Adrienne loves you, Ben,� Dawn reminded me.
�I know, I know.�
�And you love her, don�t you?�
�Of course.�
�Then love conquers all.�
I snorted. �That�s a Disney fairy tale. Love won�t go back in time and strip the sheets so my girlfriend doesn�t get pissed off at me.�
�It�s real, Ben,� Dawn huffed.
I smirked. �You really believe that? Love conquers all?�
Dawn stopped and touched my hand. �I have to.�
I stopped as well and saw the shimmering look in her crystal blue eyes. I knew what she was thinking; after all, we were still connected. But I couldn�t face that right now. I shrugged and pulled my hand away from hers, continuing to walk. And after the briefest of seconds, she followed after.
�Relax, Ben,� Dawn said encouragingly when she caught up to me. �You�ll find a way to make it up to her.�
�Maybe...� I sighed. �But for now, I�m not planning on getting laid tonight.�
�Everything will be alright. Just wait and see.�
FRIDAY, SEPEMBER 27, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Oh, come ON, Adrienne!� Dawn huffed in front of the closed bathroom door. �There aren�t any guys out here except Ben. I even made sure the front door is locked.�
Ten seconds later, the bathroom door swung open and I got an eyeful of Adrienne�s big tits. My stunningly gorgeous girlfriend was topless with her hands on her head, fiddling with her hair. She smirked at me and then turned back to the mirror where she continued primping. Dawn then tried to sneak into the side with her own makeup bag.
�Seriously, A.D.,� Dawn drawled. �I don�t see why you need to go to all this effort. It�s not like Ben hasn�t seen you without your makeup, and he�s staring at your tits in the mirror right now.�
�It�s not about looking good for Ben so much,� Adrienne shrugged. Then she glanced at me in the mirror. �Sorry, Tiger.�
I just waved. Adrienne could say whatever the crap she wanted as long as I could stare at those tits a little longer.
�Anyways,� Adrienne continued. �I wanna look hot while we�re out on our date. Period.�
Dawn shrugged. �I guess I get that. But we�seriously�need more mirrors in this house.�
That was the truth. Now I�ve lived with five girls before: one older sister, three younger, and Mom. I know what it�s like to try and share a bathroom with them, especially in the mornings when it�s time to get ready for school. But Brandi, Brooke, and the twins were ready-to-rumble kinds of girls. Even as teenagers, they didn�t need that much makeup or mirror time; and both Brandi and Brooke had mirrors in their bedrooms anyways.
Adrienne was an entirely different creature.
I�ve said it many, many times. My girlfriend is fucking�gorgeous. With makeup, without makeup, she�s a stunning example of femininity. But she looked her best with makeup and she damn well knew it. Adrienne could take more time in front of a mirror than all four of my sisters combined when she put her mind to it. And she and Dawn often had to fight each other for bathroom time, especially for these Friday night dates.
A light bulb went off in my head just then. There was no time today, but maybe tomorrow ... So tits or no tits, I turned and headed back to our bedroom, thinking that this was one roommate conflict I just�might�be able to resolve.
SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 28, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
I�d had to borrow Dayna�s Impala to fit everything, and all the girls in the house had expressed more than a bit of curiosity while I shuttled various small IKEA boxes and metal brackets from Home Depot into Adrienne�s and my bedroom. But I expressly forbade anyone from entering and locked the bedroom for good measure.
An hour later, I opened the door and almost immediately, all four of my roommates, plus three of Dayna�s girlfriends who were visiting, came to my room in curiosity.
Adrienne took one look at the desk, where I�d set up a large mirror surrounded by a frame with low-power lights. It wasn�t the most elegant looking thing ever, but it was a true, functioning vanity for her. My girlfriend squealed, her pitch high enough to alert every dog for three blocks around, and then screamed, �Ben, you�re a�genius! I LOVE you!�
My girlfriend promptly ran forward and launched herself into my arms while shoving her tongue into the back of my mouth. �Oh, Ben!� Adrienne paused her nuclear kiss and husked at me from millimeters away. �I�m going to fuck you so good right now!�
Oh ... bliss ... Yeah, we�d had a bit of a rough month, getting adjusted to living together and all the little foibles that could potentially get on each other�s nerves. But we could work through it. And every now and again, I just might have a good idea that helps to make everything better. Girls don�t expect you to be perfect all the time; but they certainly want the occasional reminder that you care and are thinking of them.
Adrienne�s legs were still wrapped around my waist while I put all my effort into holding her upright. She then promptly began pulling her blouse up and over her head, wriggling enough to send me staggering around and using every ounce of strength to not drop her. My girlfriend giggled as she tossed the blouse aside and started reaching back for her bra clasp. She just managed to unhook herself when I finally staggered over to the bed and dropped her onto her back, the bra cups just barely still on top of her prodigious mounds.
But not for long. Adrienne giggled and started whipping the shoulder straps down her arms while I blushed and looked to the still-open doorway where six girls smirked at me and my suddenly horny girlfriend.
Dawn smiled and started ushering out the girls, winking at me. They hesitated for a moment, but went obediently ... except for one.
�Come ON, Dayna.� Dawn tugged her older sister�s arm with her right hand and physically started dragging the girl out the door while closing it with her left hand.
�But ... but ... maybe we can join IN!� Dayna protested.
�Not now,� Dawn chuckled. �Leave them to it. If you really want, you can ask Adrienne later tonight.�
The door closed, my jeans dropped to my ankles, and Adrienne spread her legs to the sides. �Come and get it, Tiger.�
Yeah, I got extra-special sex that afternoon.
And yeah, Dayna came and joined us that night.
MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 30, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�You were quite loud that time,� I chuckled as I unbuttoned Adrienne�s shirt and yanked it down her arms.
�Dayna was in a particular mood.�
�She gets like that sometimes,� I growled while I worked Adrienne�s jeans. So tight they were quite difficult to remove, I wondered why my girlfriend had even bothered to put them back on. Didn�t she know that listening to the two of them was going to drive me crazy?
�That girl gets sooo horny...�
I laughed, �I know.�
I then leaned in and kissed her while hooking two fingers into her sopping wet pussy. Adrienne was so soaked that I knew I would be able to completely impale her in a single thrust once I got my cock free. I pulled back and tasted my own lips. �Mmm ... you�ve still got her juices on you.�
Adrienne giggled. �She got more of me. I never knew what hit me. One minute I was coming out of Brandi�s room after we were just chatting and the next I was flat on my back across Dayna�s bed while she was jerking my jeans off harder than you�re doing right now.�
I grinned and nipped at her shoulder, bringing my hands up to cup my girlfriend�s magnificent breasts. �Tell me�exactly�what you two did.�
�Exactly?� Adrienne arched an eyebrow.
�Exactly.�
WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 2, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Hey, no fair! You cut me off!� Paige howled.
�Name of the game, Red.� I grinned and twisted my arms to the sides as if the physical motion would help my video game car hold the turn better.
�In that case, you won�t mind me doing...�this!� Bert crowed as his Nissan Skyline blitzed took the inside turn, forcing me out and off the course.
�Dammit!� I grunted.
Paige giggled. �This is so much fun! And I don�t even have a driver�s license!�
�Welcome to the addiction young Padawan,� Bert intoned.
�Don�t forget you have�homework, Ben,� Adrienne called even louder from behind me.
�Yes, Mom,� I groaned and grimaced as I twisted my arms again, desperately trying to catch up to Bert. Homework or no homework, I wasn�t putting this damn controller down until I beat him.
Then Paige turned to me. �Did you just call me �Red�?�
FRIDAY, OCTOBER 4, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�What are you doing, hiding out in here?� Brandi stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame with her arms crossed beneath her breasts.
I turned away from the paperback I was reading and shrugged. �It�s a Friday afternoon. Everyone�s out.�
�Adrienne leave you all alone?�
�Lingerie shopping with Felicia in San Francisco before our date tonight,� I explained. �She used to get all of her underwear from this British-import shop in Newport because they had a unique fit. But since they didn�t have a store up here, she wanted to find a boutique closer by.� I smirked. It would take a special kind of place to handle the unique proportions of her gloriously perfect melons. I was already looking forward to seeing the tag on an American-scale 36F bra instead of her usual UK-measurement 36E�s. It�s not like her boobs would be any bigger, but I still got a thrill out of the idea of a higher letter in the alphabet.
�What about you?� I asked. �I�d thought the house would be empty by now.�
�Matt�s got this thing tonight.� Brandi�s smile turned into a predatory grin as she stepped into the room, closed the door behind her, and rather obviously flipped the lock. �So if you�re not doing anything too important, I�ve got a craving to taste some brother cum.�
By the way, Adrienne came home not only with 36F bras, but some�34G�s. The cups were about the same volume as her UK 36E�s, but the band was different. Something to do with slight variations by manufacturer.
And of course, the measurement letter was�way�higher. Adrienne immediately started laughing about how big my eyes got when I read the tags. Those internet models ain�t got NOTHING on my girlfriend.
We didn�t bother leaving the house for our date. I couldn�t WAIT to take those puppies for a spin.
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 12, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Go on, Ben. Do it!� Adrienne cheered.
I grinned drunkenly and bent forward, swirling my tongue around Kerri Trainor�s navel and slurping up Jim Beam whiskey. I followed that up by scooping chocolate sauce onto my tongue. And then on a whim, I turned and grabbed Julie Carpenter�s face and shoved my tongue into her throat.
�Woo!!!� I could hear Adrienne�s voice leading the cheers behind me. And then I felt a sharp tug at my ear and suddenly Kerri was pulling both me and Julie around the table and down so that she could kiss us both, the hot redhead alternately snaking her tongue into both of our mouths while the whoops got louder and louder. I was surprised some neighbor hadn�t called the cops on us already.
When I stood up, I saw Bert and pointed. �You ready to try body shots?�
The poor guy�s eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets and he shook his head nervously. I really needed to get that guy drunk enough to let loose, although it wasn�t easy since he carefully controlled himself.
Then I pointed at Grace Choi. �Feeling frisky?� My eyes gleamed as I openly ogled Adrienne�s best friend.
�He�s incorrigible!� Grace giggled while slapping Adrienne�s arm.
I then pointed at Ryan. �Come on, dude.� I slid my arms around Kerri and Julie, tugging on their waists to pull their hips against me from either side. �I�m sure the girls would like to finally see what Mr. Ken Doll tastes like.�
The girls giggled cutely but Ryan just looked nervously at his girlfriend. Dawn laughed and pointed him back at the girls. Ryan arched both his eyebrows as if trying to decide if he was inebriated enough to do it.
�I�m next!� Gwen called drunkenly and moved to climb onto the table, already lifting up her tank top while Kerri and Julie moved away.
�Gwen!� Robin gasped.
Then Gwen pointed at me, �And�you�re�doing the exact same thing to ME.�
I giggled and glanced back at Adrienne, who smirked and waved me on. Two minutes later, my dirty-blonde friend was sucking whiskey and chocolate off my tongue while she wrapped her arms around my neck to hold me tighter.
Dawn finally came around and broke us up. �You just wanted an excuse to kiss Ben, didn�t you?�
�Fuck yeah,� Gwen giggled.
�You�re not still hung up on him, are you?� Dawn asked with mild concern.
But Gwen laughed and waved. �Nah. I know Ben and me aren�t meant to be.� Then the dirty-blonde fixed her dark eyes on me. �But if you ever just want a roll in the hay, you know where to find me.�
I arched an eyebrow and Gwen pulled up her tank top, baring her well-shaped tits to my gaze for a few seconds before dropping the shirt and prancing away, giggling all the while.
I shook my head and returned to Adrienne, who opened her arms to me as I swept her off her feet and spun her around. �Having fun?� I asked.
She giggled. �You still in love with me?�
Kissing Julie, Kerri, and Gwen notwithstanding, I very confidently answered, �Hell, yeah.� Adrienne�s subsequent nuclear kiss sure put any further doubt to rest.
And then little Paige was exclaiming, �Can I go next?�
I whirled around, all my big brother instincts kicking in. �PAIGE!� I growled threateningly.
�Oh, poo.�
MONDAY, OCTOBER 14, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
Bert, Dawn, and I were sitting on a bench outside our next class, which wouldn�t start for another five minutes. We could probably go inside and take our seats, but the weather was absolutely perfect and we just wanted to enjoy it for a bit. Dawn was even lying down, her head in my lap while I slowly brushed her hair with my right hand.
�Dude, three o�clock,� one of my classmates hissed from the next bench on my right, nudging his friend beside him.
Curious, I turned to the right to look as a hot redhead and beautiful brunette turned the corner wearing short skirts and skimpy blouses. I grinned as I recognized them as Kerri Trainor and Julie Carpenter.
��Sup ladies...� the guy on the next bench drawled, nodding his head and trying to look cool.
Feeling smug, I offered up, �Hey Kerri. Hi Julie.�
The girls completely ignored my classmate and came straight to me. Julie replied, �Hiii, Ben� in a flirty, sing-song voice. Kerri just brought a hand up to her lips and blew me a kiss. I started grinning.
And then for good measure, Kerri added, �Hey, Bert. You�re looking good today!�
My friend blushed and looked at his shoes.
�See you guys later.� Julie waved as they passed.
The two boys on the bench to my right literally dropped their jaws open. They looked after the girls, then at Dawn who was just grinning in my lap, and then back to the girls.
Yeah, my ego could get pretty big.
MONDAY, OCTOBER 21, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
It was 12:06am on Sunday night � technically Monday morning � when I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Adrienne�s ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy. My girlfriend dug her heels into my ass, tightening her arms around my back to pull me deeper as she felt the cum flowing out of my body to crash against her insides like waves cresting on the beach. The first wave would start receding only to be met by the second coming forth, and both our bodies twitched and humped together as I finished filling her up with my jism.
�Mmm ... that was a good one, Tiger,� Adrienne patted my shoulder.
�Ughh...� was all I could manage to grunt, my mind blank post-ejaculation. I sagged onto Adrienne�s chest while she rubbed my back, sighing happily.
Eventually, I recovered my energy enough to pick myself off my girlfriend�s body and roll to the side. She reached to the nightstand to get some tissues and blot herself up before it leaked all over our sheets, and I kicked my feet off the bed.
�Where are you going?� Adrienne suddenly turned to me with a frown. She�d been pulling one of my T-shirts over her head to help keep her warm at night, as well as her panties for cleanliness.
I winced. �I, uh, I didn�t finish my Econ homework. I�ve still got to finish it.�
My girlfriend fixed the shirt and her panties and then pouted. �But I thought we were going to sleep together.�
I grimaced. �I would, but you�know�I�ve got to finish this.�
�Well if you hadn�t spent two hours playing that new video game Bert brought over, you would have had time to finish. C�mon Ben. You�ve had ALL weekend!�
�I know, I know.� I winced. I�d procrastinated.
Adrienne bit her lip and sighed. �I�m sorry. I shouldn�t nag.�
�No, it�s okay.� My heart went out to my girlfriend. She really DID love falling asleep in my arms, and I felt like I was letting her down. �C�mon,� I began while rolling back and opening my arm to her. �Come cuddle.�
�But what about your homework?�
�I�ll wait for you to fall asleep, as long as you�re okay with me slipping out once you�re unconscious.�
�Really?� Adrienne�s hazel eyes sparkled, and she looked adorable at this moment.
�Yeah...� I nodded. And then I sighed contentedly while she pillowed her blonde head against my chest and wrapped her arm over me, joining me with a contented sigh of her own.
It felt nice, and as I heard Adrienne�s breathing slow down into a gentle rhythm, I felt a wonderful peace washing over me. But I couldn�t sleep just yet. I HAD to finish my homework.
* * *
�What are you still doing up? Thought you and Adrienne went to bed at midnight every night.�
I looked up from my spot on the couch to see Dayna heading into the kitchen wearing a pink bathrobe. I held up my Econ homework and stifled a yawn. �Gotta finish this by 8am. But I won�t do it again.�
Dayna chuckled. �It starts with a single assignment, Ben. First, it�s one piece of homework. Then, it�s a test you procrastinated studying. The next thing you know, you�re going to sleep in the wee hours of the morning every day, like me. Want some coffee?�
I�d need it. �Sure, thanks.�
The busty blonde nodded and then headed into the kitchen, continuing to talk to me. �So I take it that gorgeous girlfriend of yours is already asleep.�
�Yeah,� I answered while attempting to read the next line in my book.
�You leave her nicely fucked before she passed out?�
I picked my head up. �Huh?�
Dayna returned to the doorway. Behind her, I could hear the coffee maker perking. �I find that I always sleep better after I�ve gotten laid. How �bout you and Adrienne?�
I blushed and glanced down. �Uh, yeah. Me at least. I always sleep better.�
�So you guys make love before you go to bed, right? I can hear you pretty often.�
�Most nights.� I shrugged.
Dayna shook her head. �I�m so jealous. Maybe that�s the appeal of having a more permanent boyfriend. Then again, Matt rarely spends the night with Brandi. They�re not that big on cuddling.�
I shrugged. Brandi never seemed to mind cuddling with me. But then again, I wasn�t her regular bed-partner and I hadn�t exactly spent a lot of overnights with her. In fact, we�d only been together once since Matt came back into town.
�So how much longer are you going to be up?� Dayna asked, a new gleam coming into her eye.
I looked at the paper. �Almost done, actually. Maybe another half-hour. The coffee should keep me wired just long enough.�
Dayna grinned and then headed back into the kitchen. I spent another few minutes working and then the sweet smell of hazelnut wafted toward my nostrils.
�Mmm...� I sighed as I looked up. A smiling Dayna handed me a mug. �Two creams, two sugars, right?�
I nodded and took a sip while she folded one leg beneath her and sat beside me. Her bathrobe came apart just a bit, revealing the center of her cleavage down to her navel and proving the 20-year-old babe was without a bra.
Dayna noted where my eyes had drifted. �About that sleeping better after an orgasm, that�s actually why I�m up right now.�
�Hmm?� My eyebrows went up as I looked over the rim of my mug.
�It�s nearing 3am, Ben. I was�too�tired to sleep, if you know what I mean. Usually, a cup of coffee wakes me up�just�enough to get to a comfortable sleeping point. But I�know�there�s a much better solution.� Dayna grinned at me while holding her mug in her left hand, letting her right hand drift down the neckline of her bathrobe, slowly pulling the material to the side. I found myself almost holding my breath as inch after inch of creamy white bosom was revealed until an erect pink nipple made its presence known.
�So whaddaya say, Ben? Can you help a girl out?�
I took a sip and then a deep breath, nodding. �I don�t know if I�ll be much use to you. I�m kinda sapped on energy right now.�
�That�s okay. I�ll do most of the work,� Dayna grinned before leaning forward, both her tits falling out of the now open bathrobe to drape onto my arm while she tilted her face to mine for a kiss. And as her spicy lips pressed to mine and her wet tongue slithered into my mouth, I felt a surge of fresh energy in my loins.
It didn�t take long to strip down my shorts, and Dayna only had a pair of thong panties on beneath her robe. And as she lowered her steaming pussy around my upright shaft, I groaned and felt a wave of new contentedness wash over me.
Fuck economics. I could finish the last half-hour of the assignment tomorrow morning.
* * *
�Oww!� I hissed, jerking my hand away while sitting up straight and simultaneously trying to appear invisible. Thankfully, no one in the auditorium noticed my outburst and I turned to Dawn with daggers in my eyes. �Will you quit poking me?�
�Then stay awake!� she hissed right back.
I rolled my eyes. Twenty minutes later, as we exited the auditorium, I turned to my pretty best friend and grumped, �Hey, if I fall asleep, I fall asleep. That�s my problem, not yours.�
�What, you don�t want me to wake you up?�
�Not by poking me in the hand with your damn pen!� I grumped in vexed frustration. �Promise�me you won�t do it again!�
Dawn shrugged. �Fine. I�ll get Bert to do it.� She glanced at our friend who was on the other side of me.
I turned and glared at Bert, the poor guy going pale beneath my gaze. �Don�t even think about it,� I growled and pointed over my shoulder back at Dawn. �She�can only get away with it because she�s fucking gorgeous. You don�t have any such advantage.�
Dawn laughed and I turned back to face her with a smile, the tension gone. �Look, thanks, Dawn. I�ve really got to do a better job staying awake in class.�
The gorgeous blonde smirked. �Well, fucking Dayna on the couch in the middle of the night won�t exactly help you sleep.�
I shrugged. �Actually, it did. I slept like a�baby�last night.�
�Like a baby?� Dawn laughed. �Waking up every three hours with wet underwear and squalling uncontrollably?�
I rolled my eyes. �Forget it. Let�s just get some food.�
* * *
�Oh, Bennn...�
I picked my head up from my spot on the couch and looked over.
Adrienne stood in the doorway, looking devastatingly sexy. This night, the gorgeous, busty blonde wore my dress shirt unbuttoned from throat to tails. It was open enough to let me see her glorious breasts with hard nipples, her flat tummy, and her beautiful bald cooch.
I smiled at the view and then turned my head back to my book.
�Ben!� Adrienne barked.
�What?� I turned my head to her again.
�It�s almost midnight! Aren�t you coming to bed?�
I blinked and checked the clock. I was just reading, nothing too pressing. �Oh, right.�
�Come ON, Ben. I�m standing here wearing next to nothing and showing you these nice puppies you love so much,� Adrienne whimpered while lifting her own tits and offering them up to me. �And you just go back to reading?�
I winced. One thing about cohabitation was that I was becoming rather accustomed to Adrienne�s constant presence and frequent nudity. A few months ago, I never would have thought it possible that I could look at Adrienne�s naked body and not immediately feel the need to mount her. But after so many consecutive nights together, I was getting ... I dunno ... indifferent.
But that wasn�t right. I dropped the book and stood up, forcing myself to ogle her nakedness. Familiar or not, my girlfriend had a stunningly gorgeous body, one I still admired. Already tugging my shirt over my head, I grinned lasciviously. �Come on, A.D. Lemme remind you just how much I love those puppies.�
TUESDAY, OCTOBER 22, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
I stared at my book, the words starting to blur together when I felt a strong pair of arms circle around my neck and shoulder. I turned my head just in time to feel Adrienne�s lips nuzzle against my cheek while she hugged me from behind, leaning over the back of the couch.
�Ben, it�s almost midnight,� Adrienne pouted. �Aren�t you coming to bed?�
But I sighed mournfully. �I�m behind again. I�ve got to finish this assignment. You go ahead and go to sleep.�
Adrienne frowned.
I bit my lip, feeling guilty. �Do you want me to come cuddle with you?� Unfortunately, the tone in my voice said that I didn�t�really�want to. I was engrossed in my work.
My girlfriend read the tone and sighed. �No, it�s okay. I guess I can sleep without it. But ... don�t ... don�t you�want�to?� She looked thoroughly confused and her eyebrow arched, making clear her question.
I didn�t turn down sex very often; but this one night, I felt like it. I REALLY just wanted to finish this assignment. �Ah ... uh ... do you?�
Adrienne shrugged. �Not particularly. You know I can go without; but I�m ready if you want to.� It was true. Adrienne enjoyed sex, really, but she wasn�t nearly as horny as I was. If she went a few days without, she�d be just fine. I felt bad for it sometimes, feeling like she was putting out solely to keep me happy. But then whenever I brought it up, she reminded me that she loved me and making me happy made HER happy.
�No, no. I�m fine. I�ll be in as soon as I can, okay?�
�Okay.� Adrienne crossed forward, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and kissing me firmly, our trademark slow-burn kiss.
�Good night, Tiger.�
�Good night, Adrienne.�
WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 23, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Again?� Adrienne pulled her lips off mine while I rolled onto my back, sighing heavily.
�Hey, I�m�tired. It happens,� I groaned.
�Turning down sex again? I�m beginning to think you don�t find me attractive anymore,� Adrienne pouted.
�You�re right. I don�t.� I chuckled and turned my head. But while my girlfriend knew I was joking, there WAS just a bit of hurt in her eyes. The fact was: cohabitation WAS changing us. The sex was routine. Our DAYS were routine. Wake up, go to the bathroom, grab breakfast. Kiss each other goodbye, maybe see each other for lunch but probably not, reunite just before dinner. Do our homework (or let Adrienne watch me play video games while she actually FINISHED her homework). Chat with friends, have one quick orgasm, and go to sleep.
Even our regularly scheduled Friday night dates had become mundane. Dating in High School was special because it gave two kids the chance to be together outside of the high school campus. But now? Adrienne and I LIVED together. Going out to dinner alone just didn�t have its special mystique anymore.
But I had to make the effort. Taking a deep breath, I asked seriously, �Do you really think I�m not attracted to you anymore?�
Adrienne frowned and reached to my groin, patting my limp dick through my boxers. �You tell me. Seriously Ben. I�m half-naked and you�re not even the least bit interested?�
In answer, I turned to kiss her, rolling my girlfriend onto her back. Her golden blonde hair haloed across the pillow and I worked both hands beneath my T-shirt that she was wearing to bed, clamping my hands onto her massive G-cup tits and squeezing them hard. Turned out, Adrienne wore the 36F bras far more than her 34G�s, but I still reveled in the idea of calling them G-cups instead of F-cups.
I like big breasts and I cannot lie. You other brothers can�t deny � that when a girl walks in with an itty-bitty waist and those round things in your face you get�sprung.
Well I got sprung when I got my face between those hooters, and soon Adrienne could feel my throbbing erection grinding into her pelvis.
�You just love me for my tits,� she giggled.
�Uh-huh. That a problem?� I grinned.
She shook her head in the negative. �Wanna fuck them tonight? Wanna grind your cock between my breasts while I lick the head until you spray your cum all over my face?�
Sounded like a plan.
THURSDAY, OCTOBER 24, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Come ON, Ben,� Adrienne huffed in the doorway. �Video games AGAIN?�
�I just got home from class! I need to unwind!� I protested while pressing the up-button to lead my receiver downfield. I heard the rat-a-tat of Bert�s controller as he frantically tried to move his cornerback to deflect the pass.
�You don�t HAVE to play video games. You used to unwind with me,� Adrienne whined.
�Oh, come ON,� I groaned right back. �Can�t I just have a few minutes of Ben-time?�
�Few minutes my ass. How long ago did you get home?� Adrienne griped.
�I�m ALMOST done,� I swore, not exactly sure if we were really almost done. Actually, Bert and I were only in the second quarter.
Adrienne was suddenly behind me, rubbing my shoulders. Her voice dipped to a husky purr and she played her trump card. �Come on, Ben...� She practically oozed sensuality. �Come into the bedroom and I�ll unwind you.�
�Uh, later, later,� I shrugged my shoulders to dislodge her hands.
Adrienne huffed, �Boys.� And then she stalked away and into our bedroom. The door slammed rather obviously, the sound carrying into the living room.
After the play ended, Bert paused the game. �Just between you and me, man, you made the�wrong�choice.�
�Huh?�
He pushed his glasses higher on the bridge of his nose. ��Course, I�m in something of a different situation from you. I haven�t had sex all year and�you�seem to do more screwing than a contractor�s power drill. So I guess you can afford to choose a video game over a girl, but still ... wrong choice, dude.�
I rolled my eyes and pointed to the paused NFL 2K3 game. �You conceding the game?�
�No, no.� Bert shook his head and turned back to the screen, unpausing the game.
�Hey, Bert?� a new voice hummed from behind us.
Bert re-paused the game and we turned around in surprise.
Robin was looking at us funny, her magazine suddenly forgotten. She brushed her bangs back and centered her own rectangular, black-plastic framed glasses. �Would you honestly always choose a girl over a video game?� she asked. �Because you seem to be glued to that controller there.�
Bert glanced at me in confusion for a second before stammering, �Uh, yeah...�
�So what the hell are you sitting�there�for? Why don�t you get up and go meet a girl?�
Bert glanced down and then back at Robin, the pretty brunette evaluating him coolly. �Uh, nervous I guess.�
�Why?�
�It�s kinda hard to talk to a pretty girl.�
Robin paused and looked at Gwen, who was by her side. �You don�t seem nervous around us. Is that an insult?� Robin glared. �Saying we aren�t pretty?�
Bert�s eyes popped WIDE open. �No, no!� he stammered pitifully. �Of course you both are!�
Robin grinned. Clearly, she had just been messing with the guy. She chuckled and then said, �This whole HOUSE is full of pretty girls, Bert. Dayna, Brandi, Monique, Angela ... You never seem to have a problem talking to any of them. Hell, Tracy McMillan was flirting up a storm with you the other day and you never even flinched.�
�She was?� Bert gulped.
�Sure, right Gwen?� Robin turned to her friend, and the girl nodded.
�You just need more practice. C�mon, Gwen. Why don�t you take Bert out back and give him flirting tips.�
�What? No! You do it!� Gwen huffed.
�Me? You�re Miss Flirt with every guy who crosses your path, you slut,� Robin snarked.
�Only with guys I�d sleep with.�
�Ouch,� Robin frowned and looked at Bert.
�Sorry, Bert; that�s not what I meant,� Gwen looked apologetically at my video game partner. �I mean, you�re a cute guy and all, but I�ve made it a point never to date within my circle of friends. Just makes things too complicated.�
�Not true,� Robin pointed out. �You�d fuck Ben again given the chance.�
Gwen blushed and grinned at me. �That�s different. The greatest sexual experience of your life overrides a lot of rules. But that�s not the point. Seriously, you go talk to him, Robin.�
�Fine. Come on, Bert.� Robin started getting up.
The poor guy looked wide-eyed at me.
�C�mon, Bert,� Robin egged. �You said you�d always pick the girl over the game.�
�Go on, she won�t bite,� I waved. Then my eyebrows furrowed and I looked over at Robin. �Do you?�
The pretty brunette pushed her glasses higher up the bridge of her nose and she grinned. �Only when I�really�mean it.�
So the game ended. Bert and Robin went out the back door to �practice flirting�. And free of NFL 2K3�s digital clutches, I sighed and thought of my girlfriend. I�d been a moron. So now it was time to do some damage control. Who ever knew living with a girlfriend could be so HARD?
I went to our bedroom and was just reaching for the door when Adrienne�s voice filtered through. Like I said, these walls weren�t very soundproofed. �Hey, Will!� Adrienne said brightly.
I froze in my tracks, my hand an inch away from the door.
�No, no. I�m not busy. Yeah, Ben�s playing his stupid video games again.�
A knot formed in my stomach. Was Will fucking IN there? No, no way. Adrienne was probably just on the phone.
My girlfriend giggled flirtatiously. �Hell, I�m pretty sure I could strip my top off and stand next to the TV, demanding that he choose, and he�d choose the game.�
What the HELL? What was Adrienne�doing�talking to a�guy�about standing around with her top off? Had Will�seen�her with her top off? What the FUCK?
�So yeah, you want to come over? We�ll finish up our American Politics homework before tomorrow.�
My teeth started grinding.
�Uh-huh ... okay. See you soon.�
I stepped away from the door and returned to the living room, flopping back onto the couch and reaching for the controller. Computer NFL wouldn�t do anymore. I needed a fighter game. Yeah, Practice Mode sounded good. Something where I could beat the ever-non-living-shit out of something that couldn�t fight back.
FRIDAY, OCTOBER 25, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�What�s going on, Ben?� Dawn squeezed my hand while we hit the sidewalk to go to our first class. �Adrienne tells me you�ve been staying up past midnight every night since last Monday. I mean, you used to do it on occasion, but not back-to-back-to-back like this.�
I sighed. �She told you?�
Dawn shrugged. �We tell each other pretty much everything. It�s actually gotten even easier since camp. Back then, she always knew I was faking it a bit for your sake, that I still wanted you back. But now that we�ve agreed to just be friends, a lot of the little wariness we had around each other went away.�
I smirked. �Great. Now I�ve got to worry about my�girlfriend�stealing my�best friend.�
Dawn slapped my shoulder. �Don�t be silly.�
I chuckled and headed onward.
Three seconds later, Dawn picked her head up and said, �Hey! Don�t try to change the subject. What�s going on?�
I exhaled slowly, thinking of Adrienne telling Will that she believed she could strip her top off next to the TV and that I�d choose the game. �I dunno. I ... I think I�m getting addicted to video games.�
Dawn chuckled. �Think? I�d say that�s pretty definite. It seems like every time I see you lately, you�ve got that controller in your hand.�
I sighed. �It�s just so easy to lose track of time. I mean, it feels great to unwind and turn my brain to something other than school for a while. And when I�m a little stressed out, button-mashing really helps me relax. But once I get started, it seems like I can�t stop. The next thing I know, I�m behind on my schoolwork and I have no choice but to stay up late to finish.�
�Simple then: don�t start.� Dawn shrugged as if that was the end of that.
�I can�t help it. Especially when Bert or Paige is already on the game. Heck, Bert�s even got Robin playing with them. And I�ve tried telling myself not to play until I�m done with my homework, I can still hear or see the screen and I�ve found myself going a half-hour without even looking down at my work.� I exhaled. �I can�t study until after I�ve played a bit. When we leave our last class, it�s all I can think about. How to pass the next level. A new custom play I can make in football to beat Bert. What I can do to tune my car. I can�t focus until I�ve gotten that out of my system.�
�Sounds like an addiction.�
I groaned. �I tell myself: Just one game. Play one game, get it out of my system, and go back to work.�
�And do you always stop at one game?�
I sighed. �No.�
Dawn stopped and sat down on the nearest bench, now that we�d made it onto campus. �Ben, you�ve heard of the three S�s?�
I shrugged. �Sure: Study, Socialize, Sleep.� I grinned. �Pick two.�
�Picking only two is for slackers. C�mon, Ben, you�re smart enough and balanced enough to do all three. I am. Adrienne is. But you seem to be skipping Sleep. And for what?�
I shrugged. �I�m doing okay.�
�On sleep? That�s just for now; it�s only been a few weeks. But if you keep this up, those lost hours will catch up to you.�
I frowned, feeling slightly defensive.
�But even the sleep isn�t the point. Ben, cuddle time with your girlfriend is really important to her. There�s a fourth �S�, especially for you two: Sex.�
I grinned. �The most important �S�.�
�Not for you, apparently. Adrienne says you�ve turned down sex a few times lately. Now THAT is not the Ben�I�know.� Dawn shook her head.
�So what are you saying?�
�I�m saying you need to stop and think about what your priorities are, Ben. And I�m saying that every relationship is built on communication. You need to talk to your�girlfriend�about this gaming addiction, not me.�
�But��
�No �buts�. Talk to her.�
I rolled my eyes. �You sound like Brandi.�
�Good,� Dawn grinned. And then she put her hand on mine. �We all love you, Ben. We�re all looking out for you. And we won�t LET you screw this up.�
I frowned.
Dawn arched her eyebrow and a mischievous gleam game into her eye. �And one more incentive.�
Almost nervously, I asked, �What?�
�I�m going to talk to Dayna and Brandi. No more nookie from either of them until you fix this.�
�WHAT?�
�Dayna�s part of the sleep problem. She keeps sidetracking you when you should be cuddling with Adrienne.�
I grimaced. NOW Dawn was bringing out the big guns. Restricting my sex life would be sure to change my behavior. I sighed. �Okay. I�ll talk to Adrienne. We�ll work this out.�
�Don�t give me that mournful face, Ben. Don�t just cave and promise her the world. Really,�work it out. You won�t have to give up the games entirely. I know you enjoy them. You just need to know when to stop.�
I stood up and reached a hand down to Dawn, nodding back in the direction of class. �Okay, I got it. Let�s go.�
* * *
�I�m sorry. I mean, I didn�t realize the games have been taking up so much of my time,� I sighed. I�d been apologizing to Adrienne for the last fifteen minutes, going in circles. Feel contrite, I said sincerely, �You�re my girlfriend. You�deserve�more of my attention.�
�Oh, Ben,� Adrienne hugged me warmly. Any residual anger she�d felt had been washed away by my last fifteen minutes of apologizing. �I�m not like other girlfriends, and I don�t want to be the demanding, catty type. I�m not that needy, am I?�
�No, no, you�re not.�
�I don�t demand that you sit down and listen to me vent about my day,� Adrienne added. �I�ve got girlfriends for that. And I�m not even jealous about other girls. I let you fuck Dayna and Brandi at will.�
�I KNOW. And I�m not complaining.�
�There�s just ONE thing I want from you on a daily basis, Ben: to fall asleep in your arms. Can you just give me that? It�s not too much to ask, is it? And if spending too much time on a video game is what�s causing you to fall behind and not go to sleep with me, then that�s what needs to change.�
�I know, I know,� I simpered. �I�m sorry. It�s just ... sometimes it�s such a�stress-relief�to pound some virtual dummy into a bloody pulp,� I shrugged.
My stunningly gorgeous girlfriend smiled at me, squeezing my hand. And her voice dropped to a sultry, sensuous husk. �Well I�ll make you a deal then, Tiger. Any time you�re feeling stressed ��any time, no matter what I�m doing � instead of picking up a controller, you come find me.� Adrienne leaned in and rubbed her hand over my crotch. �I�ll take the stress away, using whatever parts of my body I have to. Okay?�
�But��
�Any time, Ben,� Adrienne cooed. �You let me worry about relieving your stress. Deal?�
My lower lip trembled and my body flushed with arousal. �Unnghh...� I groaned, feeling my dick getting hard beneath Adrienne�s stroking hand.
�Tell you what, Tiger.� She grinned, flashing me rows of pearly white teeth. �Why don�t I give you an example right now? What say we find out just how much stress you relieve when you�re blasting your cum up my tight asshole, okay?�
Uh, yeah. I could go with that.
�And then, Tiger, I have some apologies of my own to make.�
�Huh?�
Adrienne�s eyes flashed brightly. �I nailed Grace this afternoon. So in the interest of open honesty, I think I have to tell you, play-by-play, exactly how I wrung three orgasms out of her hot, skinny body.�
I grinned. Adrienne and I really should have more of these talks. Communication is everything in a relationship, right?
WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 30, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Hey, Dawn, didn�t you want to try out that new Persian place on Allston?� I nodded with my head westward. We�d just finished class and said goodbye to Bert.
The beautiful young blonde turned and gave me a brilliant smile, brighter than the noon sun. �Yeah ... Wanna go now?�
I nodded and reached my hand out to her. She slid her fingers through mine and we set off. Allston was a bit out of our way for our usual Monday circuit through the school, but we had the time before our next class.
�So everything is good with the girlfriend now? Things have seemed much calmer the past few days.� Dawn asked while swinging our hands back and forth as we strolled casually down the pathway.
�Yeah...� I grinned, thinking of the lovemaking we�d done last night. Adrienne had wanted to pull a full trifecta before going to sleep, and I�d happily complied with her request. �In bed by midnight. Cuddled in each other�s arms. And she even let me play a game of football with Bert yesterday afternoon.�
Dawn grinned. �You�re so lucky. I mean, I know you�ve had some rough patches learning to live together with Adrienne, but Ryan doesn�t spend nearly enough nights staying over with me.�
I grinned and then squeezed her hand. �You know, I feel bad now. You�ve been counseling me on my relationship with Adrienne all this time and I barely talk to you about Ryan.�
She shrugged. �We�re fine. It�s not so different than when I was still in High School. Besides, do you�really�want to hear me talk about Ryan?�
�Well...� I grinned bashfully. �Not really. But not because I�ve got anything against him. Ever since that thing with Paige, we�ve been pretty cool around each other. I don�t know that we�ll ever be the best of friends, but ... we�re cool.�
�Then why not?�
I chuckled. �I�m still a GUY. When would I ever want to hear a girl talk about her relationship problems? You�ve got Dayna, Brandi, and Adrienne for that crap.�
Dawn rolled her eyes. �Men. So unbalanced.�
I chuckled. �Seriously though: if you need a male opinion about him, I�d be happy to listen, Dawn. You�re my best friend and that�s what I�m here for.�
She squeezed my hand and beamed at me.
Dawn and I were just passing the main library when she suddenly jerked on my hand and pointed across Memorial Glade. �Hey. Isn�t that Adrienne?�
I blinked and turned, squinting to try and follow Dawn�s finger. And then I saw her. No one walked quite the same way as Adrienne, and I would recognize her physical body anywhere. A part of me felt like shouting, but she was pretty far away and heading in the wrong direction.
Besides, she was with Will.
Obviously, at this distance, I couldn�t hear what they were saying. But Adrienne was clearly laughing and giggling at something the handsomely cute guy was saying while she patted his shoulder affectionately. And she was even pointing out something on his outfit. Hell, the guy had a better fashion sense than me. I felt my blood turning green and my breath getting shorter and�
�Hey!� Dawn shook my hand. �Stop squeezing so hard.�
�Oh, sorry!� I stammered and released her hand.
Dawn frowned. �Jeez, Ben, one might think you were jealous of�Will. That�s hilarious!�
�No, no. Of course not!� I said defensively. �I�m not jealous.�
Dawn chuckled and rubbed her hand. �Typical. You�ll fuck anything in a skirt; but seeing Adrienne hanging out with a guy, ANY guy, gets you all green with envy, doesn�t it?�
I rolled my eyes. By now, Adrienne and Will were out of sight. I growled, �Can we just go get lunch?�
THURSDAY, OCTOBER 31, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Aren�t you two adorable?� I folded my arms over my chest and grinned. Before me stood Bert and Robin ... only not in their usual attire.
Robin wore a yellow skirt and blue blouse with a big white collar and poofy blue shoulders decorated with red trim. She had a red headband with a bow in the middle of it, her dark hair styled to finish the look. She was Snow White, in full costume, and I couldn�t help chuckling as I realized Bert was her Prince Charming in riding gear and red cape. Robin further completed the look by holding onto Bert�s arm tightly and even pecking him on the cheek. I STILL couldn�t believe those two had hooked up. Bert must have been doing better with Robin�s flirting lessons than I�d initially realized.
Then again, the mere fact that�Robin�even�wanted�to practice flirting with Bert a week ago should have tipped me off to her interest in the guy.
�Lookit you,� I patted my friend on the shoulder. �Looking to sweep Robin off her feet tonight?�
Bert blushed and stammered, �Uh, well, we�re all Prince Charmings.�
Hey, not a bad line for the shy guy. �At heart, man. We are at heart.� I grinned and slapped his shoulder again.
Behind them was Gwen as Belle from Beauty and the Beast, clad in a yellow ballgown with a ridiculously large hemispherical skirt. I shook my head wryly, wondering what possessed a bunch of fully-grown adults to do this to themselves, biting my lip to stifle a chuckle.
�What?� Gwen frowned at me.
�Nothing ... nothing...� I tried to keep from laughing; but the harder I tried, the more my eyes began to water. �You�re all�adorable,� I repeated.
�Laugh it up,� Dawn chuckled from behind me. I turned around to see my beautiful best friend dressed as Cinderella, in a full-length blue and silver ball gown with arm-length gloves and her sunny blonde hair in a perfect Disney up-do with blue headband. Ryan was beside her in a white uniformed Prince Charming costume complete with gold epaulets. He looked�good.
Then I turned a little further and saw Adrienne as Sleeping Beauty all in pink.
And to my abject horror, I saw my girlfriend holding up a hangar upon which was draped a gray Prince Phillip costume with my own red cape. Realization only then dawned on me, and I grunted, �Ah,�shit.�
Adrienne grinned beautifully.
�You�re manipulative bitches, you know?� I scowled without any real heat in my voice.
Dawn and Adrienne glanced at each other. �We know,� Dawn answered for the both of them.
�You didn�t know?� Bert blurted.
I rolled my eyes. Brooke had warned me; my girls loved to do this to me. But you know, I didn�t mind all that much. My life was still really, really good.
The Paige showed up in the doorway, the cute redhead struggling to walk in her Ariel from the Little Mermaid costume. �Come ON! We�re going to be late for the party! Why isn�t Ben dressed?�
* * *
The costume party was an organized student body affair, and therefore took place on-campus. So there was no alcohol but plenty of punch, abundant decorations, and apparently no one was allowed in without a costume. So even though I hadn�t dressed up for Halloween since I was a little kid, once among throngs of other young adults similarly attired, I felt a little more comfortable about the whole thing. This was a good thing, since the walk to the party on the streets of Berkeley had felt really, really awkward.
About an hour in, I could have really used some of that alcohol.
The party started off alright. Dawn, Ryan, Robin, Bert, Gwen, Paige, Adrienne, and I moved as a pack of eight together, getting snacks and drinking punch and lemonade while we settled in and locked down a table to use as a home base of operations. Dawn and Gwen had brought digital cameras and we snapped photos left and right. And then Dawn and Adrienne grabbed us respective boyfriends and literally dragged us onto the dance floor.
The music was an eclectic mix of modern Top 40 and old-school Halloween tracks, songs like Oingo Boingo�s �Dead Man�s Party.� I had to admit, it�s kinda fun to sing �Leave your body at the door� while dancing next to a guy in a zombie costume.
Paige and Gwen also got up to start flirting with guys. Paige had a guy in a fisherman�s outfit approach her, no doubt with some one-liner about her mermaid�s costume. Gwen merely moved into the sea of dancers, thrust her tits out and put her hands on her hips, waiting all of five seconds before a guy walked up with a smile and an inappropriate comment.
Meanwhile, Robin declared, �I don�t dance.� Bert seemed more than happy to hold down the table with her rather than risk shaking his booty to the music.
But eventually, Paige and Gwen returned to us and we started getting a little more attention in general, what with four Disney princesses all together. And once we got dancing in a group, pairs weren�t quite as noticeable and Dawn and Adrienne started to get a lot more male attention themselves.
This, I could handle. Adrienne had always been something of a flirt and even though she�d scaled WAY back on the attention-grabbing, she still enjoyed seeing what lines and devices guys would try to use to pick up on her. I smiled and backed away, letting my girlfriend do her thing. I knew she loved me and I wasn�t worried at all. Besides, Paige was hungering for my attention and I decided to go for a couple of twirls with the petite redhead.
But then one guy I did NOT want flirting with Adrienne arrived. Will Adler was dressed, of all things, as Tarzan. He was practically naked, showing off a perfect six-pack and chiseled pecs. He fixed his pale blue eyes on Adrienne and separated from a couple of other guys he was with, moving up to my girlfriend to say �hi�.
My jaw clenched and I coolly evaluated where Will was putting his hands as he hugged my girlfriend. For more than a month I had forced myself to trust Adrienne, not ask too many questions about Will, and believe that her love was for me and me alone. Yeah, we�d had more fights in the past couple of months than ever before, but those were over roommate conflicts and nothing that would lead me to believe she didn�t want to be my girlfriend anymore.
But it was hard to keep my cool when it seemed like she was always WITH him. They shared classes, she brought him home to study on occasion, and even now, the two of them were actually DANCING together. Right in front of me!
I growled and turned away, no longer able to watch. I stomped toward the refreshments while Paige called out, �Hey! Ben!�
�I�m getting something to drink, Red,� I barked back. My petite friend recognized the venom in my tone and didn�t say anything further.
I started pouring myself some punch from the brown, plastic, rectangular portable dispenser, desperately wishing I had some vodka or something to soak into it. I wasn�t much of a drinker in general; but in a mood like this, getting drunk sounded like a good idea.
The guy next to me noticed the way I frowned at my cup. �Need something to spice it up?�
I turned my head and smirked, �You read my mind.�
Dressed like a doctor in pale blue scrubs, full white lab coat and stethoscope, he leaned against the table with an easy smile and reached into his coat pocket, coming back out with a silver flask. Glancing around, the handsome, dark-haired guy nonchalantly unscrewed the cap and poured about a shot�s worth into my cup.
I grinned. �Thanks, man.�
�No problem.� He extended his hand. �Carter Sheridan.�
I shook it. �I�m Ben.� Then I took a sip, smacking my lips and exhaling, feeling the smooth heat all the way down my throat. �Ahh. That�s quite a kick.�
�Those cups aren�t very big,� he grinned. Then he turned back and surveyed the dance floor. �So you�re with the big Disney crowd?�
I nodded. �Yeah. My girlfriend is Sleeping Beauty.�
He whistled. �She�s a FOX, man,� Carter said approvingly.
�Yeah.�
�But she�s also got Tarzan�s hands all over her.�
�Yeah,� I said a little shortly. Then I took another sip.
�You cool with that?�
�Yeah, yeah,� I mumbled into my cup before puffing my chest out and standing up straight. �She�s my girl and she�s gorgeous. She�s always attracted attention; but as long as she keeps coming home to me, I don�t mind.�
Carter smirked. �Well, you don�t have to worry about me. I only do brunettes.� He nodded to the right where a tall, slim beauty dressed as a sexy nurse was chatting at hyper-speed with some of her girlfriends.
�Nice,� I complimented.
Carter leaned in, a gleam in his eyes. �If you had the chance, would you fuck her?�
I blinked twice and leaned back, arching an eyebrow. THAT was an unexpected question. But I read something in his tone and decided to just go with the flow. �Sure, man. You hold her arms and I�ll nail her.� I chuckled, my voice only half-serious.
It was the right thing to say. Carter grinned and slapped my shoulder while looking at the brunette. �Good man.�
I nodded toward the nurse as well. �So you gonna make a move on her?�
Carter snorted. �Hell, yeah. She�s my girlfriend.�
I arched an eyebrow in surprise. Two seconds ago, did the guy really just ask me if I wanted to fuck his girlfriend? At least he didn�t seem upset. �Sorry, I shoulda figured from the matching costumes.�
The dark-haired guy shook his head and waved me off. �No worries. It�s just good for the ego to know that a guy with a girl as hot as yours still finds mine fuckable.� Carter nodded back toward Adrienne. �How long you been together?�
I shrugged. �Off and on. We�ve been neighbors since we were ten. Just got serious, oh, last May, actually. At Prom.�
�Prom?� Carter stood up straighter. �You guys freshmen?�
I nodded. �You?�
�Junior.� He shrugged. �You don�t look like a freshman. You guys look older. Except, well, maybe that Little Mermaid. She looks like she�s fifteen.�
I chuckled. �Yeah, she does. And the big Prince Charming over there is a Junior. He�s with Cinderella.�
�I figured from the outfit.� Carter gave me a lopsided grin. �I may be old and cynical, but once upon a time I DID watch the movies.�
We mused on that for a second before Carter patted his chest over the flask�s location in his pocket. �Need a refill?�
I looked at my half-full cup and shook my head. The momentary bit of conversation had defused my jealous anger. �Nah, I�m alright. Thanks, though.�
�Anytime.� Carter shrugged. �I gotta get back to my woman. But Ben? If you ever want to go for a ride on her, you just let me know.�
I arched an eyebrow, trying to figure out if he was serious.
With an enigmatic grin, Carter tilted his head in salute. �I�ll see you around, Ben.� And then he left.
�Laters,� I nodded. And then I set my jaw and took a deep breath, glancing around to see Adrienne still dancing with Will.
It was time for�me�to get back to my woman. Brandi and Dawn had both told me a few times already, if something was bothering me, I had to TALK to my girlfriend. Communication, right?
* * *
Fortunately or unfortunately, Will was just leaving as I walked back into my circle of friends. Adrienne seemed to be in a delightfully happy mood as she turned away from him and that happiness only carried further as she wrapped her arms around me.
�Oh, Ben! I�m having such a good time!�
I smiled back at her, trying to keep any tension out of my voice. �I�m glad. But, uh, can we talk?�
She blinked and furrowed her eyebrows at me, recognizing my tone. �Uh, now?�
I nodded.
Smiling, she nodded and slipped her hand into mine. I turned and looked to an open set of double doors that led outside onto the patio. Then squeezing my girlfriend�s hand, I tugged her in that direction.
Once outside, Adrienne moved closer to me and put her hand on my shoulder. �Ben, what�s wrong?�
I winced and searched for the right words, looking away. I put my hands on the railing in front of me and sagged my weight against it, tensing my muscles. After another few seconds, I straightened back up and turned to face her. Adrienne was just so incredibly beautiful to me, both inside and out. I couldn�t imagine my life without her in it, and the pain I was feeling was etched onto my face. �Adrienne,� I began softly. �I love you. I trust you. And I know this is my weakness for not having total and absolute faith in us. But...� I took a deep breath.
Adrienne was frowning, wondering what the hell I was getting at. I exhaled slowly and then finished, �I just need you to tell me that there�s nothing going on between you and Will.� I stopped and then stared intently into Adrienne�s hazel eyes, focusing hard to read whether or not she might actually lie to me.
But Adrienne just barked laughing. Her eyes popped open, her jaw hung open, and she smiled really wide while a look of utter amusement ran across her face. �What???�
I furrowed my eyebrows. �This isn�t funny.�
Adrienne laughed even harder, so hard that tears started coming into the corners of her eyes. She held a hand over her mouth and doubled over as if I�d said the most hilarious thing imaginable.
�What?� I barked, now getting rather annoyed.
Adrienne waved her hand, laughing noiselessly so hard she couldn�t speak while trying to regain her composure. And just then, Dawn and Ryan came out on the patio. �Hey guys,� Dawn greeted us cheerily. �What�s so funny?�
�It�s not funny!� I huffed, confused and upset by the way this was turning out. I had a serious concern about my girlfriend hanging out quite a bit with a guy I didn�t know.
Adrienne couldn�t control herself, still laughing uproariously. That got Dawn to start chuckling. But at least Ryan moved beside me without seeming amused as he asked, �What is it?�
In frustration, I just sighed and gestured with both hands at Adrienne. �I just asked her to tell me that there was nothing going on between her and Will. I mean, I trust her, but I ... I just don�t know, you know?�
Now it was Ryan�s turn to smirk and give me a funny look. �You serious?� he asked, looking at me like I�d just wondered aloud if humans breathed air or water.
And now Dawn was laughing.
�WHAT?� I raged. Gawd this was annoying.
�Ben!� Dawn looked at me incredulously. �I thought you�knew. I even asked you one time if you knew and you said, �Of course!��
�What are you TALKING about?� I barked.
Adrienne controlled herself just enough to come back to me and take my hands. �Oh, Ben. I�m sorry. I�m sorry. If you didn�t know then I can understand why this is upsetting to you. But you don�t need to worry AT ALL about Will.�
�Why not?� I snarled.
�Because,� Adrienne tried not to start laughing again. �Will�s gay.�
My jaw dropped. I blinked several times and furrowed my eyebrows at Adrienne. �Excuse me?�
Adrienne nodded. Then I turned to look at Dawn, who also nodded. Then I looked at Ryan, who just looked a little uncomfortable. Then Ryan put in, �He�s gay, dude. Thought you could tell.�
In a flash, a dozen different things clicked into my mind. When we�d first met, Will hadn�t been staring me down; he�d been checking me out. And his homosexuality had been what had Ryan a little uncomfortable, not that Ryan perceived him as any threat. Then there was Will�s fashion sense, designed to show off his slim figure and muscles; take the Tarzan outfit, for example. And then there were his perfectly coiffed hair and plucked eyebrows. He wasn�t flaming, by any means; but I could understand that he was gay. My own jealousy must have completely fried my gaydar.
My jaw waggled up and down a few times without any sound coming out. And then I managed to grunt a rather shocked and apologetic, �Oh.�
Adrienne just took my face in her hands and pressed up to me, kissing me. �Silly Tiger.� And then she came back and gave me her nuclear kiss, reminding me just how much she loved me.
�So are we okay?� Adrienne finally asked me when she pulled away.
�Yeah ... yeah.� I took a deep breath. My mind was still spinning, both from the revelation of Will�s sexual orientation and Adrienne�s kiss.
And then Adrienne was taking my hands again, pulling me back inside. �Come on, my Prince Charming. Dance with me tonight and I�ll remind you that I�m yours forever.�
* * *
Perhaps it was appropriate that we left just after the clock struck midnight. As the Sather Tower bells chimed, I pulled Adrienne into my arms and we came together for our patented slow-burn kiss. Her lips molded around mine and I spun her around, feeling as if we were dancing on clouds in our own little fairy tale.
And then it was time to go.
�Don�t forget both slippers.� I nodded to Dawn. It took her a second to get the reference, and then our little Cinderella took one off and handed it to Ryan with a beaming smile on her face.
But then Dawn immediately snagged it back. �Hey, it�s a long walk back to the house.�
The rest of us cracked up and we merrily went on our way. Since it was a Thursday and we had school in another few hours, Bert was going to crash on our couch rather than take a late evening BART back home; but being a gentleman he was going to escort Gwen, Robin, and Paige to their residence hall first.
That left Adrienne and me, as well as Dawn and Ryan, to just head straight back to our house. The way both Disney princesses were latched onto their respective Prince Charmings, I was sure we all had the same thing in mind.
Soon enough, we were in the short hallway between our first-floor bedrooms. I glanced over at Dawn and Ryan, looking adorable in their Cinderella and Prince costumes. Ryan had his hand on Dawn�s waist, and he was heated up enough to lean in and start nibbling on her ear.
Dawn giggled and then flashed her eyes back to me and Adrienne. Her gaze locked in on me for a second, almost questioning. But I returned nothing but warmth and support. �Have a good time, � I told her mentally.
Dawn smiled and said softly, �Good night, you guys.�
Adrienne pulled me closer to her and grinned. �Good night,� she replied, her voice laced with innuendo. And then she opened our door.
Now I�d personally never had a sex dream about a Disney character; but I didn�t think I would ever be able to watch Sleeping Beauty without sporting wood after this night. Adrienne was a fairy tale dream come true in her pink gown, and it was SOOO deliciously naughty to watch her stripping out of it.
Adrienne wore white lingerie underneath, complete with skimpy panties, garters, and stockings. She soon started stripping out of them. The sight of my girlfriend�s glorious tits bursting forth quickened my breath and watered my mouth. The sight of her shaved pussy coming into view dropped my jaw. And the touch of her lips as she pressed her nearly naked body against me set off a nuclear explosion in my brain and almost made me explode in my pants as well.
Adrienne didn�t strip completely naked. She left the choker, her tiara, the white gartered-stockings, and her heels. She was a stunningly gorgeous blonde princess and as she stood and posed for me, I wondered for the millionth time how I ended up with such an goddess of a girlfriend. From the white heels and white stockings encasing her long,�long�legs to the trimness of her thighs and perfect ass; from the narrowness of her tiny waist to the fullness of her breasts, almost like a comic book heroine in their buoyancy and size compared to her thin frame; and from the delicacy of her collarbone and shoulders up to her graceful neck and blessedly beautiful face, Adrienne was simply�incredible.
Smiling at me, she backed up to our bed and lay across it at an angle, stretching her arms behind her head and making her 5�10� body appear even longer. Turning her head to the side, she smiled at me and sang melodically, �Someday my Prince will come...�
I chuckled as I approached the bed. �That�s Snow White.�
Adrienne giggled. �Doesn�t matter, as long as my Prince comes.� She grinned. �And�cums�... deep inside me...�
I smiled and bent to kiss her. My hands went to her naked hips. Her hands went up to my collar. And then we were tumbling around as it was my turn to get undressed.
Eventually, I wound up on top of my lover, my fully naked body between her thighs as she wrapped her stocking-clad legs around my waist. My thick, throbbing erection was sandwiched in the groove of her labia; and I felt the moisture of her arousal, wet against the underside of my cock. Our tongues explored each other�s mouth and with a gentle shift of our hips, my mushroom head lined up at her entrance. And then I began pushing inside.
Adrienne broke our kiss just then, pulling away to gasp at the penetration. Her hands shifted down to my ass, palming my cheeks and tugging firmly as she pulled me inside her. And when our pelvic bones clicked up against each other, she cooed happily and let her head fall back against the mattress. �Ohhh ... Bennn...�
�Ohhh, Adrienne...� I moaned in kind, setting my forehead down to the mattress next to her.
She stroked my back and for a few moments, the two of us just lay there, enjoying the feeling of our bodies pressed together as intimately as possible. There were almost no gaps of space between us, save for her cleavage where her firm tits simply could not be compressed down beneath my chest. And my dick throbbed almost eight inches inside this beautiful creature of femininity.
�Were you really jealous of Will?� Adrienne asked me softly, rubbing her nose against mine.
�Yeah...� I admitted.
�Why? Don�t you know that you�re the only man that I want?�
I sighed. �I know. But you�re so gorgeous it�s scary, Adrienne.�
�I swear to you, Ben, forever and always,� my lovely girlfriend promised. �You�re the only man for me.�
I felt my heart speed up a bit, a flutter of happiness in my chest. She loved me. She�loved�me. I could feel it through her skin.
�You don�t ever have to worry, Ben,� Adrienne hummed while she rubbed my shoulders and began rolling her hips, causing my dick to pump in and out of her just a few inches at a time. �For the rest of my life, I will never, ever spread my legs for any man but you. Do you hear me? I�m done with other guys. I only dated them because I wanted to be popular and feel the rush of power. I had to dominate them to somehow get my revenge for how powerless I felt with Adam. But I don�t need to dominate guys anymore. I have you. I have your love. I know how much you care about me. You�re the only man I�ll ever want or need.�
�Ohhh, Adrienne...� I groaned, feeling her body moving beneath me, causing so much pleasure to course through my veins.
�I love you, Ben. I�ll always love you. You can trust that. You can trust me. Believe in me. And just love me the best you can.�
�I do.� I thrust in. �I will.� I pulled back. �Always.� I thrust back in and held myself there.
�Love me, Ben,� Adrienne crooned and clutched my head to her neck.
�I love you, Adrienne.� I nibbled on her skin and rubbed my nose against hers.
�Love me, Ben!� Adrienne whimpered.
�I love you, Adrienne.� I started thrusting harder.
�LOVE me, Ben!� Adrienne cried.
�I LOVE you, Adrienne!� I started ramming myself into her body.
�I LOVE YOU!�
�I LOVE YOU!�
�I�M CUMMING!�
�I�M CUMMING WITH YOU!�
�AAAAAHHHH!�
�UURRRGGHHH!�
Adrienne�s powerful legs squeezed around my ribs so tightly I thought she might actually crack one. Her heels dug into my ass and pulled me so deeply and clamped down so forcefully I could feel the head of my cock getting constricted by the tightness. But the tightness wouldn�t stop the expansion of my dick as it began firing away deep into her body, hosing down her innards with my liquid offering of love.
The world spun around us, my eyes unfocused, and a wave of dizziness washed over me while I felt every ounce of energy pouring out of my body and into hers. The room kept spinning and spinning until at last I found myself panting with exhaustion, my forehead lying on the mattress as our sweaty bodies stuck together and my hips slowly stopped rocking against Adrienne�s pelvis.
Dimly, I heard her heavy breathing to my left while my loving girlfriend clutched my head to the side of hers. And then I slowly turned my head and tenderly kissed her cheek.
I thought about all the trials and tribulations of our relationship: her initial seduction while I was dating Megan and Cassidy, the breakup, and her desperate need for me while I was still with Dawn. I thought about our period of �nottogetherness�, the Brooke incident, and all the drama around Allie before we finally came together at Prom. Even then, we had further complications over my feelings for Dawn. And in the past few months we�d gone through roommate issues, video game addictions, and even jealousy over a gay guy.
Whoever dares say �Happily Ever After� has NO CLUE what�s about to hit him. Life isn�t a fairy tale. But then ... life still can have happy endings. And as my tongue explored Adrienne�s mouth and little sparks of pleasure went off in our minds like mini-fireworks, I sighed happily.
�Forever and always,� Adrienne promised.
�Always,� I agreed.
After everything Adrienne and I had been through, we�d made it.

Chapter 4: Bored

NOVEMBER 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�You�re going down, Ben.� Brett Benson glared, turning his back to me with one shoulder threateningly aimed back at my face. I didn�t know the Senior very well. While he was part of Dayna�s and Brandi�s circle of friends, he wasn�t close to either of them and not often at the house. All I really needed to know was that he was a good ball-hander, excellent passer, and a terrible jump-shooter.
So I growled and crouched, readying myself for his attack. I gave him a good couple of feet of cushion, not fearing that he might pull up and take a shot. Instead, I wanted to cut off his passing lanes and any quick moves to the rim.
�Screen right!� Matt Kanemura, Brandi�s boyfriend, called out. Instantly, I jerked back and stepped around Kevin Weiss, one of Dayna�s boy toys, who was trying to set a pick. I wound up still in front of Brett and he quickly dished the ball back to Kevin, who was making a break for the basket.
Kevin picked up the bounce pass, took a single step, and lofted himself into the air, fingers outstretched as the ball arced beautifully into the air.
[SWAT!]
From nowhere, Ryan Tanner elevated between the basket and the ball, right hand sending it flying away at a right angle to its intended path.
�Boo-yah!� I crowed, pumping my fist while Brett slumped and sighed. Then I turned and slapped my arm out towards Ryan, giving a low-five to Dawn�s boyfriend.
He smiled and nodded while we got re-set for the next play.
We didn�t play basketball very often. Courts were scarce in urban Berkeley. But every now and again we managed to book time in a school gym. It was a good way for us guys to bond, as Brandi put it. Dawn and Adrienne agreed. And I had to admit, it seemed to be working.
For a couple of months, Ryan and I had been polite and civil with each other, but I wouldn�t have called us friends. The fact was, I was his girlfriend�s ex-boyfriend, which would be awkward enough for any guy. That Dawn still clearly loved me and was my best friend day in and day out, spending more time with me than she did with him, could have made it a lot worse. But to his credit, Ryan had not shown any overt jealousy. And that Dawn and I went out of our way to make clear that ours was now a platonic relationship seemed to help.
Basketball, however, was bonding us ... well, sort of. Basketball got Ryan and I used to chatting with each other, and it was hard to remember all the reasons for why we should feel slightly awkward when we were too focused on the game. And it also gave us something to talk about when we were in the house�s living room doing homework in a big group.
Even Bert was in on the action. The poor guy couldn�t dribble a ball to save his life. But he could catch it and put in a lay-up if he parked himself under the basket. And he was surprisingly accurate at the three-point line. Case in point, we were down 22-23 on a game to 25 when Alan Kwok left Bert alone on the right wing to help out on Ryan�s drive to the basket. Ryan dished the ball out to Bert, who�s eyes went wide with nervousness. But he let fly with a perfectly arcing shot found the bottom the net and won us the game.
�Game!� I called with relief and immediately hunched over, my hands on my knees in exhaustion.
�Boo-yah!� Ryan pumped his fist and went out to high-five Bert, who�s right hand was still in the air from where he finished his shot�s follow-through.
Bert started chuckling and I picked up my head. I smiled wryly at Ryan and remarked, �Boo-yah?�
Ryan gave me a lopsided grin. �Hey, you started it.�
* * *
�So Ryan had his man biting on head fakes all day, and just when it was game point and we really�needed�a play, Ryan goes all Kobe Bryant, taking the ball at the top of the key with an eye on the basket,� Bert said excitedly, waving his hands around to illustrate the positioning. �He dribbles left and then head fakes right, and��
Robin rolled her eyes, looking at me. �Does he ALWAYS talk this much?� she asked in her classic Robin-esque deadpan.
I snorted and looked into my Coke. �You tell me. YOU started dating him.�
Robin sighed and smiled at her boyfriend, who just looked hurt for a moment. Fortunately, Ryan spoke up to save the day. �Relax, Robin. Bert�s just getting to the best part.�
She arched an eyebrow at me and I nodded, leaning in. �Bert just wants to tell you about how he made the game-winning shot,� I confirmed. �Your boyfriend�s quite the athlete.�
Gwen snorted. �Really?� She shook her head doubtfully.
�Really,� Ryan chimed in. �Game MVP. Couldn�t have won it without him.�
I nodded seriously and Robin actually cracked a smile. �Really, baby?�
�Really,� Bert was beaming now. And he was even happier when Robin pulled his head to hers and pressed her lips to his.
�Aww...� Adrienne smiled and squeezed my hand while pecking my cheek. That got Dawn into the mood as she kissed Ryan�s cheek. And that just left Gwen and Paige to quietly simmer in jealousy.
Robin then pulled back, smiling at Bert before fixing her boyfriend with a dead-serious expression on her face. �Okay now really: How many points did you score?�
Bert blushed. �Uh, just the three.�
�And how many did Ryan score?�
Bert chuckled. �Twelve. Ben had six. Matt had the other four.�
�And you just played the one game?�
�Uh, no. Three.�
�And how many points did you score in the other two games combined?�
�Uh, I think five.�
�So you scored the least on your team?� Robin smiled.
Bert steeled his spine, picked his head up, and looked at Robin confidently. �Yeah. But they were the most important three points in the game.�
We all grinned at that.
* * *
�So Matt says you�re quite the basketball stud.� Brandi sighed and let her head sink forward and a little further over the edge of the pillow she was clutching beneath her chest. My older sister was currently buck naked and face-down on her bed while my plumeria lotion-covered hands stroked back and forth lengthwise along her back. I pressed deeper with the heels of my hands, leaning my weight against her muscles and forcing the air out of her lungs before I pulled back and let her make a deep inhalation.
�You really want to talk about your boyfriend while I�m doing this?� I arched an eyebrow, even though Brandi couldn�t currently see me.
She chuckled. �He�s my boyfriend. You�re my brother. The two have absolutely nothing in conflict. Besides, he went to visit some Aunt in Santa Clara for the day.�
I chuckled. �I just get the impression that if he were here to see me right now, we might have a little conflict.�
�Maybe.� Brandi shrugged. �He�d probably understand if I told him about this.� But then she giggled, causing her entire body to vibrate for a short time. �Actually, if he were here to see what you�re�going�to do to me in about ten more minutes, THEN we might have a conflict.�
I snorted and on a whim, let my hand trail off her lower back, down through my sister�s butt crack, and to her pussy, which I fingered for a brief moment, feeling her natural lubrications a little slicker than the lotion I was using.
�Oooh.� Brandi wriggled. �That tickles.�
I chuckled again and resumed my massage. �Anyways, we�ve only played two or three times and very clearly, Ryan is the basketball stud of our group.�
�Not necessarily,� Brandi shook her head. �Matt says Ryan�s the big scorer but that you�re the defensive stopper. You�re quick, agile, and precise; probably why you�re such a good lover. Matt said you guys would have lost that game five minutes earlier if it wasn�t for your defense.�
I shrugged. �Maybe.�
Brandi giggled. �I would never have believed it when you were younger. You were so short, Ben. It seemed like you would get blocked every time you stepped inside the three-point arc.�
I growled, �Don�t remind me.�
�Well now you�re Mr. Stud Basketball Player, Ben. My short little brother grew up into such a strong, athletic man.� She rolled onto her back, letting her firm, perky tits rise straight up as she stretched her arms behind her head and spread her legs to the sides with her knees up in the air, which drew my attention down to see her pretty, pink pussy with puffy labia already spread wide as well.
Brandi continued with a big smile on her face, dropping a hand down to finger her own pussy. �If I�d known you were going to grow up into such a stud I might�ve been nicer to you when we were little. I could�ve had you taking care of my needs a LONG time ago.�
I grinned and started stripping out of my own clothes. �Matt seems to be taking care of your needs just fine. We haven�t spent that much ... intimate ... time together this semester.�
Brandi shrugged and pulled her own legs back with her hands underneath her knees, spreading herself even wider in a very inviting position. �He�s not here now and I�m very horny, Ben. You know I get horny every time you give me a massage. You�re just so�good�with your hands.�
I chuckled and mounted the bed, nestling my hips between Brandi�s thighs as I guided my erection into her folds. �Thought you said we weren�t going to do this for another ten minutes.�
�I can�t wait, Ben,� Brandi breathed as she locked her legs around my waist and tugged, pulling my shaft deep into her body. She let her head fall back and she gasped at the penetration, sighing in deep satisfaction. �Ahhh ... Well. If I�m not unconscious when you�re through with me, I�ll make you finish the massage until I fall asleep. Okay?�
I grinned and started slowly thrusting into my sister�s tight, clenching pussy. �Okay.�
* * *
Light poured in from the hallway window. It was, after all, only 3pm on this Sunday afternoon. But with the curtains drawn, it was dark in Brandi�s bedroom as I left my sister to her afternoon nap. Ever so gingerly, I closed the door to her bedroom and winced when the latch clicked rather more loudly than I was expecting. I went perfectly still and listened carefully to hear if my sister woke up from her orgasm-induced slumber; but no additional sounds emanated from her room.
Smiling, I sighed in relief and then started to back away.
�She taking a nap?�
I nearly jumped out of my skin and quickly jerked around, surprised as all hell to find Dayna leaning against her door jamb and smiling at me. She was wearing a colorful pair of cotton pajama bottoms and a matching button-down top. Her arms crossed beneath her breasts which thrust them up to strain against the thin fabric, a gap between buttons exposing a bit of creamy flesh and informing me that she wasn�t wearing a bra beneath them. Heck, I wondered if she even had panties on, either. I just nodded and tried to calm my rapidly-beating heart.
Dayna noticed my eyes drift down her chest and she smirked. �More than two months of living with me and my tits still get a rise out of you?�
I looked down at the tent in my own pajama pants and shrugged. �What can I say? They�re very nice tits.�
Dayna grinned and canted her head to the side. �Brandi and you only went the one time?�
I nodded.
�You need to save it for your girlfriend?�
I shook my head.
Her smile got even wider. �Feel like unwinding a bit with me?�
I grinned and stepped forward while Dayna giggled and backed into her bedroom.
Just another day in my ordinary life.
* * *
�Bye, guys.� Dayna waved as she and Brandi went out the door. Matt and Kevin had come to take the girls out for a Sunday dinner. I smirked with the internal guilty pleasure of knowing I�d nailed both of their girlfriends within the past couple of hours.
�Byyyeee, Ben!� Dayna blew me a kiss as well just before she closed the door. My smirk got a little wider.
With a loud slapping noise, Gwen dropped her magazine onto the coffee table and glared at me. �Okay, that�s it,� she huffed.
Paige frowned from her spot in the wing chair. The three of us were the only ones currently in the living room. Bert and Ryan were at home with their families in the East Bay. Adrienne hadn�t returned yet from her project. And Dawn and Robin were both in the kitchen working on dinner for the six of us. Paige and I glanced at each other in confusion and I furrowed my eyebrows at Gwen. �What?�
�Are you banging Dayna?�
My eyebrows shot up. �Excuse me?�
Gwen shrugged and held her hands up as if I were one and Dayna the other. �Handsome young stud...� Gwen waved her right hand. �Gorgeous blonde bombshell...� Gwen waved her left.
I rolled my eyes.
Gwen just clasped the two hands together. �Living under one roof ... Nothing to do but kill time...� She extended her index finger on her right hand while turning the left into a circle between thumb and forefinger, miming fucking motions.
I sat back in my chair and sighed. �No comment.�
�You don�t have to. I recognize the look on Dayna�s face. Or should I say... �looks�? I�ve been catching them for weeks now.�
�What?�
Gwen tapped her nose. �A girl knows.�
�Knows what?� Paige chimed in.
Gwen chuckled and shook her head at the young redhead. Paige wasn�t an entirely innocent schoolgirl, but she wasn�t that worldly, either. �Okay, well�most�girls know. Just be glad Kevin doesn�t recognize the looks or he might get upset.�
I rolled my eyes.
�Okay, well Kevin might not get upset,� Gwen conceded. Even she knew of Dayna�s famous inability to ever commit to one guy. But she sighed and asked, �Does Adrienne know?�
By now, both Dawn and Robin had come out of the kitchen to see what the commotion was. My eyes met Dawn�s and my best friend non-verbally told me to just keep whatever lid on things as I could. I shrugged and turned my gaze back to Gwen. �Adrienne and I are 100% honest with each other about everything,� I said firmly.
Gwen searched my eyes. She, like everyone else, had started to figure out I was a terrible liar. And she couldn�t find a lie on my face right now. �So Adrienne�does�know...�
�Know what?� I sighed.
Gwen exhaled in frustration. �Look, are you or aren�t you fucking Dayna on the side?�
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. �That�s none of your business.�
�Hey, I�m not judging. I don�t care.� Then Gwen curled her lips into a sultry smile while her dark eyes flashed dangerously. And in a low, husky tone, she mused, �All I really want to know is: If you and Adrienne have an open relationship, how do I get in on it?�
�Gwen!� Robin barked.
�Oh, come ON,� Gwen folded her arms over her chest in annoyance and looked back at me. �It�s not like we haven�t fucked before, Ben.�
I stared down the darkness in Gwen�s eyes. Her gaze was intense, and her words brought back some very naughty memories. I remembered the sight of her healthy, good-sized mounds in her wife-beater beneath the Cal football jersey. I remembered the way she consciously relaxed herself in order to deep-throat my cock. And I remembered the sight of her unconscious body, copious amounts of honey squirting erratically out of her pussy to be mirrored by the drool dribbling out of her mouth. Even though I�d just nailed both Brandi and Dayna hours earlier, while nostalgically remembering Gwen I felt a rise in my shorts.
It was simple: I�d been nailing Brandi and Dayna for months now. I loved my sister and Dayna was an enthusiastic partner. But it was becoming ... routine. While the sex was never boring, I was becoming a little ... bored. And the idea of fresh pussy was quite enticing. But I tamped down on my lust. �That was a long time ago, Gwen.�
She shrugged. �Less than a year.�
�A lot has changed in a year. I�ve got a girlfriend now.�
Gwen giggled. �You had a girlfriend then, too.�
Dawn�s and my eyes met. That Thanksgiving weekend had been both intense and traumatic, and being reminded of it didn�t exactly put me in the mood.
�Gwen...� I sighed. �Come on, we�re friends now. I don�t wanna mess with that.�
She sighed. �Your fucking fault, Ben. I keep dating other guys trying to find one that will make me feel the way you did. It�s been almost a year since the Stanford game.�
�YOU said you didn�t want to complicate things by dating someone in the circle of friends,� I reasoned.
�Who said anything about �dating�?� Gwen smirked. �You don�t make me feel mushy or romantic, Ben. I just want you to turn me into a puddle of orgasmic goo.�
�Gwen, seriously.� I made my voice stern. �I�m staying loyal to my girlfriend.�
�Fine.� Gwen held her hands up. But just as she picked her magazine back up, she leered at me and remarked, �Just know that I�m available if you ever want to blow off some steam.�
* * *
�Paige, you coming?� Gwen shouldered her purse and looked back. Usually, the three girls walked back to the dorms together after the sun went down.
�Uh, you guys go on ahead.� Paige hesitated, looking back at me. �Ben, can you walk me back later?�
I shrugged. It was only a few blocks. �Sure, Red.�
Gwen and Robin nodded and then headed away. Paige then looked back at me and asked in a tremulous voice, �Uh, Ben? Can I talk to you in private for a minute?� Then she turned to Adrienne, who was sitting on the couch still chatting with Dawn. �Uh, you too, Adrienne.�
My eyes met my girlfriend�s and we exchanged confused but �sure-why-not� looks. Dawn glanced at me, telling me with her eyes to tread lightly and I waved Paige into Adrienne�s and my bedroom.
I closed the door and sat on my bed with Adrienne automatically nestling up to the crook of my left arm while Paige sat on the daybed. �So what�s up?� I asked gently.
Paige blinked a few times nervously, biting her lip and looking at her hands before picking her head up and asking, �I know you wouldn�t tell Gwen, and you don�t have to tell me, but ... ah ... ARE you sleeping with Dayna, Ben?�
Adrienne and I exchanged significant looks. Adrienne hadn�t been present for that little exchange and I hadn�t had the time to tell her yet. So I paused and told my girlfriend first what Gwen had said about the �looks� Dayna was giving me.
Once the story was out, Adrienne nodded and turned back to Paige, taking charge of the discussion. �Why do you ask?� Adrienne asked the smaller girl. �Just curiosity? Or something more?�
The petite redhead blushed and wrung her hands together, wincing nervously. �Uh ... well...�
Adrienne and I patiently waited her out. And then Paige picked her head up and look at me with some of that old adoration in her eyes. I inhaled sharply, suddenly nervous myself. After a couple of months being friends, Paige had seemed to get over her initial crush of me, understanding that I was in a loving relationship with my girlfriend. But for whatever reason, the crush had never truly gone away and the lustful, hopeful gleam was back in her eyes.
And while this realization dawned on me, Paige looked Adrienne dead in the eye and asked, �Well it�s like Gwen asked: If you two have an open relationship, how do I get in on it?�
Adrienne�s eyes popped open and she glanced at me. I just looked bewildered and the statuesque blonde quickly turned and grinned at Paige. �Well, honey. If you�re seriously interested, you should be aware that the gateway to��
�No!� I interrupted and glared at Adrienne with a warning in my eyes. �No.�
Paige whimpered.
�I�m sorry, Paige. It�s not happening.�
Adrienne turned and arched an questioning eyebrow at me. Paige picked up on that and gestured at my girlfriend. �She doesn�t seem to mind.�
�No, no, no,� I stated emphatically. �I�m not taking your virginity, Paige.�
�I may be a virgin,� the redhead huffed, her eyes diamond hard. �But I�m Not. That. Innocent.�
Britney Spears� voice echoed somewhere in the back of my head.
Paige continued, �I�m not the na�ve little girl you think I am. There are other ways I learned��
�No,� I interrupted again. �You were there, Paige, when I explained my reasons to Gwen. We�re friends and I don�t want to mess with that.�
�But,� Paige pouted. �I thought you just said that because you didn�t want Gwen. I kinda hoped you would think of me differently.�
I sighed. �You are�completely�different than Gwen.�
�So you DO like me!�
I winced. �What I meant is that I�m saying �no� for different reasons. Gwen just wants to get laid. But is that all you really want from me?�
Paige blinked a few times, her big blue eyes shimmering with moisture. �I�ll take whatever I can get.�
�Whatever I can get.� How many times had I heard that? I sighed. What was this with girls and making themselves so powerless with me? I�d felt myself becoming tempted by what Paige was offering. Like I�d felt before about Gwen, fresh pussy amidst my current boredom might be exactly what I needed to energize my sex life. But the idea of little Paige submitting herself so carelessly to my whim triggered some...�wrongness�... in my head. I just felt uneasy about that kind of casual sex. Didn�t a�frienddeserve�more from me?
I took a deep breath and shook my head. �Paige, this isn�t just about sex. You�re my friend and you�re special to me. And I KNOW that you really want love and romance and a boyfriend and all that. You deserve it. But I�m not the right guy for you. I�m with Adrienne. We talked about this. You need to go out and meet other guys; and I haven�t even seen you go on a single date!�
Paige pouted. �Haven�t found a guy like you, yet.�
�And you never will,� Adrienne swooned and leaned against me. Paige nodded forlornly.
�Adrienne ... not helping,� I growled.
�Oh, sorry.�
I exhaled slowly, putting my forehead into my palm and bracing my elbow on my knee while hunched forward. I stopped and let my head slow down its wild spinning for a few seconds. Why did sex always have to complicate things? I thought back to my old High School crew: Megan, Cassidy, Daniel, Elaine, Kenny, Abbie, Allie, Sung, and Stephanie. In the beginning, we were all just friends, some of whom I�d known since I was 10-years-old. As we passed into our teenage years, hormones kicked in and started changing our perceptions of each other, and I even went on dates with three of them. But lack of experience, pure nervousness, and simple innocence kept things in check. And even when things turned physical, sexual, we had the benefit of�years�of friendship to stabilize our relationships. Yeah, in the end I slept with all of them except Elaine; but all had their own sets of complications.
But this crew? Gwen and Robin I�d barely known before, and Gwen came with the extra baggage of being an ex-lover before she was a friend. Bert and Paige were brand spanking new. And Ryan had the extra hurdle between us given our respective relationships with Dawn. Yeah, we hung out as a group together, but apart from Dawn and Adrienne, we were still feeling our way out and weren�t nearly as close or as comfortable around each other as my old crew had been.
And sex was threatening to break everything right down the middle.
I had two choices: sleep with the girls and see what consequences came, for better or worse; or, maintain the platonic nature of our friendships and hopefully keep the crew�s social dynamic.
It was a simple choice, really. Old Ben would have jumped on Gwen and Paige at first opportunity without thought for future consequences. The mere fact that I weighed the second option meant it was the right one for me.
�Paige, don�t do this,� I said softly.
�I can�t help the way I feel about you, Ben,� she whimpered.
I squeezed Adrienne�s hand. And I took a gamble, a stab at making the decision in my life rather than just waiting for shit to happen TO me. �Please, Paige. I want to be your friend. And I want what�s best for you. The universe gave me a cosmic responsibility to protect you when I came to your defense that day, and I won�t see you get hurt, not even by me.�
She blinked her big blue eyes at me, looking so innocent and sad.
�We can�t be anything more than friends,� I said firmly. Then seeing the heartbreak in her eyes, I added, �For now.�
Paige brightened and internally, I winced. Maybe it wasn�t a good idea to give her false hope, but the words were already out of my mouth. So I tried to finish it off on a firm note. �I just can�t give you what you need and anything more than friendship would be unfair to you. Make sense?�
The petite redhead pouted and let her shoulders sag. But she took a deep breath and nodded.
I reached a hand out and patted her shoulder. �Come on. Let�s get you home.�
* * *
Back at home and in my bedroom, Adrienne drew me into her arms. She smirked and reached up to rub my cheek with her thumb. �You�ve got lipstick on you. A girl might get kinda jealous.�
I sighed. �Paige just reached up and kissed my cheek; I didn�t encourage it. But it seemed like she needed to do it.�
Adrienne chuckled. I knew she wasn�t actually upset or anything. She exhaled and said, �You did the right thing. I wouldn�t have done it. I would have hopped that cute little ass into our bed and we�d have fucked her brains out. But you thought about her feelings. That�s pretty cool.�
I managed a weak smile. �Then why do I feel like such an asshole?�
Adrienne shrugged. �No girl likes to get rejected. And no guy with a heart � like you � feels good about rejecting a nice girl.�
I nodded.
Then Adrienne sat back and arched her eyebrow at me. �On the other hand, Gwen most certainly is NOT a nice, innocent little girl. So what�s up with that?�
�Huh?�
My girlfriend rubbed my arm and leaned back against the headboard. �You�did�sleep with her once before, right, Ben? That girl clearly just wants something casual to take the edge off. So why isn�t she in our bed right now?�
I blinked. �What, you want to sleep with Gwen, too?�
Adrienne smirked. �I know I look like a girl, Ben, but when it comes to chicks I think like a guy. I wanna nail ALL of them.� My gorgeous blonde girlfriend giggled, which made her entire chest jiggle quite nicely. �Besides, she�s pretty hot.�
I sighed. �It�s not that I don�t want to. It�s just that Gwen is part of our circle of friends. She�s in the crew.�
�So? You want me to list your High School conquests? Megan, Cassidy, Stephanie, Abbie, Al��
�Okay, okay. I know. But this is different. My High School crew was way different. This one is still ... unsettled. It�s only been a couple of months, and I don�t want to ruin these friendships before we get established. There�s a clear path to this you know: acquaintance, friend,�then�lover. If you skip the friend part and go straight to lover, you can never really go back to �friend�.�
�You already skipped with Gwen.�
I sighed. �And that�s probably why out of all eight of us in this group, she�s the one I hang out with the least. She still sees me as Big Ben: Stud Fucker, instead of just Ben.�
Adrienne grinned and patted my chest. �You ARE Big Ben: Stud Fucker. And I seem to remember we went straight to lovers ourselves.�
I held her hand and trapped it against my chest. �We�re very different. And that�s what makes you special. But really, Adrienne. Do you think we could ever backtrack to being just friends again?�
She thought about it for a second and exhaled. �No. And I don�t ever want to. I want to be this close to you forever and always, Tiger. Remember?�
I smiled. �I remember.�
Adrienne smiled right back, flashing me twin rows of pearly white teeth. And then she stretched her arms straight up, thrusting her big tits out at me before collapsing back onto the mattress. And with her gaze on the ceiling, she asked almost off-hand, �So ... what do we do then about this boredom?�
�Boredom?� I arched an eyebrow. How could Adrienne possibly know I was starting to feel just a little bored with my sex life?
There was something in my voice and her hazel eyes darted into mine, started looking away, and then came right back. And with a sudden jerk, Adrienne propped herself up on her elbows. She stared hard at me and a little grin crossed her face. �You�re getting bored, aren�t you?�
I blinked twice. �What are you talking about?�
Adrienne chuckled and shook her head. Then she fixed me with a strong look. �Tell me if this sounds familiar, Ben: I love my girlfriend. I LOVE you, Adrienne. And the sex with you can be both amazing and wonderful and fulfilling and dirty and oh-so-tender all at the same time. Plus, Brandi is such a skilled and delicate lover. I get a naughty kick out of knowing I�m nailing, well, my�sister. And that makes it extra-special. And on top of that is Dayna: a gorgeous, busty, blonde nymphomaniac whose lush body is a wonderland of pleasure.�
I was nodding so far. Adrienne spoke as if she were in my head. Then Adrienne continued. �But ... I�m getting just a little bored. Yeah, the sex is great and I love my girlfriend; but I�ve gotten a little used to variety over the past several months. Ever since I hooked up with you, we�ve shared seemingly�dozens�of girls: Candy, Heather, Helene, Stephanie, the list goes on and on. And I�m getting itchy for some fresh pussy.�
I blinked and winced, feeling guilty.
�Sound familiar?� Adrienne arched an eyebrow at me.
�Yeah,� I conceded. �I�m sorry. I know I��
�Ben! That�s EXACTLY how�I�feel!� Adrienne interrupted. �I love you and I love the sex we have together. Brandi is MY sister too. And Dayna�s body is such a lush wonderland. And�I�m�getting bored, too.�
�You are?�
Adrienne nodded.
�So you�re not mad at me?�
Adrienne grinned. �I told you: I�m not like other girlfriends. And I�ll never think badly of you for being YOU. You�re a sex machine, Tiger, and monogamy just isn�t part of your DNA.�
I managed to crack a smile.
�So it�s settled: Gwen and Paige are off-limits. But otherwise, we need to go out and find some fresh pussy to share.�
* * *
�Please tell me that made more sense to you than it did to me.� I looked pleadingly at Kim Fukuzaki, a classmate in my Introduction to Asia class, which was my only class not shared with Dawn. The pretty Japanese-American girl sat two seats away from me in the lecture hall and we often commented with each other about whatever was going on in the class. We�d flirted only lightly up until this point. Actually, SHE had been the first one to come and flirt with ME.
You know what I mean: She introduced herself to me first and asked to sit next to me in class. She often wore a black hoodie, but unzipped it low enough to let her white tank top-covered breasts bulge out. Even then, she didn�t deliberately show me her tits; her long dark hair hung over the shoulder and covered the exposed skin ... mostly, just enough of a tease to get me looking at her bosom. And then there was the way she absent-mindedly played with her hair when she talked to me, revealing more and more skin before the dark, blonde-streaked locks dropped back down.
But up until now, I�d been careful not to get Kim�s hopes up. Sure, I�d thought the girl was pretty and certainly �do-able�; but I had been well-occupied at home and never bothered to try and step things up before. I�d told her I had a girlfriend and she�d seemed to accept we would always have sexual tension but no sex.
Well, after a few months of slowly falling into a rut with Adrienne, I had some hopes about changing the status quo.
Today, Kim was looking particularly sexy in a black and hot pink leather motorcycle jacket, fully unzipped to show me that ever-present white tank top. Her black and blonde-streaked hair was wild and hung loosely over her shoulders. And she absentmindedly tapped the matching black and hot pink street cycle helmet underneath her left arm with the pink fingernails on her right hand while we walked out of the classroom.
Kim glanced over at me and smiled. �Nope. I mean, that professor�s got some funny ideas about Chairman Mao and The Great Leap Forward. He seems to take it pretty personally.�
I shrugged. �Well, he IS from Taiwan.�
Kim giggled. �True, true.�
�Hey, do you have any free time this afternoon?� I began casually. �Maybe I can buy you a cup of coffee and we�ll try to figure it out together.�
The cute girl stopped and turned to me with a curious expression on her face. She stared at me inquisitively and I was beginning to realize my delivery hadn�t been quite as casual as I might have hoped. And after months of flirting, my first invitation to actually�go�anywhere certainly caught her attention.
�Don�t you have a girlfriend?� Kim asked cautiously.
I furrowed my eyebrows. �Yeah, why?�
�Then why are you asking me out?�
I frowned. �I�m not,� I winced defensively. I�m a�terrible�liar. But I tried to cover it by saying, �I just thought we might both have time to figure out this assignment together.�
Kim gave me a funny look before she smirked and shook her head. �I�ll see you next week, Ben.�
I sighed. �Bye.�
* * *
�This is a lot harder than I ever thought,� I groaned and flopped back onto the bed while Adrienne changed her clothes after her last class. My gorgeous girlfriend was a fashionista style queen out and about the campus, but heels and short skirts weren�t nearly as comfortable as an old pair of cotton sweat pants when studying in the living room.
�You�ve only tried the one time,� Adrienne said soothingly with her back to me. I watched with a smile as she bent at the waist and pulled the sweatpants up and over her nearly naked asscheeks, covered only by a thin thong. �And it sounds like this girl was slightly flattered, if not terribly interested.�
�I thought SHE wanted ME. That�s the whole reason I went to her first.�
�So you caught her off-guard. It�s not like the girl was expecting you to suddenly give her a window of opportunity after two months of keeping things platonic. Give it time.� Adrienne looked thoughtful for a moment, and then asked, �You said her name was Kim, right? What�s her last name?�
�Fukuzaki.� I shrugged. Adrienne turned her head aside immediately, as if pondering something. But I was drowning in my own world as I leaned my head back into my pillow and sighed. �You know I haven�t asked a girl out since Sophomore year of High School?�
�Sure you have.� Adrienne turned around, letting me ogle her bra-clad tits just before she tugged on the cute T-shirt.
I shook my head. �Either the girls came to me or they made it obvious I was guaranteed a �yes� if I asked them out. I never had to do any work.�
Adrienne giggled. �Feels weird, not having your big reputation preceding you anymore.�
I waggled my hands. �I�m helpless.�
Adrienne snorted. �You�ve led a charmed life, Tiger. Now you know what 99.9% of the male population has to deal with.�
�So says Miss Gorgeous who could get any man to follow her anywhere at any time.�
Adrienne shrugged and flopped onto the bed beside me. �Which would be great if I wanted another man; I�ve already got you. But if I want to seduce a girl, I�m in the same boat you are. Girls, especially hot girls, are tough to�create�interest with. Most of them are 100% straight, or at least too scared to try swinging both ways. And even with Grace, it took me more than a month to get her into bed.�
�So what are you saying? That you couldn�t get a girl to join us any faster than I could?�
My girlfriend giggled. �Now I never said THAT.�
I read the tone in Adrienne�s voice, and sat up straighter. �Wait ... what have you got planned?�
Adrienne smiled enigmatically. �I�m not telling.�
I sighed in exasperation. �How the hell am I supposed to take charge of my own life if you keep pulling this shit on me?�
�Ben!� Adrienne scolded. �You took charge and came to talk to me when you knew there were cracks forming in our relationship. Now there are times when you need to take charge and not just let stuff happen to you; but there are times when you need to trust me and believe that I love you. Besides, my plans�always�turn out very well for you, don�t they?�
I growled and Adrienne smirked. Then she got a bright gleam in her eye. �Fine. I�m changing the plan,� she began. �Tonight, I�m going to bring a girl into our bedroom; but you�re going to be blindfolded and handcuffed to the bed.�
�Fuck! Again?� I whined. And my egotistical need to show some backbone stirred up inside me. �No. Not doing it.�
�Fine. I won�t bring her. And you won�t get laid tonight.�
Annnd�Adrienne had trumped me.
What can I say? There�s having a spine ... and then there�s doing something monumentally stupid to cockblock yourself. I could speak up to protest, or I could sit back and enjoy while my busty, beautiful babe of a girlfriend brought me fresh pussy. I sighed in acquiescence. �Okay, okay.�
Adrienne giggled. �Trust me, Ben. You�re gonna LOVE this.�
* * *
�Still bored, Tiger?�
�Is this�really�necessary?� I tested the strength of the handcuffs. They weren�t that tight, so my arms didn�t feel stretched; but I only had a couple of inches of movement. Similarly, the blindfold wasn�t so thick as to make everything pitch black. Everything was certainly darker but there was just enough transparency for me to vaguely identify objects before me. For example, Adrienne�s head was a cloudy, rounded shape before me; but I couldn�t make out eyes, ears, hair, or any other distinguishing features.
Adrienne giggled as I felt her weight move off the bed. �Just shut up and enjoy this. I know�I�will.� And then she left me.
No, really. Adrienne left me. I heard the door open and then close. The room went silent. And I lay there, blindfolded and handcuffed to the headboard.
Oh,�great...
But it got better. A warm body slid beside me and I felt the soft touch of a pair of lips pressing to mine. Instantly, I knew that Adrienne had indeed brought me fresh pussy. The girl�s flavor was unrecognizable. The way she kissed was unfamiliar. And I realized with a start that for the very first time in my life, I had absolutely no CLUE who I was kissing.
I�d been bound and blindfolded once before, during Adrienne�s Winter Break snowboarding trip at Big Bear. But then I could at least guess between Candy, Heather, and Lynne. Now, I had not a single inkling of who was currently spearing her tongue into my mouth. And she was a really, really good kisser.
In fact, some trickle of familiarity came into my head. The mystery girl certainly hadn�t been a recent lover of mine, but it was certainly someone I knew. There weren�t any obvious indicators as such; I just ... felt it. And the guessing games spun my head almost as much as the kiss. Was it one of Dayna�s hot girlfriends who paraded in and out of the house? Was it one of Adrienne�s acquaintances or classmates I�d met on occasion? Heck, Adrienne might�ve violated my off-limits rule and brought in Gwen. I�d only been with my dirty-blonde friend the one time and my memory was quite clouded with Dawn back then. I just didn�t know. And the thrill of not knowing made the kiss so much more intense.
And then a second pair of lips touched my body. Only this pair was around my rapidly growing cock. I stiffened in surprise when she first touched me, but then I relaxed as a delicate hand wrapped around the shaft and began stroking while the lips and a tongue began dancing upon my mushroom head. And within a few more seconds, I felt a new shiver running down my spine at the realization that this wasn�t Adrienne, either.
My girlfriend had brought TWO girls.
Just then, Adrienne�s voice lit up in my ear. �Surprise, Tiger.�
I pulled my head away from my kissing partner to gasp in amazement at what was happening to me. My head lolled left and right for a moment as I tried in vain to see what was going on. But even though I could make out the fuzzy outline of a head in front of me, I couldn�t make out her face and my range wasn�t good enough to let me see anyone else at all. But then the shape before me changed and I felt the hard, pebbly texture of a nipple being lowered to my mouth and I obediently began to suckle and lick at the proffered teat.
At my other end, my blowjob partner moved to the side and I felt a second tongue, presumably Adrienne�s, reach out to begin licking up the length of my shaft. But after a minute of the dual oral assault on my prick, my girlfriend seemed to spend more time kissing the other girl than kissing my dick; and the pair of them shifted to their own space on the bed while the girl shoving her tits in my face moved to straddle me.
The breasts in my face were large, but not immediately identifiable. I didn�t know whether they were C�s or D�s or whatever, but they were very nice, both firm and soft at the same time. The whimpering voice wasn�t identifiable, either. She was both familiar and unknown, and the frustration of not knowing her identity both intrigued and maddened me. Either way, she got my blood boiling and as my girl adjusted her hips, I felt the slippery wetness of a bare-shaven pussy gliding along the outside of my rod until I notched into the right position and she drove herself down upon my cock.
�Ohhh,�fuck,� I grunted and threw my head back, tensing my arms to the limits of the handcuffs.
�Mmm-hmm...� my girl moaned. She was tight, very tight. Her constricted vaginal walls were narrow and had to feel every bump and vein of my throbbing cock as I sunk deeper and deeper into her body. And then she began to ride me.
In. Out. Up. Down. Squish. Squish. Her cunt was tight, buttery, and oh-so-soft. She had good muscle control, clenching her innards around my invading prod, milking my orgasm out of me with every thrust. And as I felt my control slipping away, my sexual pride came to the surface and I sharpened my focus to fuck her back just as much as she was fucking me. Yeah, I was blindfolded and my arms were restrained; but I knew I could still fuck her better than any guy in Berkeley. This was a challenge, nothing more.
I didn�t recognize her voice, but I recognized her vocal cues. I couldn�t see her hip movements, but I could feel them. And the dick knew. My dick knew how to find her pleasure spots. And I set off doing my best to find them.
While I was fucking my newest lover, Adrienne was dyking it out with the other girl. I heard the two of them smacking their lips and moaning in heat. I could feel the vibrations and shifts in weight on the mattress. I started putting together a visual of the two of them, doing my best to guess at their actions based on my what senses I�did�have at my disposal. And right now I was imagining Adrienne on top of the other girl, french kissing her with abandon while squeezing the girl�s tits and rhythmically plunging a vibrator in and out of the other girl�s pussy.
�Oh-nngh!� the second girl whimpered. �Oh, fuck!�
I tried to key in on that phrase, seeing if I could identify the voice. But at almost the exact same moment, my girl had squeezed her cunt and wailed �Ahhh!� as an orgasm swept through her, obscuring the voice. In a fit of annoyance, I started ramming my hips upwards even harder and faster into my girl, which only made her moan even more as a second orgasm came tumbling after the first. And three or four pumps later, I held my hips off the bed and bellowed as my cock erupted like a geyser into my girl�s spasming snatch.
We were far from done. I felt my girl being bodily yanked off my dick, probably by Adrienne, who would be hungry to eat my spunk out of the girl�s cunt. And then the second girl�s mouth descended once again over my honey-coated prick, immediately taking me deep into her throat while she actually licked my balls, the sensation ensuring that I would maintain a rigid erection. The girl then bobbed up and down the length of my cock, taking me into her throat with ease on every downstroke before pulling all the way back until her lips tugged at the lower edges of my mushroom cap.
Eventually, this second girl moved to straddle me and get my dick inside her, although she was facing away in a reverse cowgirl position. I felt the different positioning of her thighs as she lowered her steaming cunt onto my upright shaft, and then she held herself rigid while she sat down fully with my prick embedded inside her. While her mouth and throat had taken my length and girth easily, her pussy was a different matter. I�d though the first girl was tight. THIS girl had been incredibly tight on entry, almost skin-peeling, and it had taken a good amount of force to batter my way through.
�Ohhh...� I groaned at the fresh sensation. My dick was still hypersensitive from my recent orgasm and the penetration had been almost painful. But now that the pain was receding, all that was left was the wonderful warmth and wetness of her pussy as she began rocking gently back and forth with my throbbing cock inside her.
A new tongue then began licking at our joining. My legs were pushed out to the sides and from the inside of her pussy, I felt the dim vibrations of a mouth on the outside of my current lover�s crotch. And then the tongue licked lower to swirl around my testicles and then to the very spot of our joining before returning upwards to titillate my lover�s clit.
I wondered if it was Adrienne between this second girl�s legs. But then that theory was debunked when someone straddled my face and lowered her pussy onto my tongue and lips. This time, the familiar flavor and taste was quite obvious as I recognized Adrienne. And in this contorted position of lustful excess, the four of us fucked away until both Adrienne and the second girl had screaming orgasms and I nutted my load down the throat of the first girl, who had yanked me out of my lover�s cunt at the very last second.
The two girls left after that. And only after the bedroom door was closed and the room had once again fallen into silence did Adrienne come cuddle naked beside me and remove both blindfold and handcuffs.
Perhaps she expected me to wrap my arms around her lovingly, but after being restrained for so long I felt a surge of adrenaline course through my muscles. The instant I was free, I spun about and tackled my girlfriend, pinning her wrists to the mattress behind her head. �Enjoyed that, didn�t you?� I growled menacingly. �Having me helpless and blind while you and your friends had your way with me?�
Adrienne giggled. �Yes...�sir...� And then she licked her lips enticingly. �See, good things happen when you let me be in charge for a little while.�
�But not all the time,� I growled as I reached out to an open handcuff and slapped it around Adrienne�s wrist. My girlfriend shivered beneath me as she both heard and felt the [click] of the lock. And her eyes burned bright gold.
I smirked down at my still aroused, stunningly gorgeous blonde babe of a sex toy. �Now it�s my turn.�
* * *
�Hey, everyone.�
I looked up from my spot on the couch to see Angela Chan and Monique St. Claire walk in.
�Heyyy, Ben,� Angela singled me out with a smile. �Good to see you again,� she said suggestively.
I looked up again and nodded in greeting, feeling my face tense. Was�she�the second girl who had joined us? How was Angela at giving head? Was her pussy that tight?
�Heyyy, Ben,� Monique added as she sashayed over to me, bending over and putting her hands on her knees while obviously thrusting her big tits forward and giving me a tantalizing glimpse of her cleavage. Yeah, her tits were plenty big enough to fit the profile of the first girl, too. She had an accent, but I�d only ever gotten erotic moans, not enough to identify if it was her or not.
�Feel like some company?� Monique asked sweetly. �Or do I need to bring a blindfold again?�
I coughed nervously and averted my eyes, tapping my book. �Statistics is giving me all the company I need right now.�
The Junior-class girls giggled and then nodded to me before heading upstairs, no doubt to hang out with either Brandi or Dayna or both. I sighed and shook my head at the way things had turned out.
Ever since Adrienne had arranged that little blindfolded fuck with two other girls, seemingly every girl who visited the house made it a point to go out of their way and flirt with me. It had started with Kerri Trainor and Julie Carpenter, the hot redhead and pretty brunette visiting on Saturday to go out with my sister and Dayna. While they waited for their friends to come downstairs the two beautiful Juniors sat on either side of me on the couch, playing with my hair and making suggestive comments.
Right then and there, I decided that THEY were the two who had joined Adrienne and I. Kerri had the tit size and Julie�s wide mouth seemed made for deep-throated blowjobs. My instincts seemed to agree.
But then they�d left and upon their return, Marian Liu and Tracy McMillan were with the group and THEY went out of their way to flirt and tease me. Tracy was even so bold as to grab my crotch, the busty blonde grinning knowingly at me as she caressed it quite familiarly. Were Tracy�s tits the ones in my face? Was petite Marian the one with the skin-peelingly tight pussy?
Or maybe Erica Jackson and Ashley Tran?
Then there were Grace and Misty. Grace Choi I already knew had become a part-time lover of Adrienne�s. From what my girlfriend told me, the Korean knockout considered herself mostly straight, but she broke up with her High School boyfriend and had not yet found anyone new at Berkeley. The girl was itching for cock and Adrienne had been dropping hints for a couple of weeks of setting up a threesome.
So my strongest guess to the identity of my mystery lover had been Grace. She certainly had the tits to fit the profile and a �motive� as it were. She also made the most logical sense as someone Adrienne could talk into doing something so crazy. But if Grace was the first girl, who was the second?
Then Adrienne brought Grace and Misty Madsen over to the house. Misty was another classmate and a 5�8� slender brunette with smoky-gray eyes, appropriate for her name. The pretty girl gave me a very obvious once over while pumping my hand. And there was a rich innuendo in the way she said, �So pleased to�finally�meet you�. My heart raced with the possibilities, but would Adrienne really have brought me a complete and total stranger?
Even Brandi and Dayna got in on the act. I was pretty sure neither girl was one of my mystery girls. After all, I was pretty familiar with their bodies. But I didn�t know if Dayna was capable of changing her way of kissing if she wanted to deliberately mislead me and her tits were certainly big enough to be appropriate for what I�d felt. And while I was sure I knew how my older sister�s pussy felt, Brandi was both capable of deep-throating me and tight enough downstairs to fit the profile of the second girl.
And now with Angela and Monique making their suggestive comments, that brought the total to TWELVE different possible girls I had to guess from. And I didn�t even know how many more might present themselves as possibilities; it had only been two days.
Monique�s blindfold comment had been the final straw. It was the confirmation that�someone�had most definitely spread the story. And after Angela and Monique went upstairs, I turned and glared at Adrienne. �You set this up, didn�t you?�
Adrienne just giggled.
Dawn was the only other person in the room. It was a Sunday afternoon, which meant Ryan and Bert were still at home; and Gwen, Robin, and Paige had not yet swung by to meet up for our weekly Sunday dinner. My blonde best friend looked up at the tone in my voice and asked, �What�s going on?�
I sighed. I wasn�t worried about sharing my sexual activities with Dawn. We had no secrets from each other. I waved at Adrienne and said, �Adrienne wanted to spice up our sex life a bit, so she blindfolded me, handcuffed me to the bed, and brought in two mystery girls to fuck us. I have NO idea who they were and now for some reason, every girl who walks through the door tries to convince me that she was involved.�
Dawn snorted. �Is THAT why all of Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends are flirting with you? Just to mess with your head?�
Adrienne giggled and shook her head. �Who said it was�just�to mess with your head?�
�So you DID put them up to it?�
Adrienne shook her head again. �Not exactly. I told Dayna and Brandi what was going on. It was Dayna�s idea to sic all her friends on you. But there�s also been a side-effect. Now that those girls know you and I are in a pretty open relationship, Ben, I think some of them are angling to be next.�
I sighed. �What?�
�Hey, your fault that you fuck better blindfolded and handcuffed than most of those girls� boyfriends. Girls talk. Word spreads.� Adrienne chuckled.
�So they WERE some of Dayna�s friends...� I ventured. That would narrow things down to eight ... I think...
�Maybe...� Adrienne drawled noncommittally before giggling. �Most of my classmates don�t have an excuse to come by here that often. It�ll be Jessie�s and Barbara�s turn when they come by on Monday afternoon to talk Calculus.�
�Fuckin� hell, Adrienne...� I whined.
�Hey, don�t be so upset. What, you don�t want a pack of hot girls all wanting to jump your bones?�
I groaned. �It�ll be like High School all over again.�
�Yeah...� Adrienne deadpanned. �You were SO miserable.�
Dawn just shook her head and turned back to her magazine. �Sometimes I�m glad I�m not your girlfriend anymore, Ben. Your sex life is just WAY too complicated.�
Just then the door opened and Gwen, Robin, and Paige stepped through. Almost immediately, Gwen sashayed over and flopped onto the couch beside me, her thigh pressed firmly against mine as she dropped a hand onto my knee. �Heyyy, Ben. Feel like blowing off some steam again?�
Paige giggled and sat on my other side. �Just remember that we�re here if you ever want us...� she drawled in a kawaii-cute voice.
I groaned and jerked up to my feet, my hands bracing outwards to keep the girls away from me. �Ah, HELL. Not you guys, too!�
Gwen and Paige looked at each other in confusion before turning to me. �What?� Gwen asked.
Adrienne could NOT stop laughing.
* * *
�Jenga! Jenga! Jenga!� Ryan moved his hands back and forth, fingers outstretched toward the leaning tower of wooden blocks. He was communing with the spirit gods of Jenga and after a few more seconds, he deftly pushed out a side block about six rows from the bottom, snatched it out with surprising dexterity, and gently laid it atop the tower.
Dawn just looked at her boyfriend with jaw agape. �Tell me you did not just do that.�
�What?� Ryan smirked. �It worked, didn�t it?�
I shook my head wryly at the big guy. He had muscles on top of muscles but could seem the most delicate man at times. It just goes to show you shouldn�t judge a book by its cover.
Adrienne took a turn, much more sedately popping out the last available middle block and dropping it on top, watching the whole tower teetering for a second before going still. Only then did she exhale. �It�s all yours, Tiger.�
I frowned and looked at the fragile construction. �This is a stupid game, you know.�
�Come ON, Ben,� Adrienne drawled. �You get so much praise for those nimble fingers from all the girls I know. Show us what you�ve got!�
What I had was a terrible move. One poke later and the whole thing came crashing down. THAT was why I wasn�t an Engineering major.
�Shoulda done the Jenga chant, Ben,� Ryan mused.
I just rolled my eyes and started re-stacking, my competitive ire rising in my chest. �NONE of you are allowed to go to sleep until I win one of these.�
* * *
�You�re making a big mistake, Ben. All this...� Gwen ran her hands up and down her body while jutting her hip out to the side. �Could be yours.�
I have to admit I did let my gaze run up and down Gwen�s body for a few extra seconds. She was dressed to kill, in a lavender dress that was more sensual than slutty, nice shoes, and well-done makeup. Dawn and Adrienne had gone out of their way to fix Gwen�s hair and eyeliner to be more �pretty� instead of her usual punk-style �skanky�. She looked more mature and yet younger at the same time, and I realized that Gwen could be a very�nice-looking young woman.
�Your date�s a lucky man,� I said firmly.
�Pssht,� Gwen grinned. �After all the work your girlfriends put into me, he�d better be worth it. It took FOREVER to get me looking like this.� Gwen turned and glared at Dawn, who just smiled and rolled her eyes.
Then Gwen spun back to Adrienne. �This friend of yours had better be good,� she informed my girlfriend. �Otherwise I�m going to come right back here all horny and wound up and BEN�S going to have to take care of me, deal?�
�Whoa, whoa!� I held up my hands. �First of all ... no. You know that Gwen.�
Now it was her turn to roll her eyes.
�And second: You haven�t even met the guy and you�re already expecting to put out on the first date?� I arched an eyebrow.
Gwen shrugged. �If he plays his cards right.�
Robin sighed. �You�re such a slut, Gwen.�
�You�d better believe it. I haven�t gotten properly laid in WAY too long.�
�Yeah, well just don�t rub off on Red here,� I jerked a thumb to my left. Paige was out of her Catholic schoolgirl uniform and into a demure dress of her own. Dawn and Adrienne had first put her into something quite cute and sexy when we�d all gone shopping earlier in the week. But for some reason, I�d vetoed it and ordered something more age-appropriate for a 15-year-old. The outfit wasn�t childish, merely ... conservative. Dawn and Adrienne had protested at first but I stamped my foot down, feeling quite protective, even though I had no right to. Paige had settled the matter by agreeing to the less-revealing outfit.
�She can take care of herself,� Gwen insisted.
Paige turned to me with a naughty grin on her face and said, �Maybe if I lose my cherry tonight you won�t be so hesitant about nailing me.�
�PAIGE,� I growled.
�Oh, poo.�
I shook my head. No matter how young she looked, the girl was eighteen and beneath the innocent exterior I knew the little redhead was more worldly than she let on. Still, I was definitely going to be giving Paige�s date the evil eye as a warning not to try anything with her.
I looked around. �Are we all set?�
Dawn moved to Ryan. Robin moved to Bert. And Adrienne slid alongside me. �All set,� my girlfriend confirmed. �Gwen�s and Paige�s dates should be here any minute and we�ll head out.�
I nodded and just then the doorbell rang. But instead of the girls� dates, it was Kerri Trainor and Monique St. Claire.
�Heyyy, Ben,� Kerri stepped forward and gave me a warm hug along with a pat on the butt while kissing my cheek.
�Hey! I�m about to go out on a date!� I protested while the hot redhead molded herself to my body.
�That�s okay. I�m sure your girlfriend will not mind,� Monique added in her cute French accent as she hugged me from the other side and kissed my other cheek, practically humping my leg.
And then the two 20-year-old�s sashayed past and headed for the stairs up to Dayna�s room. Adrienne clucked at me, licking her thumb and then rubbing to smear off what lipstick the girls had left on my cheeks.
Gwen just raised her hand and gestured toward the stairs. �What gives? Miss French Babe can be all over him but I can�t?�
�Gwen, you�re thirty seconds from going out with another guy.�
Gwen rolled her eyes. �One date. It�s not like I�ve committed or anything.�
Robin groaned. �You�re just horny, Gwen.�
�Me? Who spent all this past week holed up with Bert Kim in her dorm room?� Gwen retorted. �Never knew the guy had it in him.�
Both Robin and Bert blushed beet red.
The doorbell rang again. Gwen smiled and glanced back at Adrienne. �He�d better be good. Or make some extra room in that big bed of yours.�
I sighed. Yeah, my old crew was NEVER this complicated.
* * *
Fortunately or unfortunately, Gwen and her date, Henryk �Rick� Rusedski, hit it off and Rick escorted Gwen back to her dorm room instead of into my bedroom. I felt half-relieved and half-disappointed. I knew it was best that she didn�t join Adrienne and me; but my dick always had a mind of its own. Thankfully, my girlfriend was more than happy to relieve me of my nagging erection.
Paige, on the other hand, was dropped off at our house by her date. He must have gotten my telepathic message not to try anything or I would come kick his ass. And only when she returned, still virginal, did I start to relax from a tension I didn�t realize I had.
Paige confided in me that her guy was nice enough; but as she put it, �He simply doesn�t hold a candle to you, Ben.�
* * *
The following Thursday was Thanksgiving. Dayna, Dawn, Brandi, Adrienne, and I went to the Evans house for dinner. Brandi, Adrienne, and I were warmly welcomed as family by Deanna and Jack Evans. DJ welcomed me by trying to jack me off under the table, but her mom caught the motion and gave her youngest daughter a stern look.
Ultimately, the five of us left the house before DJ could get a hold of me, leaving the 16-year-old girl to pout about how I would have to make things up to her some other day. �You promise?� she�d even whimpered, giving me the softest puppy dog eyes. They were so blue and beautiful I couldn�t help but solemnly swear I would make it up to her. The young girl then gave me a kiss that left me with a rather stiff woody in my shorts as Dayna drove us back home.
I put it to use, though. With everyone�s respective boyfriends away from the house for the evening, my four housemates decided to initiate a 4-girl-1-me orgy. Dawn hadn�t joined us very often in the past few months, but she felt this night was something special, and she certainly made her female roommates feel special. But as always, Dawn and I never quite touched each other; but we certainly teamed up a few times on one of the other girls.
I figured that Thanksgiving night orgy would be the sexual highlight of the rest of my semester. But two weeks later, inspired by Adrienne, Dayna hatched a plan that would quite literally change the way I saw my life.
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�Wait, WHAT?� I blinked several times, not quite believing what Adrienne had just told me. And then I looked around at all four of my roommates in shock that they were really planning this.
�Come ON, Tiger. It�ll be fun!� my girlfriend said gleefully. �And I want to watch!�
�So do I!� I protested.
�Pssht. That would defeat the whole purpose.� Adrienne shook her head. �And it�s not like you aren�t already used to me blindfolding you.�
�C�mon, Ben,� Dayna drawled. �Isn�t a blindfold a small price to pay for fucking a bunch of hot girls?�
I rolled my eyes. �It�s no fun if I don�t know WHO it is. I figured that out last time,� I glared at Adrienne. �It was interesting, yeah. But I�m not just a living dildo to be used by a faceless stranger. I like some emotional connections with a girl, you know?�
Dayna sighed but shrugged. �It�s your call. You don�t have to be there. But we�re gonna kick you out of the house on Saturday.�
Dawn piped up, looking at me lovingly. �If you�re uncomfortable, Ben, I�ll hang out with you. We�ll go visit the others somewhere. Maybe even drive out and spend the day in San Francisco or something.�
I blinked and started nodding before realization dawned on me. If Dawn was taking me to San Francisco... �Wait, are YOU staying, Adrienne?�
My girlfriend sighed. �If you�re not there, of course not. I wanted to play with some of the girls and watch you...� She exhaled. �But, if you don�t want to do this Ben, I�ll hang out with you guys, too.�
The disappointment in Adrienne�s voice was obvious. And that alone made me re-think my decision. I sighed and looked at her. �Why do you want to do this?�
Adrienne shrugged. �It�s wild. It�s crazy. And you know how I�m up to try almost anything.�
A realization hit me. �And this gives you a chance to fuck other guys without them getting attached to you,� I started nodding. I couldn�t help but remember Adrienne�s past, before she�d dated me. She wasn�t wildly promiscuous, but she�d had lots of different dates and she�d cheated on her boyfriends with regularity just for the variety and the power trip. But since starting a relationship with me, at least this second time around, Adrienne hadn�t had any dick except mine. After all the girls she�d been bringing me throughout our relationship, it seemed only fair to give her this chance. I couldn�t be a hypocrite about this.
But Adrienne snorted, �No way!� She screwed up her face and shook her head. �I have no interest in fucking the other guys Dayna and Brandi are bringing.�
�You�re not?� I frowned in confusion. �I thought��
�Not happening,� Adrienne cut me off. �I TOLD you; you�re all the man I ever want or ever need. I�m not the girl you knew in High School anymore. But I�m SURE we�ll both enjoy some fresh pussy every now and again, Tiger. I think this�d be a lot of fun for both of us: an experience we�ll be able to talk about for a long time. And the fact is, you�ll probably�know�every girl there. So they�re not faceless strangers.�
�Even if I won�t know WHO I�m with at any given time,� I grumbled.
Dayna gave me a disapproving look. �C�mon, Ben. This isn�t about you. This is about the girls. Hey, put yourself in their shoes. If you had a chance to nail five or six hot girls who were blindfolded and would never know who you were, would you do it?�
I imagined the scenario, visualizing six gorgeous, naked babes panting with lust and blindfolded while they reached out to me. Hell yeah I�d do it.
Dayna continued. �But we�re girls. We�re all just as horny inside as boys, but people look at us as sluts if we act on our feelings like boys would. This is a chance for the girls to cut loose and enjoy themselves without fear of how a guy will look at them afterwards or give them any negative reputations. Plus ... yeah, you�re living dildos; but you�re also gonna get to fuck a dozen hot chicks. Everybody wins.�
Adrienne added, �And it�s just a blindfold, Ben. You�ll have free use of your hands and everything else. You can feel and touch and everything. Just keep your mouth shut if you figure out who any of them are.�
Brandi chimed in. �Look at the bright side, Ben. We�re actually asking you and giving you the option of agreeing or disagreeing instead of just dragging you into this. It�s really your call.�
I took a deep breath. I looked at Adrienne, who had such a hopeful expression on her face. On that alone I took a deep breath and nodded. �Okay. I�m in.�
Brandi snorted. �Don�t seem so depressed about it.�
I chuckled and then furrowed my eyebrows as I looked over at Dawn. �Ryan in on this?�
Dawn blushed. �Not yet. But if you�re in, I will be asking him.� The pretty blonde managed a weak smile. �Our relationship has needed a little spice in it anyways.�
I chuckled and nodded, seeing the gleam in my best friend�s eye. Dawn was a beautiful 18-year-old girl who hadn�t experienced much beyond me and Ryan. She was curious, and I couldn�t fault her for that. Then I arched an eyebrow. �Gwen? Robin? Bert? No way is Paige coming to this.�
Adrienne giggled. �No, not Paige. Awfully protective of her, aren�t you, Tiger? And �no� on the others, either. I don�t think Robin or Bert could handle this yet and Gwen�s not that tight with Dayna�s other friends. The less outsiders to their group the better.�
I nodded.
Brandi smacked my shoulder. �Better rest up, little brother. Drink lots of fluids because you�re gonna NEED it.�
On Saturday, I stood in Adrienne�s and my bedroom wearing just my boxers while she approached me with a black strip of cloth in her hands. My heart was racing and my hands were a little clammy. I�d had quite a bit of group sex in the last couple of years. I�d even been a part of a full-blown orgy or two. But THIS was something else entirely. And if this was the way my college career was getting started, I could only imagine how crazy it might get over the next three and a half years.
�Nervous?� Adrienne asked. She looked gorgeous, as always, dressed in flimsy lingerie with a silky, transparent robe over the top. The sight of her alone made me half-hard, but indeed the nerves were keeping me from a full-fledged erection.
�A little,� I admitted. �Maybe I�d be better off studying. Finals DO start on Monday.�
�Relax...� Adrienne chuckled. �Actually, that�s the whole point of this. We�ve all got finals on Monday, so this is our last chance to just let loose and unwind.� Then with a gleam in her eyes and a naughty grin, Adrienne stepped forward and began tying the blindfold onto my head.
She stepped back and I blinked my eyes open. �Uh, Adrienne, I can still see,� I said softly. Indeed, the gauzy black material darkened everything, but I could see quite well whatever was just a few feet in front of me. Adrienne�s face wasn�t clear or anything, but I could easily identify her face.
�Shh,� Adrienne leaned in and whispered directly into my ear, even though we were in the privacy of our bedroom. �Don�t say anything, but I switched your blindfold.�
My heart started thumping even faster. And then my girlfriend took my hand and led me out into the living room.
During the day, Matt Kanemura (Brandi�s boyfriend), Kevin Weiss (Dayna�s boy-toy), and I had rearranged the furniture by pushing the couches, chairs, and tables against the walls. We�d then brought all the mattresses out and laid them on the floor, covered with sheets that we fully expected to require washing when we were through. Even though we didn�t explicitly talk about what was to come, we would be the only three who knew for certain the three of us guys would be there.
Now at night, Matt, Kevin, and Ryan � along with Alan Kwok and Brett Benson � were already in place in the living room. I had to strain my eyes through the blindfold to identify each of them as Adrienne led me around and onto the loveseat. Truly blinded, the guys stared off at nothing, cocking their heads and straining to listen for anything that might give them an idea of what was going on. I reminded myself to similarly pretend I couldn�t see a thing lest I give away my one advantage.
Dayna, Brandi, and Dawn were the only other girls around. I assumed they had been the ones to arrange the guys and make sure everything was in its place. And as I settled in, Dayna cleared her throat, drawing the attention of everyone. �Okay guys, the rules are simple. Rule 1: You do NOT remove your blindfold. You do and there will be a LOT of pissed off girls who will make sure you never get laid in this town again. Rule 2: The girls are in charge. You stop if they tell you to stop. Rule 3: You only exist as living dildos for us. If you get too worn out to continue, we will escort you out. No sense in spending more time risking you learning the girls� identities. Rule 4: No names. Even if you manage to identify a girl, don�t say her name out loud. And the girls won�t say your names, either. And Rule 5: You all swallow these.�
By now, Adrienne was pushing a water bottle and two pills into my hand. Even though I could see, I couldn�t make out the writing on the pills through the gauzy black haze. Elsewhere, Dawn, Dayna, and Brandi were doing the same to the others. �Do I want to know what they are?� I asked quietly.
Adrienne giggled. �Trust me.�
Those were two words I had come to both depend on and hate. Well, she�d never let me down yet. I swallowed the pills.
After another few seconds, Brandi went to the stairs and called up, �Ready!�
Six hot babes dressed in lingerie trooped down excitedly. Adrienne had been right, I DID know them all: Angela Chan, Monique St. Claire, Kerri Trainor, Julie Carpenter, Marian Liu, and Tracy McMillan. I shouldn�t have been surprised. All six were a part of Dayna�s and Brandi�s crew. All six were Juniors or Seniors. All six were currently without boyfriends. And all six had entered my fantasies at one point or another during the last couple of months.
My skin started to heat up as my heartbeat accelerated. I felt a familiar chemical tingle in my loins, telling me that at least one of the pills was some kind of erectile dysfunction medication. And whatever was in the second one made me feel just a little dizzy and euphoric while also making my entire body tingle. If I had to guess, it was a tablet of ecstasy.
The water bottle was still in my hand and I chugged the rest just in case. The ten girls in the room then fanned out around us six guys, Adrienne moving to sit beside me and taking my hand. And the first girl to approach us was Tracy McMillan.
�I kinda knew you were going to come straight for him,� Adrienne giggled beside me.
Tracy just grinned and then leaned over to whisper into Adrienne�s ear, no doubt so that I wouldn�t recognize her voice. And then the pretty blonde knelt before me, her gaze locked onto the bulge in my shorts.
Tracy McMillan was a very pretty girl and an obsessive workout junkie. Of average height, she nevertheless had a decidedly above-average body. She was very athletic, with toned limbs and an actual six-pack. She had big tits that were usually held in a sports bra whenever she bounced around our house, to go along with a muscular ass always encased in tight-fitting shorts. Her sandy-blonde hair was often pulled into a ponytail, although on this day it hung loose to stop just below her shoulders, pointing the way down to her exposed cleavage in a lacy cream-colored bra.
I shivered when Tracy set her hands down on my thighs. I let my head loll back and stared at the ceiling, not trusting myself to keep secret my ability to see while she walked her fingers up my legs and eventually began tugging at my boxer shorts. I lifted my hips off the couch cushion to help her out, and a minute later I felt Tracy�s hand wrap around my engorged shaft.
�Ohhhnnn...� I groaned while her strong fingers squeezed me and began stroking. My chest began to rise and fall as I panted in arousal. The moment she bent and took me between her lips, my head fell back down. And I couldn�t help but stare in wonder as the pretty Senior shoved the first four inches of my cock into her mouth.
�Oh, shit!� Dawn gasped from somewhere to my left.
Immediately, my head snapped to the left and I strained to look over; the farther the distance the worse my vision was through the blindfold. But I felt the momentary racing of my heart begin to slow down as I saw that Dawn was still fully-dressed in her lingerie and sitting beside Ryan on the other couch. Bent over his lap was a dark-haired girl, Julie Carpenter, I think. And Dawn was wide-eyed and rubbing herself inside her panties while whispering something into her boyfriend�s ear.
The tension that had formed in me ebbed away. Even though I knew Dawn had been dating Ryan for over a year now, I hadn�t actually�seen�her with another man since that Stanford-Notre Dame game so long ago, and I wasn�t exactly sure how I would feel when Dawn decided to participate more actively in this orgy. For the briefest of moments, I wished Adrienne hadn�t switched my blindfold � meaning I wouldn�t have to watch MY Dawn getting laid by someone else � but I decided that if I knew it was going to happen, I�d rather not be blinded.
Speaking of not being blinded, while Tracy continued to bob her head up and down in my lap, I let my head almost lazily tilt around while I scanned the rest of the room. Matt Kanemura was flat on his back on one of the mattresses while Dayna was already straddling his waist, obviously bouncing up and down his cock. The lanky Hawaiian boy also had Marian Liu with him, tiny 5�0�-tall Asian girl sitting on his face while he ate her out.
On another mattress, at first I thought Brandi was on her back getting plowed by Alan Kwok. But after a sharper look, I realized the dark-haired girl was Angela Chan, not my sister. I actually couldn�t see Brandi, figuring she was elsewhere.
Meanwhile, Adrienne had moved off the couch and behind Tracy, where my girlfriend wrapped her hands around the older girl and began unfastening the athletic blonde�s clothing. My cock gave an extra lurch when Tracy�s unfettered tits popped out, capped with the large nipples that always dented out her sports bras whenever I saw her. And after reaching out to play with her face and hair, I let my hands drift down to squeeze, cup, and caress her impressive mounds.
Tracy spent a few more minutes of blowing me and getting stripped by Adrienne. And once naked she slid onto the couch and parked her knees on either side of my hips. She fisted my cock, swabbed the head through the moisture of her snatch, and then started sinking her way down around my pole.
�Mmm ... so nice...� she murmured, forgetting her original mandate to not speak or otherwise give away her identity. I wondered why the blindfolds were even necessary. Honestly, I probably would have figured out Tracy�s identity anyways from feeling her tits and the tense musculature of her arms. And since I had free use of my body and even my vision, I slid my hands onto her waist and began guiding the smaller girl up and down my shaft.
I�d initially been a little hesitant because of nerves over the unusual situation. But the longer I continued fucking the pretty blonde the more my natural sexual instincts took over. My lips found her neckline, my hands slid around her back, and Big Ben: Stud Fucker, came to life. I actually grinned as I felt the surge of adrenaline in me.
With deft fingers and stroking hands, I quickly roved around Tracy�s naked body, feeling out her pleasure centers and titillating her sensitive nerves. I felt the iron-hard rigidity of my chemically-enhanced prick battering through her tight pussy. And I also felt the tingling, crawling sensation of pleasure all across my skin whenever I rubbed against her. Tracy�s firm tits kept pushing against my chest, setting off little sparks of bliss in my mind. And I figured that if any of the girls had also popped e-tablets, they would certainly be more sensitive to touch as well.
Tracy coming to a screaming orgasm within two minutes would seem to confirm that theory. I wasn�t even doing much with her clit or pussy; the girl actually seemed to cum from my hands stroking her back.
Her second orgasm came when I cupped her tits from below and squeezed.
Her third orgasm came when I popped a finger up her ass and bit down on her neck.
And then, revved up by THREE multiple orgasms, Tracy REALLY started to put her athleticism to use.
Now I�ve fucked some girls pretty hard before. In a dominant position, I often used my superior strength to plow myself in and out of their compliant bodies, pounding them without mercy. Horny, powerful, and a little on drugs, Tracy actually fucked ME. Her hands gripped my shoulders so tight I was sure she�d crack a bone. Her arms and legs flung her body up and down my shaft so fast I would have gotten friction burn if she hadn�t lubricated us with her orgasms. And her teeth locked onto my neck as she bit down, adding a spark of pain to the pleasure already coursing throughout my entire body.
Tracy McMillan was an athletically-built, busty, blonde force of nature as she fucked me faster and more frantically than I�d ever been fucked. We�re talking Tasmanian Devil-kind of frantic fucking. And despite all my practice at holding my orgasms at bay, when she clenched her cunt muscles and screamed her next orgasm while humping me faster than a construction worker�s jackhammer, my balls uncorked and I began blasting her full of scalding hot cum.
�FUCK! FUUUUCK!�FUUUUCK!!!� Tracy started yelling.
�Fuck�ME!� I grunted as I felt the jets flying up my shaft to splatter into Tracy�s body.
�AAAGHH!� Tracy yelled.
And all the while she never stopped humping.
When Tracy finally went still, her sweaty body collapsing heavily into my chest and pressing me against the backrest of the loveseat, I simply wrapped my arms around her and gasped for oxygen. The pure frenzy of that last orgasm made me feel like I�d just run a marathon, and even though the athletic blonde was in fantastic physical shape, even she seemed completely drained by our lustful encounter.
�Fuck, Ben...� Tracy moaned into my ear, completely ignoring Rule 4. �I�ve never felt like that before.�
I smiled and patted her buttcheek, the tight globe feeling rock hard beneath my palm.
�I�ve never cum so many times so fast,� she panted before kissing my cheek. �That was�incredible!�
I chuckled. �Anytime.�
Tracy snuggled her nose into my neck. �I just might hold you to that.�
And this was only Round 1.
* * *
Adrienne had not been idle while I was fucking Tracy. My gorgeous girlfriend had been dyking it out with Kerri Trainor on a nearby mattress, and they weren�t the only Sapphic couple in the room. With 10 girls and only 6 guys, some of the girls would either have to pair up or engage in threesomes (or moresomes). I grinned to myself. Leave it to Dayna to make friends with some of the hottest bisexual girls on campus.
Anyways, once I�d finished nutting my load into Tracy, Adrienne returned to us, rolling the exhausted blonde over and then parking her face between the girl�s muscular thighs, noisily slurping my jism back out. Tracy could only moan and put her hand on Adrienne�s head while fresh pleasures coursed through her body.
As for me, after Tracy had wiped out most of my initial energy, I closed my eyes and forced myself to move by touch as I got off the loveseat and flopped onto my back across an available mattress. It felt so relaxing to lie flat after a workout like that and also tinglingly good to feel the sheets caressing every inch of my skin. But I didn�t have very long to remain idle.
Marian Liu was quick to move alongside me, taking my still hard cock in hand while she leaned in to take her first taste of my neck. She stroked me to keep me hard, eventually getting me to regain my original steel rigidity. Without words, she eventually got me to roll on top of her and almost gingerly inch my thick, throbbing weapon into her too-narrow pussy, moaning and whimpering the entire four minutes it took to finally seat me inside her almost-excruciatingly tight cunt.
For the second time, I wondered why the blindfolds were even necessary. There were very few girls I knew anywhere near Marian�s 5�0� tiny stature, and she felt like a little doll beneath me as I stretched her cunt far wider than she may have been expecting. But then I reminded myself that in theory, none of us guys was even supposed to know which girls were in attendance; so I supposed it was possible one of them might guess that Marian was some other tiny, petite girl they might know. And if nothing else, the visible blindfold provided a mental �excuse� to let loose and act out on these primal urges that polite society would otherwise frown upon, so there was a benefit besides true identity-masking.
Ultimately, being stretched by my thick dick spurred Marian to a trembling orgasm, after which she got up and rather awkwardly stumbled away. Despite the incredible tightness of her pussy, I hadn�t shot off, and I lay back waiting for the next girl looking for a ride.
In the meantime, I had the chance to look around again. I now saw Brandi kneeling doggy-style on a mattress, Dayna�s boy-toy Kevin Weiss pumping into her from behind while she had her face buried in Dayna�s crotch. Ryan was now on top of Tracy, pumping her slowly while she wrapped her strong limbs around his own very muscular body. And Adrienne was on top of Monique, the two statuesque blondes crushing their massive tits into each other while exchanging a wickedly hot kiss filled with lots of tongue-action.
Then my heart nearly stopped when I saw Dawn.
My beautiful blonde best friend was currently being pressed into the couch by Brett Benson. He knelt on the floor and I watched his ass clenching as he slowly pumped in and out of her, his hand gently caressing her large, swaying breasts. She had her head flung back, her eyes closed while she gasped on each stroke, holding onto his arms. The pleasure was evident on her face while she experienced what was perhaps only the third dick she�d ever willingly taken inside her.
I waited for the expected pang of jealousy...
There wasn�t any. Dawn was my best friend, my lifelong friend, and she was finding a little physical pleasure in her life. Everything was as it should be, and I begrudged her nothing. Sure, the selfish part of me wanted her all to myself, but that wasn�t how life worked out. I didn�t own her, and I had no rights to tell her not to find experiences like this for herself. Hell, Dawn was just starting her third lover. Me? I was on ... oh, I�d lost count somewhere north of twenty-five. And I was in love with Adrienne, who quite likely had bedded as many different people as me. The absolute LAST thing I could ever do was call Dawn a slut.
But I had to admit ... knowing what she was doing and knowing I couldn�t feel her doing it with me ... Well, it made me want her back.
Just a bit.
Meanwhile, I wasn�t alone for very long. I had just sat up to stare in Dawn�s direction, forgetting I was supposed to be blind, when a new naked body tackled me back onto the mattress. �Mmm...� Kerri Trainor moaned before molding her lips over my neck. I started to realize that none of the girls would actually kiss me. Perhaps �kissing� would be too intimate for this supposedly-anonymous fuckfest. Kerri did tweak my nose between her lips, however, and I thought I could smell someone else�s pussy juice on her breath. Knowing the girls, it might very well be Julie Carpenter�s.
Speaking of Julie, the pretty brunette was kissing another part of my anatomy, inhaling my cock to the root inside her mouth. She immediately took me deep into her throat while she actually licked my balls. And then she bobbed up and down the length of my cock, taking me into her throat with ease on every downstroke before pulling all the way back until her lips tugged at the lower edges of my mushroom cap.
My eyes blinked open as a vague sense of d�j� vu filled my mind. The last time a girl tongued my balls while deep-throating me had been during Adrienne�s arranged first blindfolded foursome. My first instinct, long ago, had been that Kerri and Julie were my mystery girls. And if Julie was the second girl, then the first girl HAD to be...
Reaching up to her head, I jerked Kerri�s face away from mine and physically hauled her naked body further up so that I could press my face into her cleavage. The hot redhead certainly had big enough tits to fit the profile, but while they were very nice, both firm and soft at the same time, they didn�t quite feel ... right. Strike One.
Moving Kerri further over, I took a nipple into my mouth and began suckling, feeling with my tongue for a familiar, pebbly texture. Strike two. Kerri was not my first mystery girl.
Almost casually, I then moved Kerri out of the way and bent my head down to see Julie, who currently still had my dick impaled in her throat. I�d always know Julie had a pretty wide mouth, perfect for this kind of oral attention, but it wasn�t her mouth I was currently interested in. I reached down, fake-tapping my hands as if I were blind until I got to Julie�s shoulders. And then I bodily yanked her upright and turned her around until she got the hint and moved into a reverse cowgirl position. And then with my hands on Julie�s tight ass and hips, I guided her down and around my shaft.
Strike three. Julie was an accomplished blowjob artist and she had a snug pussy, but her vaginal passage wasn�t close to the near skin-peeling tightness of my second mystery lover.
It�s hard to be disappointed when you�re balls deep inside a pretty girl. But I�d hoped beyond hope to identify my mystery lovers and for a brief time, felt the incredible excitement that I�d finally discovered them. Kerri and Julie were fantastically hot babes and I would have been thrilled to find that they were my mystery pair. It was a letdown to discover otherwise.
Fortunately, the girls didn�t seem to notice or mind my brief disappointment. Julie, for one, simply started bucking up and down on top of me, feeling my thick cock prodding her snatch wide open while Kerri took the obvious hint and moved around to both kiss her best friend and paw at the brunette�s tits before sliding down to lick at our joining, the same way my mystery pair had done just weeks before. They weren�t THE pair, but they were still�A�pair. And I intended to enjoy them while I could.
Assaulted from both sides by me and Kerri, Julie quickly lit off into an orgasm. After that, I bodily yanked the post-orgasmic brunette off my dick and parked her on all fours next to me. Then once again fake-tapping with my hands to feel around for Kerri, I grabbed her as well and parked her next to Julie. And then seizing the redhead�s ass in my hands, I notched my dick into her slot and rammed my way forward.
�Eeeek!� Kerri squealed as I swiftly buried myself to the hilt. And then she didn�t stop squealing until I abruptly yanked out my dick, shifted over, and rammed my way back into Julie.
�Aaaahh!� Julie groaned as I penetrated her as well. And then for the next fifteen minutes I hammered the two 20-year-old Juniors until they were quite literally face-down on the mattress, drooling spit while orgasmic honey leaked out of both of their worn pussies.
In the end, I was hunched over my knees, gasping for oxygen from the exertion I�d just put myself through. The brief elation and disappointment over not solving my mystery had sent a surge of adrenaline and frustration through me, and I�d taken it out on the girls before pulling out and nutting my load all over Kerri�s backside. They didn�t seem to mind, however, as the pair of them looked at each other with happily sated, well-fucked expressions on their faces.
Angela Chan was the next girl to come by, and even though my head was down, I recognized her voice as she mused, �Wow ... the hell did you do to them?�
I reached my hand out, closing my eyes to ensure I blindly flailed until I touched Angela�s hip and moved to grip her leg. Then I pointed toward Kerri. �I pulled out and came on ... her ... ass. Lick it off her, and I�ll do the same to you.�
Angela didn�t know I could see her smile, but she quickly got down to start slurping. I didn�t bother waiting for her to finish before I moved myself behind her and rammed my still-chemically hard cock into her snatch.
Perhaps if she�d thought about it, Angela might have gotten suspicious at how easily I�d moved into position despite supposedly being blind. But from the way she instantly started moaning up a storm, I don�t think she really cared. Big Ben was on the loose.
* * *
�Mon Dieu! Fuck me! Fuck me!� Monique St. Claire wasn�t even bothering to try and conceal her accent. She simply growled in my ear and clutched me even tighter on top of her while I rammed my way in and out of her juicing cunt with reckless abandon.
Presently, I bent my head lower to suck at one of her massive tits. While not as big as Adrienne�s, Monique�s big bosoms were probably as big as Dayna�s and they jiggled quite nicely with every pounding thrust. Her curly blonde hair danced as she tossed her head left and right. And her jaw hung open while I wracked her body with orgasm after orgasm. Monique was my sixth different girl of the day. And if you counted my four roommates, by the end of this I would have nailed all ten of the girls present at some point in my life. And I had every intention that all ten of them would be singing my sexual praises for a long time to come.
Meanwhile, to my right, I heard the ecstatic cries of my girlfriend Adrienne while redheaded Kerri drove her up the proverbial wall with a buzzing vibrator and an agile tongue. And to my left, I heard Dawn matching Adrienne in volume while Tracy did her best to out-do Kerri. And further away I heard Dayna and someone I�thought�was Julie moaning up a storm themselves.
Unfortunately, despite the chemical-assistance, both Brett Benson and Alan Kwok had dropped out from exhaustion some time ago, forcing more girls to pair up with each other. Dayna and Brandi had pulled them into a bedroom and re-dressed them before escorting them out of the house and then rejoining the party. It was Rule 3: Once no longer useful, you get removed from the field.
Me? I intended to outlast the girls.
�Ai! Ai! AIIIII!!!!� Monique shrieked at the top of her lungs, her whole body shaking like an earthquake beneath me for what felt like a full minute while her spasms triggered me as well and made my balls evacuate their contents into the deepest recesses of her womb. I grunted and fired over and again, filling her up with my fourth load of the day while feeling my skin crawl with the after-effects of the ecstasy tablet they�d given me.
And then Monique went dead limp beneath me, her head turning to the side and her eyes dropping closed.
�Oh, SHIT!� Angela muttered. �She passed out!�
Well, I�d outlasted one girl at least.
* * *
�I�d like to wait for ... uh ... you know,� I heard Ryan muttering softly. Clearly he wanted to wait for Dawn.
Dayna was with him, pulling the weary stud to his feet along with Brandi�s help. �Sorry, rules are rules,� Dayna replied. �It�s not fair to the other girls.�
Ryan, trapped by his sense of fairness, nodded grudgingly and let Dayna lead him away. Brandi, Julie, and Angela had also called it a night, although they still hung around in various states of undress, watching everything intently.
I dropped my attention back to Tracy, who had come back for an encore, wrapping her strong legs around my waist and tugging me into her with each thrust while Marian sat on her face.
Minutes later, Matt tapped out as well and left, leaving Kevin Weiss and me as the only studs left. My current fuck only lasted a short while after that, as I flooded Tracy�s pussy with my spunk for the second time that day.
It was my fifth ejaculation, so there wasn�t a ton of fluid. But I�d trained my body over the years to fire and fire again so I still had three healthy squirts before a couple more smaller bursts splattered inside the athletic blonde.
After I finished busting my nut inside her I rolled onto my back, my lungs heaving for oxygen. And as I let my head lay back against the mattress, I felt the pleasant creep of sleep edging in around the corners of my eyes. It would feel SO good to just take a nap right now. For hours now, the ecstasy had given me extra energy, a feeling of intimacy with my girls, and a general sense of pleasant happiness. Right now I felt like I could float away on a cloud.
But then Dawn�s voice grabbed my attention. �Please,� she said softly. �I want it.�
I turned my head in the direction of Dawn�s voice and I saw my beautiful best friend hesitate next to Tracy.
Marian, who was shifting out of Dawn�s way, glanced at me before saying, �Relax. He can�t see you.�
Dawn nodded and then bent between Tracy�s legs, burying her face in the other blonde�s crotch and humming happily as she began hoovering out what cum I�d deposited there.
I rolled my head back and smiled to myself. Yeah, Dawn and I had settled into a platonic, best friends relationship. But we would always have our intimate connection and it seemed a part of that would always manifest itself in how Dawn wanted to suck my jism out of another girl. It wasn�t exactly a normal method of maintaining intimacy; but it was a way Dawn could still touch (and taste) a part of me without actually touching me.
And then I felt a warm mouth closing over my semi-hard cock. After five orgasms, even erectile dysfunction drugs would have a hard time keeping my blood flow going to my dick. But the adept tongue work and sucking more than made up for it; and I felt myself getting stiff for a potential sixth round.
The girl moaned around my cock and I suddenly picked my head up. I knew the moan. And through my blindfold I looked down to see it was Dawn currently bobbing her head up and down in my lap.
Oh, Dawn ... my Dawn ... She was blowing me! She was ... touching me ... intimately ... sexually ... My heart started racing again as I thought over the implications of her crossing our self-made boundaries. Did Dawn know that I realized it was her? Even if she thought I was blindfolded, could she know I might recognize her just from her blowjob technique and the sound of her moans? Or had she somehow convinced herself that this was an anonymous blowjob she could get away with? I would never know. Ryan would never know. It could be her naughty little secret.
Just then, Adrienne came back over. She saw what was happening and gasped, clapping both hands over her mouth. Dawn heard her and pulled off my cock, looking toward my girlfriend with a pleading expression on her face.
After a brief second, Adrienne nodded. And a near desperate Dawn dove back down onto my cock and started sucking like there was no tomorrow.
That left Adrienne free to look at me. Only she knew I could see through the black blindfold and as her eyes met mine, she shook her head slowly, willing me to recognize I had to keep my mouth shut about this. Dawn couldn�t know that I was aware of what was going on, and I lay my head back down while letting my hands run through my gorgeous best friend�s silky hair. And despite five ejaculations, the knowledge that Dawn, MY Dawn, was sucking me was enough to get me rock hard again.
Kerri was soon next to Dawn, husking softly, �Go on. Fuck him. You know you want to.�
Dawn moaned again, sucking me even harder.
�I�ll sit on his face,� Kerri whispered. Then her voice dropped and I couldn�t make out the rest. �Just khp-ursh-quet-nd-hish-wnt-no-tss-yuuh.�
Dawn moaned once more, squeezing her eyes shut and I felt her jaw trembling around my shaft. But then abruptly she pulled away, turning her head. And perhaps a bit too loud, she whimpered, �I can�t. I can�t do this to Ryan.�
�We�ll never tell,� Kerri said quietly.
Dawn shook her head, glancing at me. She dropped the volume of her voice but hissed just loud enough for me to hear her say, �I probably shouldn�t have even sucked him.�
�But ... You love him.�
Dawn just got up and fled away.
I was panting softly, my dick waving upright in the air like a wet flagpole that was slowly tilting back toward my own belly. Kerri reached out and took me in hand, stroking me a few times before glancing up at Adrienne. �Do you want him?�
Adrienne shook her head. �No. I can have him anytime. You go ahead.�
The copper-redhead smiled and nodded. And so Kerri climbed on, cramming my dick into her tight cunt. And with her big tits bouncing on my face, she rode me until I blew my sixth and final load inside her.
We were the last ones. Once we were finished, the party was over. And Adrienne escorted me back into our bedroom.

Chapter 5: The Favor

DECEMBER 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�I was pretty sure I heard Brett and Alan�s voices,� Matt Kanemura stated, the lanky Hawaiian boy running his right hand through his multi-toned streaked hair before rubbing his scalp. It was the Sunday immediately after Saturday�s blindfold orgy, and he, Kevin Weiss, and myself were sitting in the living room.
Kevin nodded. �So just the five of us?�
Matt shrugged. �Makes sense. Or do you think Ryan was there, too? After all, Dawn is a roommate, too.�
Kevin shook his head. �Nah. Dayna�s pretty protective of her little sister. And I don�t think Dawn is that kind of girl. As much as I would have loved to hit that � she IS fucking hot � I doubt she was at the party. And no Dawn, no Ryan.�
Matt sighed. �What about the other girls? I KNOW Monique was there. She didn�t even try to hide her accent. And there was one girl who was just so tiny. Probably Marian. Although it COULD have been Ashley.�
Kevin disagreed. �Marian, definitely. I recognized her giggle.�
Matt snorted. �Could have been BOTH.�
Kevin laughed. �Maybe. And Kerri and Julie HAD to have been there. Those girls just love to party WAY too much. Erica, too.�
I decided to step in, asking �So how many girls do you think there were?�
Kevin let his head drop back. �I dunno. Probably at least fifteen. We kept going a LONG time and even if those girls wanted to cut loose, I doubt they�d want to fuck all five of us. So if we all went off like four or five times, plus threesomes, that�s 25-odd fucks. Plus you know some of those girls are into other girls. So you might�ve done Ashley and I did Marian.�
�Maybe...� Matt nodded and then broke into a grin. �Lookit you. You failed Freshman Math but you can add all that up?�
�Incentive, bro,� Kevin chuckled. �When you have possibly the most amazing sexual experience of your life, you�re motivated to pay attention.�
I exhaled. �Think anything like that will ever happen again?�
Kevin snorted. �Nah. Wasn�t that the whole point of the blindfolds? These chicks get to bang us ... just once. And then they never talk about it again, least not to us. They�ve notched us on their belts and go on their merry way, no one ever knowing what sluts they can be. Not even us.�
Matt whistled. �Yeah, once in a lifetime...�
Kevin glanced sidelong at me. �So, no hard feelings if one of us nailed the other�s girl? You know I don�t mind if Dayna boffed one of you.�
I shrugged. �I�m not worried about Adrienne.�
�Fuck�your girlfriend�s gorgeous, Ben,� Kevin sighed. �If�I did nail her, I wish to god I could have known it and seen it.�
I chuckled and shook my head.
Matt sighed. �Brandi deserves to cut loose every now and again.� He snorted. �Hell, I�ll easily trade nailing fifteen of her friends to let her boink you, Kev.�
�Or Ben...� Kevin drawled, a sly smile on his face.
�Ben? Dude, that�s gross!� Matt spat. �He�s her little brother!�
�I know, kinky to think about, huh?� Kevin grinned. �With the blindfolds, he�d never know.�
Matt shook his head. �No fucking way. All her girlfriends would be able to see. She�d never do it.�
�Still...� Kevin chuckled. �You�never�know. Hey, if there was ever a time to go for it, that was her chance. No holds barred.�
�Get your fucking mind out of the gutter, Kev,� Matt growled. �That�s disgusting.�
�C�mon, Matt. Don�t tell me it never crossed your mind once you found out your girlfriend�s little brother was gonna be there.�
I just kept my mouth shut.
Matt sighed and turned to me, changing the subject. �Some party, huh? You ever think you were going to do something that crazy once you got to college?�
I shook my head.
�Greatest fucking experience of your life, wasn�t it?� Kevin hooted.
I sighed. �Maybe ... My first massive orgy on that scale, certainly. But didn�t it feel ... I dunno ... surreal? Hey, did any of the girls even kiss you?�
Matt frowned. �Kiss us?�
�Who cares?� Kevin crowed. �Their mouths were certainly put to better use elsewhere on our bodies!�
I shook my head. �I dunno. I mean, yeah, the sex was great. But doesn�t a part of you think it would have been better with just you and Brandi?� I asked Matt. �Or you and Dayna?� I looked at Kevin. �No blindfolds. Intimate kisses. Real emotions instead of soulless fucking?�
Kevin looked at me as if I�d suddenly turned into a wrinkly old woman. �Dude, I think you missed the point.�
Maybe I HAD missed the point. Fucking that many different girls at once should have been the highlight of my sexual existence. And yet...
�I know I loved it while it was happening. But now, the morning after...� I sighed and shrugged, looking away. �I just can�t help but feel that making love with Adrienne alone, just the two of us, would have made me feel happier in the end.�
* * *
�Mmm...� Adrienne snuggled against my chest, rubbing her cheek against me like she couldn�t get enough of the feel of my skin. �Did you have fun last night, Tiger?�
�Yeah...� I sighed, not really meaning it. I�d been feeling...�off�... all day, and this was really our first chance to talk about it alone. Last night, after the party itself, Adrienne and I had pretty much just showered and then crashed from exhaustion. Then this morning, we were up and about with all our roommates. We then met up with Gwen, Robin, and Paige for dinner, all of whom of course wanted to know what the big secret was around Saturday�s shindig.
I told them that Dayna and Brandi had hosted a big sex party where guys were blindfolded and the girls� friends just used us for their pleasure. None of the three girls believed me.
Anyways, Adrienne curled up to me as we got ready to sleep and asked, �So would you want to do it again?�
I winced and looked down. �Again?� I asked with trepidation.
She read the tone in my voice. �What? I though you said you had fun.�
�It was ... interesting.� I sighed. �But it also felt ... I dunno ... soulless...�
�You didn�t seem to mind in the middle of it.�
�I know, I know. The sex was great. But the intimacy was just ... weird. I mean, I felt connected to the girls, but I think that was because of the drugs. After those wore off I found I couldn�t even remember what it felt like to be connected to them. And since they all thought I was blind, they certainly weren�t trying to connect to me. They just wanted to ride Big Ben.�
�And they certainly�enjoyed�riding Big Ben.� Adrienne giggled. �In the morning, when you were in the living room with Matt and Kevin, Dawn and I were upstairs chatting with Brandi and Dayna. The girls all had�very�high praise for you, Ben.�
I chuckled and blushed. Then I squeezed Adrienne a little tighter in my arms. �Maybe ... But you know, I think I�d rather have spent the night holding you just like this.�
�You CAN�T be serious.� Adrienne picked her head up and furrowed her eyebrows at me.
�No, really. It�s all getting to be a little ... I dunno ... too much.� I sighed. �I spent my entire high school career with the Big Ben reputation and now it�s starting all over again.�
�Is your life so bad?�
�No, of course not. But ... even when I was sleeping with girls in High School, I actually FELT something for them. Megan and Cassidy were girlfriends. I got close with Summer, Mizuho, Lynne, Candy, and the rest. Those girls MEANT something to me.�
�You didn�t seem all emotional over Donna or some of Helene�s friends.�
�And I wasn�t very happy during those times, either.� I looked seriously at my girlfriend. �Both those times were in the middle of breakups with you.�
Adrienne bit her lip nervously and looked away. She pillowed her head on my chest and lightly stroked her fingers across my belly.
I took a deep breath and ran my fingers through her hair. �In retrospect, last night was kind of the same, just ... soulless fucking. I mean, I barely know Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends as it is. There�s no emotional connection. If I�d actually BEEN blind it would have been even worse.�
�It�s just casual sex, Ben. Stress-relief. Do you think I got all emotional out of fucking Monique or Julie or whoever last night? I just wanted to unwind before finals, just like them. And I don�t think any of the other guys were complaining.�
I sighed. �Maybe I�m not like other guys. For them, it was a chance to bang more hot girls in one night than they�d ever dreamed possible. But it�s just not a big deal to me. Been there, done that.�
�Ah, the curse of the Casanova...�
�Whatever,� I sighed. And then I took a deep breath, glancing down at Adrienne while continuing to stroke her hair. �You saw Dawn, at the end, right?�
Adrienne darted her eyes up to me, nodding seriously. She heard the somber tone in my voice.
�What happened with her, at the very end, was more exciting for me than the entire party before it. I didn�t even cum with Dawn, but because she actually�means�something to me, it was just ... better. The rest was just glorified masturbation.�
�Was Dawn really that special?� Adrienne asked in a slightly hurt voice.
�Oh, Adrienne. Don�t take it the wrong way. I LOVE you. I CHOOSE you. But compared with the other six girls I had sex with, Dawn was the�only�one I have an emotional connection with. Do you understand?�
Adrienne�s eyes clicked back and forth through mine for a few seconds while I simply held her gaze.
�What�s going on, Ben?� Adrienne reached out and touched my cheek. �I thought this party would make you happy. Clear your boredom, remember? You just don�t seem quite like yourself anymore.�
�I...� I sighed and shrugged. �I dunno, maybe I�m just ... settling down.�
Adrienne snorted. �Settling down?�
�Yeah...� I said softly. �Settling down ... Like, I�ve had my time sowing my oats. I�ve had my youthful indiscretions. I�ve gone and had my wild experiences. So no regrets. I�ve done everything sexual I ever wanted to just �try�. And now I�m ready to stop and settle down.�
Adrienne pulled back from me. �What are you saying?�
I turned and cupped her perfect face in my hands, running my thumbs along her cheekbones and staring deeply into her eyes. �I�m saying...� I began slowly, with solemn intent in my voice. �I�m ready to settle down ... with you ... Forever and always, right Adrienne?�
She looked rather nervous. �I meant �forever and always� in that you can depend on me, Ben. But it�s not like we�re married or anything.�
�Yet...� I looked at her sweetly.
Adrienne frowned and recoiled from me. ��Yet�? Ben, are you serious?�
�Look, I�m not proposing or anything right now.� I held up my hands. �We�re way too young and there�s too much of our lives ahead of us. But...� I shrugged. �Can you imagine being married to me someday?�
She blinked a few times. �I ... uh, I hadn�t really thought of it I guess.�
�You hadn�t?� I chuckled. �I thought every girl fantasizes about getting married and raising a family.�
Adrienne scowled. �Not me. I just fantasized about a world without Adam.�
I winced. �I�m sorry.�
�No, it�s okay.� Adrienne touched my arm. �I just spend most of my effort thinking about the present and not too much about the future.�
�Well, I�have�thought about it. And the more I think about it the more I know I would be very, very happy to spend the rest of my life with you, Adrienne. I love you.� I grinned. �And now that we�ve gotten used to being roommates, I think we�ve cleared the final hurdle most young couples have to deal with before committing and settling down.�
Adrienne�s pretty face got tight and her eyebrows furrowed. �Settling down...� Her teeth clenched as if she had a bad taste in her mouth. And then my girlfriend rolled over and away from me, hugging herself tightly.
That hadn�t gone quite the way I�d expected.
DECEMBER 2002, WINTER BREAK
�Adrienne, when�s the last time you got your shocks checked?� Brandi groaned from the back seat of the cherry red Mustang convertible as we hurtled down the 5 freeway at 80mph.
�I dunno. Ben checked them out over the summer, right?� Adrienne said hesitantly and glanced at me for confirmation. Then she turned back to Brandi. �Why?�
�Ugh,� Brandi groaned. ��Cause my ass hurts like hell and your sport shocks are NOT being very nice to me right now.�
Adrienne giggled. �Hey, I love anal but even�I�wasn�t crazy enough to do it right before a six-hour drive.�
�I was drunk last night and I wasn�t thinking ahead. So sue me.� Brandi grumbled. �Actually, YOU did this to me, Ben. It�s all your fault.�
I rolled my eyes without taking my focus off my driving. �Not MY fault. YOU came downstairs screaming about how you needed to celebrate the end of finals.�
�FINE. It�s Matt�s fault. HE had to fucking fly home to Hawaii the day before.� Brandi groaned and shifted in her seat.
I glanced to my right and Adrienne met my gaze. We smiled at each other and shook our heads. �Try to relax, Brandi,� I said. �Or turn sideways and pull your feet up or something. We�ll be home in four hours.�
�Grr...� Brandi growled. �FINE. But you are sooo gonna owe me a full-body massage later, Ben. I�m thinking the lavender lotion.�
I chuckled, thinking it over. I�d reamed out my big sister�s achingly wonderful ass and in exchange I would have to run my lotion-covered hands all over her naked body? I could live with that. �Deal.�
* * *
�Anybody home?� I pulled my key from the door, glancing around the foyer. I moved forward and both Brandi and Adrienne followed in after me, closing the door to ward away the cold.
�Oh, I want a�bath,� Brandi groaned. She went straight for the stairs, carrying her roller suitcase with her.
�I�m all grimy, too,� Adrienne added. Then she stopped and giggled. �Wanna come join us, Ben?�
I groaned and scowled at my girlfriend. She knew full well I would never be able to get away with joining the girls for a bath in the middle of the day when the twins might be around.
But they weren�t around. Hell, it seemed like no one was around at all. I HAD driven pretty fast and gotten home earlier than expected, so maybe the rest of my family was out somewhere. I shooed Adrienne up the stairs and went further into the house, looking for signs of life.
And then I saw her. I hadn�t seen my sweet younger sister for months and I found that despite her potential to be manipulative and bratty, I missed her terribly. One of the kitchen�s lower cabinet doors was open and Brooke was bent over on all fours with her head inside while she dug around back there, perhaps pretending to search for something. While she did this, she was wriggling her ass quite suggestively in my direction.
I smirked. This was so like Brooke to greet me in this fashion. She was probably pretending not to have heard us come in, deliberately teasing me with this view. And as I stared at my sister�s perky, perfect ass in those skintight jeans, my mouth watered and I felt a chubby forming in my shorts. I could already imagine holding her hips while I plunged my dick repeatedly in and out of her juicing, tight teenage pussy. I could already hear her crying in ecstasy and yelling for her big brother to fuck her even harder.
So with a knowing smile on my face, I silently crept up behind her, sank to my knees behind her jeans-clad ass, grabbed her hips, and ground my erection against her firm buttcheeks.
�Eep!� came the girlish squeal, followed by a hard [thump] as she banged her head against one of the cabinet�s inner walls. And then she wriggled her ass tighter against the bulge in my jeans as she tried to back out and sit up straight at the same time.
And then she turned around. All color drained from my face and my erection faded in a split-second. �Oh, shit,� I grunted.
�Ben!� Eden smirked at me while rubbing her head. �What are you doing?�
I had to blink several times while staring in astonishment at my baby sister. She�d done some serious growing up in five months, as the main thrust of her growth spurt had hit. The face was still recognizable, but the body was far more developed than I�d last remembered. Even so, now that I got a clear look at her, I wondered how the hell I�d mistaken her for Brooke in the first place. I mean, sure, she was several inches taller and was wearing a bra, but she still had the skinny hips and beanpole frame of a girl still many years from full maturity.
�Ben!� a new voice chirped behind me. I turned just in time to see Emma launch herself at me, tackling me onto the kitchen�s hard tile floor so that I was flat on my back and she was sitting on my chest. I gaped in astonishment that my not-quite-13-year-old youngest sister was growing�boobs�of all things as she perched above me, looking down at me through the shallow cleavage in her T-shirt.
Eden giggled. �You just missed it, Em,� she informed her twin sister. �Ben was rubbing his thingy against my butt.�
�What?� Emma�s eyes went wide as she looked down on me. �Why would you do that?�
My jaw opened and closed a couple of times, but no words nor sounds came out. I just blinked repeatedly in absolute shock at what was going on.
Eden giggled. �I don�t think he realized it was me. I was in the cabinet trying to find the Christmas Tree-shaped cookie tin and he couldn�t see my face. He must�ve thought I was Brooke.�
I blinked again and managed to gurgle, �Where IS Brooke?�
Emma grinned down at me. �Last minute Christmas shopping with Mom and Dad. We stayed behind to bake some cookies.� Then she grinned and turned to her sister. �So how was it?�
�What? His thingy?� Eden arched an eyebrow.
Emma nodded.
Eden shrugged. �I dunno. I was too surprised to pay attention. It was hard, though.� My baby sister then turned to me. �Wanna try it again?�
�No!� I started pushing on Emma�s arms to get her off my chest and free myself. But my baby sister just pivoted and reached a hand down over my crotch, grabbing my limp penis through my jeans. �Hey!� I protested.
�Aww, he�s all soft already,� Emma whined.
�Can you get him hard again?� Eden chirped.
�No! No!� I protested, finally getting Emma off me. And then I sat up and pulled my knees to my chest, ankles together, to prevent any further groping. �This is NOT appropriate,� I barked at my 12-year-old baby sisters.
�Why not?�
�You�re too young!� I insisted. �Hell, you�re not even teenagers yet!�
Eden and Emma grinned at each other knowingly before turning back to me. �We�will�be in five days.�
Ah,�hell.
* * *
�So, I heard you got a little frisky with Eden this afternoon,� Brooke grinned at me. My little sister, now sixteen, had grown to 5�7�, although it looked like she would never reach Brandi�s 5�8�. But her curves were still filling out. After all, everyone in our family was a late bloomer. (Well, except for the twins, who were actually starting on time). Brooke already gotten a C-cup, bigger than Brandi despite being slightly shorter, and I wondered just how much more she had to grow.
�I don�t want to talk about it.� I rolled my eyes away from her and glowered at the wall.
Brooke giggled and pushed herself deeper into the crevasse between my left arm and my chest, snuggling herself into my side while we watched TV. Meanwhile, Brandi and Adrienne were in the kitchen helping Mom make dinner and talking with Dad about Cal�s first winning football season in�forever�and their recent 30-7 shellacking of Stanford in The Big Game. Eden and Emma were off ... doing whatever. I didn�t want to know.
I took a deep breath. �So how are things going with Kenta?�
�Great, great. He�s a wonderful boyfriend. Jennifer and I have been keeping him busy.� Brooke giggled. �But don�t change the subject. Eden said she was on her knees, rummaging around the cabinets looking for a cookie tin. You crept up behind her, grabbed her hips, and started rubbing your bulge against her ass. Did you really do all that?�
I scrunched up my face and dropped my eyelids halfway, feeling like snarling. �I thought she was you,� I grunted.
�Well, I can sort of see that,� Brooke reasoned. �After all, the twins have grown up a LOT in the last few months. I don�t think any of us sprouted quite like that so fast. They�re 5�4� now, you know, and they�re not even thirteen. Sure, they�re skinny as twigs right now, but you know they�ll grow into their bodies.�
Hmph. If it were up to me, Eden and Emma would go back to being 7 years old and stay that way for the rest of their lives.
�But I wonder what was going through your head when you started rubbing yourself against her, Ben,� Brooke said softly, seductively, and right into my ear.
�Nothing,� I grunted.
�Are you sure?� Brooke husked from millimeters away. �If you really thought she was me, I can imagine what was going through your head. I�ll bet you were thinking of reaching around to deftly unzip her jeans and then slide them off her ass, taking her panties along with them.�
�Your�jeans,� I clarified. �Not hers.�
�Whatever,� Brooke waved. �Just picture the girl. You�d see the creamy whiteness of her buttcheeks, completely untanned and with such soft, perfect skin. I�ll bet you�d leave the jeans around her knees, trapping her skinny legs together. Not a trace of fat on her, and you�d slide your hand between her thighs from behind to test the moisture of her pussy.�
�Brooke...� I groaned.
She pressed on. �Finding her already wet, you�d still reach your hand around to the front to give yourself a better angle at rubbing her clit and spreading honey all along her pussy lips while laying your big, thick, throbbing erection into the valley of her butt crack, giving yourself short thrusts against her asscheeks just because it felt so good.�
�Oh, Brooke...� I whimpered.
She continued in a quiet voice. �And while your right hand was busy stroking her clit, your left hand would glide forward along her stomach, slipping beneath her shirt until you could run your palm over her bra, tugging downward on the cup until her naked breast fell into your hand so you could rub her tender nipples raw with the coarseness of your manly skin.�
�Brooke, where did you learn to talk like this?� I groaned.
�Shh!� Brooke hissed. �And just when she started moaning as her orgasm approached, you�d drag your dick backwards, tugging it through her butt crack until just the tip was still touching her. And aiming it lower, you�d press your thick mushroom head against her wet pussy entrance, settling it against her tender hole, readying yourself to push inside that forbidden, incestuous place.�
�Oh, gawd...�
�Can you see it, Ben?�
�Fuckkk...� I muttered under my breath, praying no one was around to hear me.
�Let�s go.� Brooke sat up and grabbed my hand.
�Wha�?�
Brooke glanced to the kitchen, where sounds of the rest of our family chattering wafted out. And then her eyes fixed on me. �We�re going to go make that a reality, Ben. Or would you rather be left here imagining you were doing all that to Eden?�
I got up.
Less than three minutes later, behind the locked door of my bedroom, I rammed my hips forward one last time as I began hosing down Brooke�s innards, spraying my sperm into her forbidden, incestuous place.
Giggling and scooping jism up to her mouth with her own fingers, Brooke then kissed me and whispered, �Welcome home, big brother.�
* * *
On Tuesday�s Christmas Eve, by family tradition we all stayed home to hang out together. We found some movies on cable and I soon found myself on the big couch, surrounded by a LOT of sisters. Per usual, Eden and Emma were both using me as a backrest while I complained that they were REALLY too big to do so, especially since they�d sprouted. Brooke was in the wing chair. And both Adrienne and Brandi had propped pillows against the base of my couch, sitting on the floor and leaning back while Adrienne tilted her head to the side to rest it against my leg.
I�d spent a lot of time on this couch, and not only during the daytime. With the addition of Adrienne as an extra sibling, we�d found ourselves short 1 bed. Even though we were dating, our parents wouldn�t let me and Adrienne sleep together. So in the end,�I, the lone male, wound up sleeping on the couch.
After three nights, my back was not happy. I pleaded with my mom, �Come ON. The twins already know Adrienne and I are having sex.� Heck, I was pretty sure the twins had�heard�me screwing Adrienne or Brandi or Brooke at some point during the last few days. Now that I knew that Eden and Emma had already eavesdropped on us the previous summer, I wasn�t quite so careful to obscure my sexual activities. But I wasn�t about to tell my mom that.
�No, Ben.� Mom put her foot down. �Whether the twins are aware of it or not, on principle we�re not going to make things blatantly obvious. This is still my house and my rules. You can keep it in your shorts until you get back to Berkeley.�
I just growled and walked away in resignation, lest I do something to make Mom reprimand me for the philandering I was already doing in her house.
Speaking of philandering, it was just after midnight on Christmas morning when we all finished opening up our first present. My siblings and parents retired to bed, and�I�decided to go prowling to open up another present. After all, I had a bit of built-up tension to release.
That night, I�d gotten cleaned out in family poker AGAIN. Seriously, who knew Adrienne was such a card shark? She bluffed out my dad first, swept through Mom, Brooke, Eden, and Emma, and then completed a rather vicious takedown of both Brandi and me. I�d been sooo close to beating her, but my girlfriend somehow managed to hide pocket aces on the final hand.
Anyways, I heard the shower turn off and then went upstairs to get in before anyone else did. And so I was clad just in a towel as I entered the upstairs hallway.
�Hiii, Tiger,� Adrienne�s voice came from the open door to my bedroom. Brandi had once again taken control of her own bedroom while Adrienne seemed perfectly happy in mine, and I turned to see my gorgeous girlfriend/sister laying face-down on top of my bed reading a magazine, her elbows propping her up and affording me a�wonderful�view of her cleavage. Her still-wet hair was slicked back and slightly darkened while it dried on the terrycloth bathrobe she wore.
Did I mention I loved the wet look?
Adrienne giggled. �You should probably get into the bathroom before someone sees that.� She nodded and I looked down to see that I was pitching quite the tent in my towel.
I chuckled. �Maybe I should have you do something about it first.�
Adrienne rolled her eyes and shooed me away. �Maybe after you�ve showered. I don�t sleep with bankrupt losers unless they�re clean.�
Ooh, a dig at my recent poker loss. I growled and for a moment, felt like going into the bedroom and playing dominant with my part-time submissive girlfriend; but I kept my ire in check and turned back to the bathroom...
... just in time to see the door close and hear the lock click. I rushed forward and jerked the knob. �Dammit! I called �Next�!�
�You took too long. Lost your turn!� Brandi called through the door, cackling maniacally.
I snorted and turned back to face Adrienne, murder in my eyes. And then my gorgeous blonde girlfriend merely got to her knees on the bed, pressed her wrists together and proffered them forward to me. �I am yours to take...�sir...�
* * *
�Again,� Adrienne hissed, trying to keep her voice down.
[thwack]
�Again!�
[thwack]
�One more!�
[THWACK!]
�Nnnghhh!!!� Adrienne gritted her teeth to try and restrain her scream. The twins were probably asleep, but I wasn�t really worried about them hearing anymore. However, we�didn�t�want Mom and Dad to come investigating what was going on, especially since we hadn�t taken the time to even close the door.
Adrienne�s head was vibrating as she tried to hold herself together while it felt like she was coming apart from the inside. The orgasm swept through her body, causing her hips to quake at least an 8.0 on the Richter scale, my dick happily trapped inside her clenching cunt. I squeezed the flesh of her asscheeks in my hands, holding on for the ride before exhaling and feeling my dick release my creamy load into the depths of her womb.
�Ahhh...� Adrienne sighed in complete satisfaction once her climax passed. She wriggled her hips, feeling my cum soaking into her body as she let her face and chest collapse down onto the bed. �Just what I needed. Fast and dirty.�
I grunted and nodded, breathing heavily myself. We�d taken less than ten minutes, just a quickie. And it was just what the both of us wanted.
�Merry Christmas, Tiger,� Adrienne grinned.
I chuckled. �Best present I�ve gotten so far.�
�Only so far,� Brandi�s voice cut in from behind me. �There�re still more than 23 hours left.�
I turned around and my eyes bugged open at what my older sister was wearing. More specifically, I was staring at what Brandi was�not�wearing. The towel was wrapped around her head, held in place by her hands as she finished tucking her hair into the thick cotton. That left the rest of her body completely bare, her round tits pulled high up with her posture, dark nipples erect and standing out over the small areolas. Her feet were planted just wider than her hips, opening up her bare-shaven pussy just enough to let me see some pink. And even though I�d cum just minutes before, I felt a fresh rise in my cock at the view.
Brandi let her eyes trail down my own naked body, her gaze lingering on my abs and my half-hard cock still wet with Adrienne�s fluids. She smirked, and then without another word, my older sister strode confidently to her bedroom.
My eyes tracked Brandi moving away as I went to the doorway, turning to watch my sister�s dimpled backside sway seductively left and right with each step. And just when she crossed into her own bedroom, the beautiful 20-year-old brunette spun around, giving me a long look at her front side, and then she slowly closed the door.
I didn�t start breathing again until the latch made it�s final [click].
And then a second [click] got my attention. I knew it had come from the bathroom and I spun around in a panic, seeing that the bathroom door was once again closed to me. I rushed forward and jerked the knob. �Dammit! No!�
Brooke giggled from the other side and I let out a loud groan. Then behind me, Brandi popped her bedroom door open once again. �Brooke sneak in front of you?�
�Gawddamn sisters,� I growled. I couldn�t believe I�d gotten shower-jacked TWICE.
Brandi gave me a pitying look and then she came back out, this time with the towel around her torso, obscuring all her goodies. Apparently she�d already unwrapped it from her head. Then my older sister went to the door and knocked twice before calling, �Brooke?�
�Yeah?� our younger sister replied from inside the bathroom.
Brandi grinned at me while calling through the door, �What do you say you and I help Ben get cleaned up tonight?�
All was quiet for about two seconds, and then the door flung open and my 16-year-old little sister was jerking on my hands with pure delight in her eyes. �This is gonna be FUN!�
�Shh,� Brandi held a finger to her lips while Brooke pulled me into the bathroom. �You don�t want us to get caught.� But despite her warning tone, Brandi was all smiles as she dropped the towel once again to the floor.
Brooke was right. It WAS fun.
* * *
Christmas was its usual flurry of activity. We exchanged an abundance of presents with the usual assortment of DVDs, video games, books, and clothes. Mom and Dad even unveiled matching T-shirts that said, �Proud Mom (or Dad) of SIX children.� Adrienne seemed especially touched to be included.
The phone lines were jammed as our parents made various calls to friends and family to wish them Merry Christmas. My sisters, including Adrienne, made a variety of calls on their cell phones. Even the twins had little silver flip-phones that seemed glued to their ears.
And I had a call to make as well, to Dawn. We chatted for close to an hour while she filled me in on the antics of Dayna, DJ, and her parents. She swore that for some reason, Dayna always reverted back to acting like a 12-year-old in the family home. I commented that if she was anything like Eden or Emma,�actual�12-year-olds, she had to be a handful.
After Dawn, I set the phone aside. But calls found me as Megan Kwan and Cassidy O�Leary both called just to say Merry Christmas. We caught up about school life and promised to get the old gang back together before New Year�s. Megan asked if I�d already talked to Daniel Chen or Kenny Doyle, but I just snorted. �We�re guys. We don�t ... chat.�
Megan groaned and promised she�d field marshal everyone into getting together.
Everything was proceeding normally, just like every Christmas.
And then�she�arrived.
* * *
�Hi, Miss McNeil!� Emma said brightly as she opened the door to our neighbor.
The mere sound of her name sent shivers down my spine and made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. I didn�t fear her, not in the slightest. But I was nervous.
Intellectually, I had known this day would come. Ever since Keira had first asked me her �special favor� back in August, I knew I would have to see her again, even though we hadn�t spoken even once since I left for college. And as the sounds of Keira greeting Emma and then chatting amiably with my parents came through the house and into my ears, I forced myself to stand up and turn around to look at her.
At almost the exact same moment, she flicked her gaze over to me. And I was suddenly rooted to the floor.
Still a few months shy of her thirty-first birthday, Keira McNeil was just as gorgeous as ever. Her pale green eyes burned brightly as she looked at me, brilliant against her pale skin amidst the backdrop of her dark brown hair which flowed nicely over her shoulders. Uncontrollably, my eyes dropped lower, skipping past her nice cleavage and full bosom to her belly, which she held absent-mindedly with one hand.
It was still flat.
I blinked, refocusing my eyes to make sure I wasn�t imagining things. Yeah, flat belly. I wasn�t sure whether to feel disappointed or relieved.
Perhaps sensing my thoughts, a little smile came onto Keira�s face. And then she nodded to something my mom said before turning toward me. I stayed rooted in place, watching as she approached me.
In the intervening two-and-a-half years since my beautiful, widowed neighbor first took my virginity, she�d seemed to have put on just a few pounds, but all of it in the right places. Her bosom seemed a tad fuller. Her hips a little wider. But overall she was still slender and stunning, her natural beauty enhanced by the memories of a young teenager worshipping her from afar.
Without a word, Keira opened her arms to me and I finally took a step forward, enfolding her in a warm hug. Once, long ago, I�d been a short, 5�2� 15-year-old with my eyes on an even level with Miss McNeil�s tits. Now, I was 6�0� and I wrapped the shorter, older woman in my arms, hugging her tightly to my chest. �Merry Christmas, Miss McNeil.�
�Merry Christmas, Ben.�
I pulled back so we were an arm�s length apart, my hands on her hips and hers on my shoulders. I glanced down between us and shrugged. �So you didn�t... ?� I asked softly.
Keira smiled demurely and shook her head. �I�m still waiting for another chance with you.�
AUGUST 2002, FIVE MONTHS AGO
�You want me to what?� I blurted, my eyes blinking rapidly and my breathing coming in short, desperate bursts.
Keira waited for me patiently, a serene expression on her face. And when it seemed like I wasn�t about to freak out again, she calmly repeated, �I want you to give me a baby.�
My eyes fluttered and I took a deep breath. A hand came up to cover my gaping mouth and I sat heavily against the backrest in shock. �You�re serious.�
She nodded and sipped her tea. Her movements were slow and deliberate, and when she set the mug back down onto the coffee table she confirmed, �I�m serious.�
�You really want to have a child?�
�I�m not getting any younger, Ben. I�m already 30.�
�Thirty�s not that old. Didn�t Madonna just have a kid at 42 or something?�
�It�s possible, but there are more complications the older a woman gets, especially with a first child. I�ve still got time, but I don�t really want to wait much longer. I used to think I�d have�two�kids before I turned 30.�
�But I thought you wanted to be married again first.� I arched an eyebrow. �The whole family thing, husband and all.�
Keira sighed. �It�s not easy. Not many men can measure up to Colin. Sean, my last boyfriend, seemed like he would have been the one, but in the end it didn�t work out.�
�Then try again. It�s not like you�re meeting nobody but losers.�
Keira shook her head. �Maybe. But I don�t want to put my motherhood on hold any longer. Even if I met a guy tomorrow, I wouldn�t know enough about him to get married for at least two more years. And it�ll probably be longer than that.�
�But you�ll be a single mother.�
She nodded. �I know. I�m ready. Colin�s life insurance will be plenty. The house is paid for. And my job is very flexible. I have the time and the resources to do this, even without a man�s help.�
�But having a kid will put a big dent in your dating life.�
Keira shrugged. �I want to be a mother more than I want to be a wife. And if a man were truly right for me, he would accept my child.�
I winced and looked away, wracking my brain for other issues. But the fact was, Keira had clearly thought this through and made up her mind. That left only one major question: �Why me?�
Keira tilted her head to the side, a hopeful smile on her face. �Because you are you, Ben.�
My eyebrows furrowed. �What�s that supposed to mean?�
�It means that if I really want to do this before getting married, I only have two options. One, I can go to a sperm bank and pick a donor out of a book. But the more I think about it, the more I don�t want to go that route. I mean, I�m sure there are some wonderful guys who donate; but when I think of all the men I know, the only ones I can imagine actually donating are kind of creepy. They may have some good physical characteristics, but I can never be sure of their mental state.�
I grimaced and nodded. Exactly what type of guy�would�donate sperm? I wasn�t sure, and I wasn�t sure I wanted to find out.
�Or two,� Keira continued. �I can ask someone I know. And at the top of that list is you, Ben.�
I shook my head and repeated that critical question. �Why me?�
�Because I want a man who has good qualities that would pass on to my children. You�re intelligent, tall, handsome, gentle, and kind. You have a good heart. You�re a good man, Ben. And I�ve said it many times: if you were ten years older I would never want to let you go.�
�You�must�know some other good men.�
�Some,� Keira conceded. �But there are other complications. The first thing is: a man my age is a man mature enough to be a father, which would mean some serious question of whether he would want to be a father to my child. It couldn�t work.�
�What if�I�wanted to be a father to my child?�
Keira blinked and canted her head. �Would you? You�re eighteen, Ben. You have your whole life ahead of you. And I wouldn�t hold you responsible in any way. I wouldn�t even list you on any documents. Like I said, I�m well-provided for. I just need your genetic material, Ben. I don�t need a partner to raise a child with. I just need you, and I know this is a�very�special favor I�m asking.�
I bit my lip nervously. This all just seemed so ... unreal. I started thinking of the logistics of things and I picked my head up. �So, uh, would you need me to go to a lab somewhere? How would that sort of thing work, anyways? I mean��
Keira chuckled, a smile coming to her face as she realized I was turning the corner from whether I�would�do it to�how�I would do it. She folded her hands over her lap demurely and explained, �If that�s the way you want, Ben. A fertility clinic has these rooms you can go into with some videos and magazines and you could jerk off into a cup. Or you could do it at home and drive it in.�
I winced. It all seemed so ... weird.
�Or,� Keira continued, locking her pale green eyes on me. �Ben, I would be�very�happy to do this the old-fashioned way.�
My chest tightened. To be honest, the very instant she�d mentioned me giving her a baby, my head went straight to sex. I hadn�t been intimate with Keira in a year and a half, back even before Adrienne blackmailed me into sleeping with her the very first time. But I�d never seriously thought she would want to re-start our sexual relationship. I had been an underage fling and that was that. �Are you serious?� I asked softly.
Keira nodded, a gleam in her eyes. �You�re legal now, Ben. I don�t have a boyfriend; and actually I haven�t gotten laid since Sean and I broke up. I have very fond memories of you, Ben. Such passion and energy. And I must admit, I�m very,�very�curious to find out what else you�ve learned since we were last together.�
My breath was coming in shorter gasps and I felt my boxers tightening. I saw the flush of pink in her cheeks and the soft pant in her exhalation while her lips parted fractionally. Keira leaned forward, and with the top two buttons of her blouse undone, the fabric fell away from her body to expose the deep line of her cleavage to my hungry eyes. And then she continued, �I�d rather have sex with you, Ben. I want to feel that thick, hard dick of yours all the way inside me. I�ll bet it�s gotten even bigger than I remember. You�ve certainly grown into more of a man from the 16-year-old boy I first seduced. I want to feel you hovering over my chest while your hips drive powerfully into my willing body. Please, Ben?�
My jaw quivered.
�I�m fertile right now, Ben. I should be in my peak fertility for the next four days or so. And if you�re willing, I�d like to get as much of your sperm into me as possible from now until then, if not longer.�
My chest was rising and falling now, nerves making me slightly twitchy. If this were just about sex, that would be one thing. But the concept of a pregnancy frightened the crap out of me. What did I know about actually getting someone pregnant? In practice, it would be so easy to do. But did I really understand all the consequences?
�Keira ... I�m not sure...� I managed to croak.
She seemed to deflate a little. But she nodded her head, as if expecting this. �I knew it was too much to hope you would just go for it. But I did expect some concerns. Let me help. Tell me what�s got you worried.�
�I just don�t know that I can make a decision this ... BIG ... without thinking it over.�
Keira took a deep breath, calming herself. �I understand. Like I said, I�ve got several days. We don�t have to decide anything right now.�
�I have a girlfriend.�
�I know. And I�ve seen how important you are in Adrienne�s life. She lived directly across from me and she�s changed so much with you. And if it�s a fidelity thing, I can certainly live with test tubes and artificial insemination.�
I winced. �Actually, I don�t even think that�s a problem. Adrienne and I are pretty ... open...� I barked a short laugh, feeling a quick release of tension as a new idea popped into my head. �You�re not bisexual, are you, Keira?�
The beautiful 30-year-old woman backed her head up in surprise. �What?�
I shook my head wryly. �Adrienne�s thing. The gateway to my cock is through her pussy. If anything, she�d insist on joining in.�
Keira blinked in surprise. �Uh, not really bisexual, no. But honestly, Ben, I�m not averse to the idea if that�s what�s needed.� It was her turn to chuckle. �And I�did�have a few adventures in college.�
Feeling a little more relaxed, I nevertheless didn�t totally feel comfortable. �I just ... I�m not sure, Keira. Could I really live my life knowing you�d borne me a child, and NOT be involved in that child�s life? That would forever be stuck in the back of my head.�
Keira took a deep breath. �You know, at first I thought of doing it all without your knowledge. I�d have a casual boyfriend and make him wear condoms. And then I�d seduce you, get pregnant, and you�d think it was his all along. You�d never have known.�
I grimaced. �I don�t like the sound of that kind of deception.�
�I didn�t either,� Keira sighed. �I couldn�t do it to you, Ben. Not without your knowledge. And besides, it wouldn�t be practical. There�s no guarantee you�d knock me up without some serious, sustained effort. Even if we did this every day this week, there�s less than a 50-50 chance of me getting pregnant. And that�s assuming there are no other medical complications.�
�Really?�
She nodded. �Really.� She exhaled slowly. �But it�s a chance I want to take. The clock is ticking for me.�
I shrugged. �So what if you don�t take this month? I�m still leaving for college.�
Keira smiled. �Then I�d see you in December when you come back.�
I blinked several times, weighing everything. Keira remained silent, letting me mull over the situation. But even still, this wasn�t something I could decide right away. �I have to go home a think about it,� I said apologetically.
�You sure?� Keira asked weakly, but hopefully. �THIS doesn�t seem to want to think about it.� She patted my bulge while leaning forward again to offer me a fresh glimpse of her cleavage.
I grimaced and forced away the flush of sexual adrenaline that shot through my spine. My lower lip quivered and I calmed my breathing. �Keira. Please.�
�Sorry, sorry.� She backed away and exhaled. �I understand. Go home and think about it.�
I nodded and started to get up. But I stopped myself and turned back to her. �I�m assuming this is the sort of thing you�d want to keep private, even from my mom.�
Keira winced, but nodded in confirmation. �I�m sorry.�
�No, it�s okay. I understand.� I took a deep breath. �I�ll see you tomorrow.�
DECEMBER 25, 2002, CHRISTMAS DAY
Keira stayed and chatted with the family for a couple of hours. Like every year, Mom invited her to stay for dinner. And like every year, she declined and explained that she would be having dinner with her mom in Pasadena.
But before she left, Keira asked my mom if I could walk her home. She just wanted to talk to me.
Mom smiled but had just a trace of tightness in her eyes as she told me, �Don�t take too long, Ben.� There was a light warning in her tone, and I knew I would have to return before Mom began to suspect I was having sex with my beautiful, older neighbor.
After I�d turned her down in August, Keira had said she would go to the sperm bank to get inseminated. But her flat belly had seemed to indicate otherwise and while I�d wanted to ask her in detail what was going on, I didn�t have the opportunity with so many people in the house. But the instant we were out on the sidewalk and alone, I asked the question that had been bugging me all night.
�So you never went to the sperm bank?�
�No.� Keira shook her head in the negative. �And I won�t. I�m just not comfortable with it.�
I took a deep breath. �And you never found another donor from someone you know?�
Keira glanced downward. �I�m sorry to put this on you, Ben. But it�s you or no one. I�ve been waiting for you. I�ve been off my birth control for six months and haven�t had sex with anyone since Sean and if you turn me down again, I...� she took a deep breath. �I guess that�s just my fate.�
Now I felt REALLY guilty. Was it really such a big deal to me? This was a life-changing thing for Keira, and�I�had the power to do it for her. I still loved her, in a way. I wasn�t IN love with her, but I would never forget my first and I would always love her for what she�d done for me.
�Please, Ben.� Keira clutched my arm tightly. �I�ll be ovulating next week. For me, Ben. Please?�
I knew it would come back to this. I took a deep breath and turned to her. �Keira, I�m sorry, but I can�t. I told you why when I had to refuse in August.�
She deflated visibly. �I was hoping you might have changed your mind. And we can practice from now until next week. Maybe my egg will come early?�
I sighed and shook my head. �The reasons haven�t changed.�
�But you said yourself you could live with me having your child.�
I closed my eyes and nodded. Everything had come out the very next day back in August when I�d returned to tell her �no�. �I�could live with it. I care about you a great deal Keira and if it was just about me, I would happy to do this for you.�
�That�s all that should matter.�
�But it isn�t. It wouldn�t be fair to the rest of my family. How could I hide from my parents that they had a grandchild?�
She shook her head. �It wouldn�t really be THEIR grandchild. It would just be my child. I just need your genetics, Ben, not your family connections.�
I shook my head. �You can�t undo the blood.� I took a deep breath and stopped in front of her porch. �And there�s more than that now, Keira, something else I decided more recently.�
Her green eyes were dull and she took her own deep breath, calming herself before asking, �What?�
�I LOVE Adrienne, Keira. I can imagine being married to her someday, maybe even right after we graduate from college.� I held Keira�s hands in my own and stared into her eyes, willing her to understand. This woman had given me so much thoughtful, mature advice; she HAD to understand my reasoning
�I want my wife to bear my children, Keira. And how could I tell her that I�d fathered a child before her? How could I tell my wife that? Hiding a grandchild from my parents is one thing. Yeah, for them,�maybe�I could think it�s just a sperm donation. But to hide a child from my wife? I couldn�t do it. I won�t do it. Do you understand?�
Keira shrank, all remaining life flooding out of her. She let out a long exhalation, air whistling out through her lips for what seemed like forever before she stopped and bowed her head. She was silent for a long while, looking so visibly crushed that I stepped forward and hugged her, feeling the small tremors throughout her body as she tried valiantly not to cry.
In the end, Keira just picked her head up and stared into my eyes, nodding slowly. �I understand. It�s not the outcome I might have wanted, but I do understand, Ben.� Her voice cracked. �Your reasons are very valid, and I�m proud of you.�
�Proud of me?�
She smiled. �You�re finally becoming the mature man I knew you could be. Most 18-year-old boys would have jumped at the chance to knock me up, consequences be damned. Hell, 16-year-old Ben would have done it three seconds after I first asked. But you thought it through and considered how it would impact your future.�
Her words said she was proud of me. Her face said she was crushed, with the moisture in her eyes to prove it.
�I�m so sorry, Keira.�
�It�s okay.� She inhaled, stood up, and seemed to regain her previous stature. �It�s okay. I knew this was a longshot at best, especially after you turned me down in August. I guess I just held out some small hope that you would change your mind. It IS, after all, my only real chance at a child.�
The guilt slammed back into me. �Keira, I�m sorry.�
Keira shook her head. �Don�t be. What is meant to be is what is meant to be.� She got on her tiptoes, pulled my head down, and kissed me softly. I felt a surge of warmth pass from her body into mine through our lips. Then she turned and went into her house, but not before I saw the first tear roll down her cheek.
* * *
I�d hurt Keira. Yeah, I thought I�d made the right decision, but I cared deeply for her. This one thing could have given her so much happiness, literally changed her life. Didn�t she deserve that from me? Hadn�t she changed my life so much for the better? I simply wouldn�t have been the sexual creature I was if it wasn�t for her teachings. I would not have lived my extraordinary life if it wasn�t for her. Didn�t she deserve something back from me? If I was capable of doing this special favor for her, shouldn�t I?
�You should do it, you know.�
�Huh?� I was sitting on a bench on the back patio, holding a steaming mug of hot apple cider in my hands while staring off at nothing. My jacket was pulled around me to ward away the cold.
Adrienne giggled and rubbed my leg while she sat down beside me, wearing her own warm jacket and holding her own steaming mug. The two of us were the only ones outside, and the sliding door was closed, so she felt free to speak candidly. �Miss McNeil. She wants you. I can tell. And you looked like you were trying to decide if you should sleep with her.�
I arched my eyebrow in surprise.
My gorgeous girlfriend grinned and tucked a lock of blonde hair behind her ears. �I know everything, remember?�
You don�t know this,�I thought.
�So when was the last time you boinked her?�
�Who, Keira?�
Adrienne nodded.
I exhaled. �Before you seduced me the very first time. You saw us and then blackmailed me into fucking you, remember?�
Adrienne giggled, looking off into the distance as if she could peer back into the past. �That feels like AGES ago. We were both different people then.�
I sighed. �Yeah...�
�So you should do it.�
I smiled wryly. Adrienne didn�t know what she was suggesting. �Ah, I don�t think she�s bisexual, Adrienne.�
�Neither was Allie. Nor Helene. Nor Stephanie.� My girlfriend giggled. �But that�s not a big deal in this case. Miss McNeil�s got a prior claim on you and I�m not going to make her be with me just to be with you. After all, in a strange way, I owe her for providing me the leverage to be with you in the first place.�
I shook my head, thinking of all the twists and turns that had brought us to this point. I sighed. �It�s not that simple, Adrienne.�
My girlfriend shrugged and held my arm. �Maybe. I don�t pretend to know what kind if history you two have. But just know that it�s okay with me if you visit her while we�re here. Okay?�
I tried to take Adrienne�s offer for what it was and just nodded. �Okay. Thanks, Adrienne.�
Her hazel eyes twinkled. �Just gimme details if you do.�
* * *
I slept fitfully, simultaneously horny and feeling guilty all night. My mind swirled with thoughts of Keira and her unusual request. A part of me had hoped the issue would just go away with time, but five months later, it clearly hadn�t. I was torn between my old lust for the beautiful older woman and my hesitance to get involved in a potential pregnancy I couldn�t possibly comprehend.
It didn�t help that the couch really wasn�t that comfortable, preventing me from falling into a truly deep sleep. I woke up several times for no apparent reason before twisting positions and trying to fade into unconsciousness again.
But then I felt something tickle my balls, and with a start, I jerked awake.
�Mmph!� a girl moaned and I realized I�d just shoved my dick an inch into somebody�s throat. She took it like a trooper, gagging only slightly and keeping her head down, breathing heavily through her nose until I pulled back. And then she resumed rhythmically pumping my shaft in her hands and sucking on the mushroom head as if I�d never interrupted her.
My eyes fluttered for a brief second, giving me just enough time to see the dark-haired head bobbing up and down in my lap before my heavy eyelids closed themselves. I was sooo exhausted, feeling like I hadn�t gotten ANY sleep at all. And right in this moment, I would like nothing better than to bust my nut into my sister�s throat and go right back to sleep.
�So good...� I groaned and reached my hand down to touch her head. I felt the silky locks of my sister�s hair, running my fingers through her scalp while my eyes remained closed and I surrendered to the immense pleasure she was producing in me. I wasn�t even sure if it was Brandi or Brooke yet.
Maybe it was both. I felt my cock being pulled out of her mouth and for a moment, there were too many hands on my shaft as I was tilted downward just a bit and then a different mouth surrounded my prick. I groaned in blissful ecstasy as the second girl moved down until my cock hit the entrance to her throat, then she pulled back and returned downward, fucking me with her mouth.
My head lolled to the side as I teetered on the edge of unconsciousness. The girls passed me back and forth a few times while I simply enjoyed their oral attentions. Normally I could identify which girl was which by their technique, but my brain was so much leftover mush that I didn�t even bother to attempt identification.
And then I felt the telltale buildup of pressure in my balls, I groaned just once in warning, and began blasting my load with extreme force into the hot sucking mouth.
�Aack!� the girl choked and pulled off my prick. Her hand reflexively squeezed tighter while she continued pumping the shaft. And I felt even more jets of cum firing upwards into the air. My cock was angled just a bit to the right, off the edge of the couch toward the girl who�d been sucking me, and I didn�t feel any of my jism splatter back onto me.
�Eeep!� the second girl squealed as I continued firing pearly ropes. �It�s getting everywhere!� she chattered excitedly.
Then the pitch of the voices caught my attention. I was still half-dead to the world, but a warning bell went off in the back of my head and I pried my eyes open, horror spreading across my face.
Both my sisters turned to look at me, pleased expressions on their faces. The one nearest to me had several splatters of cum painting her from cheeks to chin; and she absolutely beamed, quite proud of herself. She brushed her bangs back from her face and her eyes twinkled with delight. �That was so�cool!�
�Eden!� I hissed at my baby sister, open shock on my face. �What the�hell�did you do?�
�What does it look like I did?� my baby sister said brightly before scooping a dollop of jism off her cheek and popping it into her mouth. �Brooke was right. It doesn�t taste bad at all.�
�Lemme taste! Lemme taste!� Emma was right beside her, eagerly reaching out to scrape some cum off Eden�s cheek and then popping it into her mouth as well.
�Brooke said you get it however you can, but it�s much better directly from the source,� Eden said matter-of-factly.
In response, Emma nodded and reached for my dick again.
�Emma! Emma!� I exclaimed in a panic as I batted her hands away from my groin.
�Aww. No fair! Eden got to taste it directly!�
�I only got one shot,� Eden sighed. �I couldn�t taste it very well. We have to do it again.�
�NO!� I hissed, only now thinking to keep my voice down. Our parents slept like the dead, but�I�would be dead if they actually woke up and came downstairs.
�Aww, why not?� Emma pouted.
�BECAUSE! You�re not supposed to be doing this!� I bit out rather harshly.
�But I wanna play with it!�
�My dick is not a toy!� I hurriedly tucked myself back into my pajamas, removing my pecker from view.
�But��
�Emma, NO! Ohmigod!� I blurted in exasperation. �What did you girls just do? Oh-my-fucking-GAWD! This isn�t happening!�
�It already happened,� Eden pointed out.
�Why did you do this? You didn�t even ASK me!�
Emma shrugged and looked at Eden. Eden turned to me and shrugged as well. �Brooke said you�d probably freak out. Better to ask forgiveness than permission. She said you�d NEVER give us permission.�
I blinked in absolute shock and awe at my baby twin sisters. �Oh. My. GAWD!� I groaned and put my hands over my head. �This isn�t happening. This isn�t happening...�
Eden just turned away, grabbing some tissues off the coffee table to clean up her face. I tried not to look. After all, it was MY cum drying on my baby sister�s face. �You�re just little girls...� I moaned.
�We�re thirteen!� Emma protested vehemently. �We�re grown up!�
�You�re NOT grown up! You only turned thirteen...� I wracked my brain for the date. �TODAY! Like five hours ago!�
Emma nodded. �Brooke said we had to wait for our birthday. Only teenagers are old enough to have sex. Even blowjobs.�
�Who made that rule?�
Eden and Emma looked at each other. �Uh, Brooke did. We wanted to try this last summer but she made us wait.�
�New rule! You have to be ... sixteen! No, eighteen!�
Eden rolled her eyes. �Brooke said she first did it to you when she was fourteen. And you didn�t even let her make you squirt. You let US make you squirt.�
�I didn�t know it was you!�
Emma shrugged. �But you seemed to like it. So we did good for our first time? I was really, really nervous.�
�We�re NOT talking about this.�
�We already are, Ben,� Eden pointed out.
I buried my face in my palms. �This is not happening ... This is not happening...�
Eden sighed. �Let�s go, Em. I think Ben needs some time to think. Brooke was right. He really IS freaking out.�
This was SO wrong.
�I�m all squishy now,� Emma said. �Wanna lick each other?�
So, SO wrong.
* * *
I was in complete shock for the rest of the day. I avoided my baby sisters like the plague, only interacting with them enough to keep Mom from getting suspicious. The LAST thing I needed was for her to start questioning what had happened between me and the twins.
Fortunately, Mom was too busy running around for the twins� birthday party. Brandi and Adrienne were helping out as well, but my girlfriend picked up on my mood along the way.
While the girls played around and I sat in a corner of the living room by myself, Adrienne quietly came up to me and sat in my lap, wrapping her arm around my shoulders. �Hey, Tiger. What�s wrong?�
�Nothing, nothing.� I stared off into space, sipping my coke and mentally flogging myself. How could I have�let�this happen? Why had my body betrayed me? Why hadn�t I stopped it before it got out of hand?
Adrienne didn�t buy it. She stroked my cheek and tenderly asked, �Ben, what happened?�
I turned my head away from her hand. I didn�t deserve to be tenderly stroked. I�d let two barely 13-year-old girls suck me off. My baby sisters no less. I was lower than cow dung. �I don�t want to talk about it.�
�Why not?�
�I DON�T want to talk about it.�
�Ben, something happened,� Adrienne said seriously. �You can tell me anything.�
How could I tell her? How could I tell a young woman who had been�sexually abused�as a child that I let two 13-year-old girls suck me off? Hell, if they�d done it six hours earlier, they�d have been TWELVE. I was the adult. I was responsible. Adrienne would never forgive me.
�No. Nothing happened,� I said sternly.
�Ben��
�NOTHING. HAPPENED.� Was I convincing her? Or convincing myself? Maybe both.
�Come on, Ben! Adrienne!� Brandi was standing over by the sliding door. �The twins are opening presents. Did you already get the girls something?�
�Ben already gave us a present!� Eden chirped from behind Brandi.
�But only one,� Emma complained with a twinkle in her eye. �He has to give us the other one before the end of the day!�
So, SO wrong.
* * *
Where had I gone wrong? Yeah, Eden and Emma weren�t actually my children or anything, but I felt like I�d had a very strong hand in raising them since their infancy. I still remembered their tiny hands wrapped around my fingers when I was just 6 years old while they sat in their side-by-side bouncers. I remembered giving them horsy rides around the carpeted family room. I remembered carrying them on my shoulders around Disneyland because they wanted to see over the crowds. They were my little girls. My little angels...
... and I�d defiled them.
In all fairness, was it really my fault? I was asleep, unconscious when the girls did it to me.
But I should have woken up. I should have stopped them. This HAD happened once before. Brooke had pulled the same stunt when she was fourteen. But I�d stopped her and held her at bay until finally taking her virginity at fifteen when we were all at camp. She�d had more time to think about it and consider everything. No matter what, Eden and Emma were�barely�teenagers and couldn�t possibly have the mental maturity to understand what they were doing. They were curious, and BROOKE told them it would be easier to ask forgiveness than permission.
Brooke was right about one thing, I NEVER would have given the twins permission. But she still shouldn�t have told the girls to just molest me in my sleep.
�Gawd dammit!� I hissed under my breath as I jerked to my feet.
Mom poked her head out of the kitchen. �Ben?�
I looked up, feeling embarrassed for my momentary outburst. �Uh, nothing.� Then I glanced outside, where the birthday party was winding down and Brandi, Adrienne, and Brooke had started the cleanup. I set my jaw, and with murder in my eyes I strode out the door and made a beeline for my younger sister.
�Hey!� Brooke chirped in mild pain when I roughly grabbed her arm.
�We need to talk. NOW.�
Brooke took one look at my eyes and went quietly, letting me more or less drag her inside the house and up the stairs. Brandi and Adrienne looked after me with curious expressions, but neither made a move to follow us.
A minute later, I locked my bedroom door and glared at Brooke. Clearly, she recognized we weren�t up here to have sex. In fact, she looked rather frightened of me in this moment. There was fire in my eyes and ice in my veins; and my muscles flexed in anticipation of destroying something. I don�t think I had ever been�this�mad at her.
�What did you tell the twins?� I raged in tone but not in volume. I think the quietness of my voice unnerved Brooke even more.
�So I guess they did it, huh?� she smiled weakly. �They get further than me?�
I set my jaw and looked away. She�d find out from the twins eventually, anyways. �I was exhausted. I didn�t even open my eyes.�
�So they did get further.�
�They finished me off.�
�Really?� Brooke�s eyes popped open. �Wow.�
�This is NOT impressive!� I barked. �Why did you put them up to it?�
�Me? Hell, I didn�t put them up to it,� Brooke stated defensively. �I was all I could do to hold them off this long. They�re curious, Ben.�
�Those girls knew WAY more of what to do than mere curiosity.�
My little sister shrugged. �So I gave them a few blowjob tips. And who better to practice on than you?�
�They�re TWELVE!�
�Thirteen,� Brooke corrected.
�BARELY.�
She just shrugged. �I had to give them something. If it wasn�t you, they�d have gone after this Sergio Lopez kid.�
�Would YOU have at their age?�
�No. But then I was still scared of sex. The twins aren�t. They�re a little reckless, actually. They want me to tell them and show them EVERYTHING. And yes, I honestly think they�d have gone after Sergio if you turned them down.�
I sighed and started pacing. Where had I gone wrong? Even if they weren�t my children, I HAD done my best to be a big brother, to teach them, and to raise them well. Yeah, I hadn�t wanted to talk about sex with them because I thought they were too young for it. Hell, I didn�t have a clue about sex when I was thirteen. I was still practically taking showers with Dawn at camp at that age.
But then again, Dawn and I HAD been playing the show me yours game for years before that. She�d seen all of me and I�d seen all of her many, many times. I hadn�t been overly curious because Dawn gave me all the new information I needed.
The twins didn�t have that. Was it only natural for them to be curious?
Hell. If I couldn�t even keep the twins from getting involved in sex before they were ready for it, how was I going to figure this out when I had children of my own? How do parents do it? How did my parents SLEEP at night knowing what Brandi, me, and Brooke were up to.
�C�mon, Ben,� Brooke said softly. �Better you than some boy at school. Right? I know�I�m�more relaxed knowing the twins got to you for this first experience instead of fumbling around somewhere with Sergio Lopez.�
�I never wanted this for them,� I said mournfully.
�I know. That�s why I told them you�d never give permission. You�re still wrapped up into thinking this is somehow your fault, aren�t you? Well it�s not, Ben. I knew what I was doing when I tried to seduce you. The twins know what they�re doing to. You�re not forcing anybody. But it IS what is best for them.�
�They�re so�young.�
Brooke shrugged. �They grew up with three older siblings who were pretty sexually active, right in this house. They couldn�t help but learn more at a younger age than us.�
�Isn�t this EXACTLY why Mom wanted us to keep things secret from them until they were older?�
Brooke canted her head. �Maybe. But Pandora�s box is already open.�
I smirked and turned back to look at my sister. �Pandora�s Box?�
Brooke grinned. �Yeah. We just did Greek Mythology in class.�
I shook my head and sighed. I had to figure out what to do from here on out. �Brooke, are you sleeping with them?�
She shook her head. �No. But I�ve been there when they were doing each other. They actually started that without me. Masturbating themselves turned into masturbating each other. They figured out to lick each other on their own. So when I found out, I gave them a few pointers. But no, I haven�t joined them. I figured they were too young myself.�
�You were right.�
�But that�s changing very quickly, Ben. They�re growing up and they�re growing boobs and pubic hair and everything. They�re developing faster than Brandi or I did.�
I sighed. �Don�t remind me. If I had my way they�d be 7-year-olds forever.�
Brooke shrugged. �Life happens. Things change.�
I exhaled slowly. My anger with Brooke was completely gone. It wasn�t really her fault. I nodded and conceded, �Okay, Brooke. Okay.� Then I turned for the door.
�So Ben...� she began, leaning back and thrusting her tits upwards. �Since we�re up here, maybe we could��
�Brooke,� I warned sternly.
�Okay, okay,� she conceded as she got up. But she winked at me as she went out the door.
I sighed. Little sisters could be such PAINS.
* * *
Late at night, I was expecting it when the twins came downstairs to my couch. Brandi and Adrienne had sensed I was in a weird mood all day and didn�t make any seduction attempts. Brooke stayed away as well. And sure enough, after all the showers were done and all three older girls were in their rooms upstairs, two just barely 13-year-old little sisters arrived in the family room well past their bedtime.
I sighed and sat up on the couch, patting the cushions on either side of me. It wasn�t like I could sleep anyways. Eden and Emma quickly settled onto the couch, hugging me from both sides with their heads resting on my shoulders.
�I keep forgetting how much you two have grown,� I said softly. �I still remember when you both fit underneath my armpits.�
The girls giggled and Eden spoke up first. �We�re growing boobs, too. Wanna see?�
I sighed. �Not really, kiddo.�
�I�m not a kiddo anymore, Ben. I�m a growing young woman,� Eden replied proudly.
�You�ll�always�be a kiddo to me. Even when you�re forty.� I raised my hand and gave my baby sister a noogie, rubbing my knuckles lightly into her head. She giggled and tried to bat my hand away.
At almost the same time, Emma slid her hand around my waist and to my crotch.
�Hey! Hey!� I pulled her hand back.
Emma sighed. �You�re not comfortable with us doing this, are you? You still think we�re too young.�
�You ARE too young, Emma.�
�Was it really so bad? The blowjob?� Eden asked softly. �I thought we did pretty good.�
I felt a pain in my forehead and I raised my hand off of Eden�s shoulder to pinch it. �It was ... fine, girls. But that�s not the point. I mean, what are you going to do when I�m gone? Are you going to be giving blowjobs to other boys?�
�Eww, no!� Emma recoiled from me. �Other boys are icky. I mean, they�re cute and all, but ... I dunno ... We don�t know them. We don�t trust them.�
�But what if you really like them? And what if they want you to do things with them?� I asked softly. �What if they tell you they love you?�
Eden waved me off. �Brooke and Brandi both already warned us boys will say the L-word to get anything. Brooke told us about her first boyfriend, Perry. A teenage boy doesn�t actually KNOW what love is. They�re just horny. They LUST us, right Emma?�
Emma giggled.
�But what if YOU get horny? What if they offer to lick you if you�ll give them a blowjob?�
The twins paused and looked across me at each other, communicating telepathically. The Eden spoke for the both of them. �We�re not sure.�
It wasn�t exactly the most reassuring of answers. I wanted to cling to the �we don�t trust them� decree and less so on the �we�re not sure� response. �I just want you both to promise me something, okay? Promise that you�ll always protect yourselves. You think your body is changing? Every teenage boy has a million hormones running around telling them to have sex and do every single possible thing they can with a girl. If you kiss them, they�ll want to touch your body. If you let them touch your body, they�ll want to touch you ... uh, down there.�
�Our pussies,� Emma stated helpfully. I winced, hearing my baby sister say the word �pussy�.
�Right. And if you give them blowjobs, they�ll want to have sex. Enough is never enough and they�ll ALWAYS want more.�
�Would it really be so bad?�
�You could get pregnant.�
�Oh, we KNOW we�re not having actual sex. Brooke said Mom would put us on the pill at fifteen when we were ready.�
�So you SWEAR you�ll wait at least that long?�
Eden grinned at me. �Will YOU make us wait that long?�
I arched an eyebrow. �Huh?�
Emma beamed at me. �It�s simple. Brooke told us there�s no one better in the world to introduce us to the world of sex than you. You�love�us, Ben. You�ve ALWAYS been there to teach us. Learning how to swim. Riding bikes. Playing basketball. We�ve always come to you because you�re the best. This is the same thing, right?�
I blinked a few times.
Eden chimed in. �And we asked Brandi and Adrienne, too. They both said we should wait for you. That you would know when it was time.�
I sighed. �If it was up to me, I wouldn�t have let you give me the blowjob this morning.�
Eden shrugged. �But we still knew we had to practice on you. But we promise we�ll wait on the sex thing. I don�t want my first time to be while you�re asleep.� She giggled cutely.
Emma grinned. �So circle your calendar, Ben. Two years from now you�re going to teach us about sex!�
I groaned and sighed and gripped the girls tighter around me. Two years was a long time. Maybe I could come up with something else by then. �Okay. Two years,� I conceded. �But you have to promise to save yourselves for me. No sex with anyone else, got it?�
Eden and Emma looked at each other again before nodding to me and solemnly swearing together, �We promise.�
I sighed and relaxed.
�So now are you gonna let us practice giving you blowjobs?�
I winced. �Girls ... I still feel really ... weird ... about that. Thirteen or not, I still think you�re too young for blowjobs. Brooke was at least fourteen.�
Emma pouted, biting her lip. But Eden nodded and looked at her twin. Something non-verbal passed between them, Emma nodded, and then Eden looked up at me. �Okay. We�ll wait until you�re more comfortable with it,� she conceded before adding, �For now. But you have to do something else for us.�
I sighed. Manipulative little witches, they could be. �What?�
Eden batted her eyelashes and smiled prettily. �We want you to teach us how to kiss a boy. Brooke�s been helping and we�ve been kissing each other, but she won�t kiss us herself and it still doesn�t feel quite right. Brooke says kissing a boy is so much different and that we have to wait for you.�
�Uh...� I began.
�And the thing is: we STILL remember that kiss you and Dawn gave each other at the Garden of Me,� Eden sighed nostalgically. �We want to kiss like THAT.�
�It�s not that simple. Dawn and I were sooo in love.�
�Don�t you love us, too?� Emma pouted.
�Of course. But also, Dawn and I had a lot of practice with each other before we got that good.� I jerked my head back, instantly wishing I could un-say those words.
Eden giggled, ready to pounce. �Then I guess WE�LL just have to have lots of practice, too.�
I sighed at the expected retort. And then my eyes went wide as my barely 13-year-old little sister climbed into my lap, her 5�4� height putting her face directly in front of mine. �I�m going first,� she pronounced.
I felt my body tense up, but Eden brushed my hair back from my forehead, staring adoringly into my eyes. �I�ve wanted to do this forever, Ben,� she said softly. �Just relax,� she soothed as if SHE were the expert, and somehow I felt some of my tension melting away. �I love you, big brother.�
She sounded just like Brooke. Hell, she was starting to look like Brooke. Her face had elongated from the round chubbiness of a little girl towards the angular look of a young woman. She�d grown out her bangs and brushed them back, no longer sporting the square kiddy cut she�d had for so many years. She really was growing into a very pretty teenage girl.
And I loved her. I would always protect her and teach her. And there was no one else in the world I wanted doing this but me. So as Eden tilted her head, closed her eyes, and puckered her lips, I closed my own eyes and drew her face close to mine.
It wasn�t a kiss of passion. No matter what, I couldn�t dive headlong into a liplock with my baby sister, who was still just so young in my eyes. But I couldn�t ignore anymore that there was a�very�naughty sense of lust inside me. I�d been fighting it for a while now, refusing to admit to myself that the twins were growing up into young women who had hormones and sexual urges. The protective big brother in me wanted to insist they were still too young, but their physical development and obvious arousal seemed to indicate otherwise. And as Eden�s lips parted to allow my tongue to enter, I felt a surge of that buried,�naughty�lust pouring through my veins.
Now I knew how Brandi had first felt two years ago. So wrong ... and yet so right.
Eden�s eyes were still closed when I pulled my head away. The entire kiss had lasted perhaps ten seconds, and I searched her face for any sign of remorse. Of course, there was none. Eden simply sighed happily with a little smile, taking a long time to savor the rush of feeling before she eventually opened her eyes and breathed, �Wow...�
Well, perhaps it had been a little more passionate than I�d thought.
But just as I started to stop and think about what I was getting myself into, Emma was right beside me and grabbing my head. �My turn!�
* * *
�No, no,� I shrugged Emma off my hand. �That�s enough for today. Besides, Mom, Dad, and the girls will be home any minute from their shopping trip.� I exhaled. �If they aren�t home already.� Then I went to open the twins� bedroom door and let myself out.
Immediately, I came to a dead stop at the woman blocking the doorway. �Adrienne! Hey...�
Eden and Emma practically hid themselves behind me. I was acutely aware that my hair was messed up, my face was flushed, and I looked guilty as all hell. �I, uh ... This isn�t what it might look like.�
Adrienne glared at me, clenching her teeth; and she pointed to my (her) bedroom. I supposed it could have been worse. When she caught me having sex with Brooke she ran out the front door faster than lightning.
My girlfriend waited for me to exit the twins� bedroom and I marched down the hall in front of her, walking my green mile and struggling to breathe. I had to come up with a perfectly rational explanation for what I was doing, but my mind was racing so fast I couldn�t think straight.
�Sit in the chair,� Adrienne ordered once we got to my bedroom. I sat, half-expecting Adrienne to pull out the handcuffs, lock me in place, and then start throwing things at me when I couldn�t run away.
But Adrienne looked to the door and both Brooke and Brandi came in as well, Brandi locking the door behind her. I hadn�t even noticed my two other sisters were in the hall. Then the three of them sat on the bed facing me: Brooke on the end looking a little sheepish, Brandi in the middle looking curious, and Adrienne closest to me while seething behind a clenched jaw.
�Ben,� Adrienne said in a soft, cold voice. �Tell me�exactly�what you�re doing with the twins.�
I took a deep breath. And then I told them.
* * *
�I�m sorry. I should have known I could trust you,� Adrienne apologized twenty minutes later.
�Some trust. I didn�t stop them,� I sighed mournfully, thinking of the first blowjob.
Brandi cut in. �But you stopped it then and there. You didn�t let it get any farther. And to be honest, I�m pretty impressed you�ve convinced them to stop at kissing for now.�
�For now,� Brooke remarked.
�Wait, you�re really not about to castrate me?� I looked at Adrienne.
�Hey! We need those!� Brooke whined.
My girlfriend chuckled and shook her head. �Clearly, you�re not the child molesting type, Ben.�
�Depends on your definition,� I moaned.
Adrienne waved me off. �You�re not taking advantage of the twins and you even got them to back down.�
�For now,� Brooke emphasized again. �Give those two an inch and they�ll take the whole baseball field.�
The three of us frowned at Brooke with arched eyebrows. Brandi actually grunted, �Huh?�
�First base, second base ... Oh, you know what I mean,� Brooke rolled her eyes.
Brandi sighed. �Still, they�re ahead of schedule.�
�I told you,� Brooke insisted. �Your fault anyways. YOU started all this two years ago.�
Brandi sighed. �Don�t remind me.� Then my older sister flicked her eyes up to me. �But it�s still worth it.�
Brooke grinned. �Hell, yeah.�
I held my hands up. �Now what?�
Adrienne exhaled and shook her head. �Mom is sooo gonna find out.�
* * *
�Mmm...� Emma moaned and rubbed her crotch against my leg. She was actually lying on top of me, trying to shift her hips so that she could rub her crotch against the bulge she felt against her belly; but I kept my hands on her ass, squeezing the 13-year-old�s perky globes and keeping her in place while we french kissed with plenty of tongue.
The twins were VERY fast learners. Then again, they�d been practicing with each other under Brooke�s supervision, so it wasn�t like they were total novices. And for now, they seemed to really, really enjoy the simple act of making out.
I thought back to my own first kisses, with Dawn at camp so long ago. Then, before sex or blowjobs or anything else, kissing was The Ultimate. Kissing was exciting, heart-racing pleasure and not scary in the slightest. The most wonderful chemical and electrical pulses would shoot up my spine as Dawn and I spent every available moment with our tongues in each other�s mouth that summer.
Well, the twins had been trying to keep their tongues in my mouth as much as possible for the past two days. And I was also starting to understand WHY I thought the girls were too young for sex acts: They had the hormones, but they did NOT have any self-control.
Seriously, YOU try and explain to your mom why your baby sisters suddenly are eating you up with their eyes every time you�re around.
Twenty minutes ago, right before I�d been dragged up into the girls� bedroom for this makeout session, I couldn�t do it. All I could say to my mom was a very honest, �No, I�m not doing ANYTHING sexual with the twins.�
Mom�s eyes narrowed as she went through her Mom-Lie-Detector-3000 routine. She waited me out until my guilt kicked in and I clarified, �Not�quite.�
�Explain.�
I sighed, weighing my options. Attempt a lie and possibly get away with it. After all, the truth was so outlandish as to be unbelievable. But then, I was a very bad liar. I was an even�worse�liar with my mom. So I winced and contemplated making a run for it before exhaling and admitting, �The girls want kissing lessons. Brooke pointed them to me instead of some horny boys their own age.�
Mom sighed, shaking her head, but was remarkably calm about the whole thing. �Kissing will make them want to do MORE than kissing.�
�I know,� I groaned.
�But you will NOT do more than kissing, will you, Ben?� Mom�s eyes narrowed again and she looked like she could melt steel with her gaze if she wanted to.
�Uh, no. No, ma�am,� I stammered quite nervously.
And then Mom actually held up her hand and started ticking off her fingers. �No groping. I don�t want your hands anywhere inside their clothing or their hands anywhere inside yours.�
�Right,� I nodded as if that were obvious.
�Actually, I don�t want any hands on any private parts OUTSIDE of clothing, either. No rubbing their breasts or them grabbing your crotch.�
�Okay.�
�Don�t even let them grind themselves on you while you�re kissing. You�re a boy and I know you�re going to get aroused but if they start rubbing themselves on your peter they�re going to get more and more out of control.�
�Right.� That was the rule making me keep Emma off my bulge right now.
�Do any of these things Ben, and I will personally cut off your balls with the very dull butcher knife I�ve needed to sharpen for a few months now.�
The quiet calmness in my mother�s tone was more terrifying than anything else. I gulped. What the hell had I gotten myself into?
Mom took a deep breath and sighed. �Okay. You�re excused.�
I didn�t move for a long several moments. �You�re seriously okay with this?�
Mom exhaled and seemed to shrink as she let the tension in her shoulders drain away. �I knew this would happen eventually. I was hoping the twins wouldn�t get their growth spurts � and their hormones � until later like the rest of you; but they�re�on time. And I knew something was up when they started spending a LOT of time in Brooke�s room.� She sighed and rubbed the bridge of her nose. �Better you than some boy out there, Ben. At least I know you�ll control yourself around them, right?�
�Right, right.� I nodded.
Mom frowned and shushed me away, waving her hand dismissively. I turned and fled...
... right into the twins. Eden grabbed one hand while Emma grabbed the other. �Can we go make out now?�
I stopped and looked back. Mom was standing at the other end of the hallway, sighing forlornly as she looked at us. But after another moment, Mom shrugged and actually smiled at me.
So I turned back to the girls, glanced around nervously for anyone else, then nodded.
Emma gleefully cheered. �My turn to go first!�
* * *
The Monday after Christmas, Adrienne and I walked up to the turtle fountain outside the Food Court at the Irvine Spectrum. Even on a weekday afternoon, parking was STILL a nightmare. Talk continued about parking structures to ease the pain, but I wasn�t holding my breath.
So we were about ten minutes late, but that was okay since most of the others were as well. And bit by bit, my old High School crew trickled in.
Elaine Fukuhara and Daniel Chen waved us over to a group of tables they�d commandeered. There weren�t enough spots for our entire group yet, but per routine we�d snag other open tables around us as they became available. Megan Kwan, Cassidy O�Leary, and James Kaito were also waiting. Megan and Kaito were still together and still going strong. Word was that Cassidy had a new boyfriend at USC as well.
Adrienne and I walked up and hugs went all around as we began chatting up our old friends. Then I split off to pick up food while Adrienne went to grab Jamba Juices for the both of us.
By the time I got back, more of the old crew had arrived. Abbie and Allie Sanders both got up to hug me. Kenny Doyle head-nodded from further down the table. Unfortunately, Kenny�s and Abbie�s relationship hadn�t survived the split to different schools, but they were still friendly with each other. The Sanders Twins both had new boyfriends and Kenny was up to his old horn dog tricks.
Oddly enough, Sung Joon and Heather Wilkinson had hooked up together at UCI and also broken up. The relationship only lasted two weeks and the pair seemed rather uncomfortable around each other. Heather made it a point to keep her distance from Sung and hang around Adrienne, as well as Lynne Arian and Candy Carter when both girls arrived a few minutes later.
Stephanie Vo was still on the East Coast and not coming back for the holidays.
The next three hours were an odd mix of nostalgia, familiar comfort, and awkward discomfort. We all hung around each other, organically forming groups of four or five and then splitting and re-forming different groups throughout the afternoon and into the evening. There was some window shopping, and even some real shopping done by the girls; but for the most part, it was just something to occupy ourselves between breaks in the conversation.
I actually felt a little weird to be back amongst my old crew. Yeah, it felt instantly comfortable and familiar to be around them again, but a lot of time had passed since we�d been together. Since then, I�d formed a new crew and after five months apart, I could actually see the changes college had wrought on all of us.
Megan and Cassidy were more worldly and self-assured than they�d been in High School, their styles of dress having considerably matured. They seemed to be less �nice young girls� and more �confident young women�. Even Kaito was more forceful and self-assured, losing quite a bit of his shyness along the way. Kenny, while still a horn dog with many, many sexually-laced comments throughout the day, could also be quite articulate when discussing the state of the economy in the wake of the dot-com crash and telecom crisis. For the first time, I could actually see him as a potential grown up, instead of horny-little-bastard Kenny.
And then there were the Sanders Twins. Back in High School, they�d been the youngest-acting little kids of the whole crew, always letting the others take the lead in conversations, happy to follow along. Now, both were assertive individuals, with their own sense of style and even radically different haircuts. Abbie�s was streaked blonde and in a complicated, messy short hairdo while Allie�s was shoulder-length and layered prettily. They were making very clear who was Abbie and who was Allie and that they had their own lives and own strong opinions. Of everyone in the group, they�d seemed to do the most growing up.
What a difference a few months makes. First Eden and Emma had radically changed in a matter of months, now my friends. My world was evolving before my very eyes. And when the various members of my old crew said goodbye, I wondered just how far apart we�d grow by the time our college careers came to an end.
* * *
�Mmph...� She practically mewed into my mouth, a sweet-sounding gasp mixed with a breathy moan that would have been boner-inducingly sexy if it hadn�t come from my 13-year-old baby sister.
Who was I kidding? I was turned on as all hell and my cock was throbbingly hard in my shorts. But anything more than this would be SOOO wrong. So, SO wrong. And when Eden�s hand began pulling mine up to cup her breast, I pulled back. �Nuh-uh...� I paused to scold her.
�Touch me, Ben. Please?� Eden whimpered.
I squeezed my eyes shut and pulled my hand away. And then Eden moaned as Emma moved behind her, wrapping her own hands around her twin sister to cup and squeeze Eden�s A-cups the exact same way she like her own to be caressed.
Lost to her pleasure, Eden pressed her lips against mine again and moved closer, dropping her hands down along my sides and reaching inward to grab at my cock.
�Oh-KAY,� I pushed Eden away, leaving her gasping. �I think that�s the signal that we�ve done enough for now.�
�Aww, Ben!� Eden protested. But I was firm and presently the twins collected themselves together. �We�re moving so SLOW!�
I paused and arched an eyebrow at my baby sister. �Aren�t you the�least�bit scared of all this sex stuff?�
Eden shrugged. �If it was any boy except you, yeah, probably. But we love you, Ben. We trust you.�
I rolled my eyes. At least I could maintain some hope that the girls would keep their legs shut and mouths closed after I returned to school. I waved the girls off and then went to open the bedroom door and let myself out.
Immediately, I came to a dead stop. �Adrienne! Hey...�
My girlfriend leaned against the far wall, a slightly amused expression on her face. �Can I have my boyfriend back now, girls?�
Eden and Emma practically hid themselves behind me, looking sheepish.
Adrienne just rolled her eyes and pointed to my (her) bedroom. I exhaled in relief that I would be able to do SOMETHING with the erection the twins had given me. And at least now Adrienne and I wouldn�t have to try and keep quiet.
JANUARY 2003, WINTER BREAK
It was just after lunch on Thursday when I pulled up to the curb and parked the Corolla. After so much time behind the wheel of Adrienne�s Mustang or Dayna�s Impala, I�d forgotten just how much I HATED my old car.
Well, that�s not true, I LOVED my old car. After all, it had been�mine�from the moment I got my driver�s license. But really, the thing drove like SHIT.
Anyways, I saw that the Mustang was already parallel parked on the sidewalk in front of me. Adrienne had gone shopping with her old girlfriends while I met my old boys for basketball. The guys and I had stopped for lunch, but I was still surprised to see that my girlfriend had beaten me home. Seriously, that girl would break up with me in a heartbeat if it meant she could move into South Coast Plaza permanently.
I was just heading into the house when I caught a flash of red to my left. I glanced over to see Adrienne striding up the sidewalk, looking absolutely gorgeous in a brand new long-sleeved V-neck blouse and designer jeans. I stopped and asked. �Where were you?�
My girlfriend smiled at me but gave me a curious look. �Miss McNeil�s house, actually.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Huh?� Despite living in houses directly across from each other, I�d never known Keira and Adrienne to be anything remotely close to friends. In fact, whatever they talked about on Christmas Day had probably been their longest ever conversation.
Adrienne searched my eyes for a few moments before waving me into the house. �Go take a shower. Then we need to talk.�
It�s�never�good when a girl tells you, �We need to talk.� I frowned, but Adrienne looked firm. So with an ominous sense of foreboding, I nodded and went in.
We had the house to ourselves for a bit. All four of my sisters were out visiting friends. Brooke and the twins had to return to school on Monday, although Brandi, Adrienne, and I had another full week of vacation left. But despite the solitude, Adrienne locked the door to my bedroom before sitting on the bed to watch me get dressed after my shower.
She was dead silent. And despite being naked in front of a stunningly gorgeous, busty blonde bombshell, I was unnerved enough to not even contemplate the concept of an erection. I simply got dressed and then moved to sit on my desk chair, forcing myself to relax.
Adrienne�s first words came out of left field. �Why haven�t you slept with Keira?�
I arched an eyebrow. No one but our parents or myself had ever referred to her as �Keira�. Even Adrienne had just used �Miss McNeil� a few times this winter, despite Keira�s insistence on the first name during their conversations on Christmas Day.
�Excuse me?�
Adrienne sighed and tilted her head. �I said you should do it, remember?�
I nodded. �And I told you it wasn�t that simple.�
Adrienne shook her head. �You don�t have to invite me. She�s not bisexual, I know.�
�It�s not that,� I sighed.
Adrienne took a deep breath. �I know.�
The world went silent just then. I heard Adrienne�s tone. Her two little words said she�knew, as in she knew�everything. Seriously, how the hell does she always do that?
I blinked twice and took a deep breath, furrowing my eyebrows. Still being cautious, I asked, �And exactly what do you �know�?�
Adrienne searched my eyes. �I know she asked you to knock her up. And so far, you�ve refused. You�re running out of time now. Her peak fertility will be over by the weekend.�
My eyebrows rose. �She told you?�
Adrienne nodded. �She was outside when I came home. She waved and we started talking. She was pretty fidgety and I asked what was wrong. She invited me inside and confessed everything. It�s kind of intense.�
I exhaled slowly. �I�ll say.�
�I thought Keira was important to you. She did introduce you to sex and taught you everything, right?�
I blushed. �Well, not�everything.�
�Whatever. But it�s clear that she considers you her ONLY option. This is SO important to her and even�I�think you should at least give it a try. She told me what you said about grandkids for Mom and Dad, but even that�s not�such�a big deal.�
�She told you all this?�
Adrienne shrugged. �Keira IS desperate. We talked for almost an hour, and I only came out when we saw your car pull in.�
I frowned and Adrienne took a deep breath. And then she said something I never would have expected her to say. �I told her I�d try to talk you into doing it.�
My eyebrows shot up. �Adrienne, I�can�t.�
My girlfriend frowned. �Why not?�
I brought my eyes up to Adrienne�s. Was she seriously asking me this? My girlfriend ... asking me to go impregnate another woman? I frowned and stared right into Adrienne�s hazel irises and said firmly, �Because I want YOU to be the mother of my children.�
Adrienne�s eyes popped WIDE open. �Excuse me?�
�Come on, Adrienne ... Would you really be okay raising a family with me knowing that some�other�woman had borne my child?�
My girlfriend still looked shocked beyond belief, her jaw gaping open and her eyes wide. Her face was deathly pale and she�d gone completely stiff; and I started to worry. �Adrienne? You okay?�
Her jaw just sort of waggled up and down slowly, as if her brain was trying to speak but her body wasn�t cooperating fully. She blinked several times and tilted her head away, her big eyes somehow staying locked onto me. The effect was just a little creepy.
�Adrienne...� I ventured.
Eventually, the color returned to her cheeks and she blinked again, turning her head. �Family? Children?� She spoke as if the words themselves confused her.
�Yeah...� I exhaled happily, imagining a couple of toddlers running around and using me for a jungle gym. I hadn�t decided yet if I wanted them to have my dark hair or Adrienne�s golden blonde. It was still WAY in the future. I wasn�t planning to actually have kids for another ten years or so. But after almost raising the twins I knew I�d want some of my own eventually.
�Ben ... I...� Adrienne just looked agape at me. �I don�t WANT kids.�
Now it was my turn for my jaw to drop. �What?�
Adrienne shook her head. �No. Never. Kids frighten the CRAP out of me.�
�But you�re so good with the twins,� I reasoned, frowning and furrowing my eyebrows.
�The twins are THIRTEEN. They�re potty-trained and can eat without throwing up all over the place and they go home to their parents at the end of the day. Kids? No, Ben. Not into this fucked up world.�
�Adrienne!�
�It IS! You think I want to even imagine a daughter of mine going through what I did? My parents HATED me! They never WANTED me! I was a fucking accident and look what happened!�
�But you would never treat your kids like that,� I insisted.
�Damn straight! Because I would never HAVE the little fuckers in the first place!�
�Adrienne!� I was taken aback by the vehemence in her voice. And then I switched gears. �But...�I�want to have kids.�
�Hey, this is one way to do it, isn�t it? Keira is DESPERATE.�
�But ... what about OUR family?�
�Family, Ben? Really? With me?� Adrienne gave me a sour look like she�d just taken a shot of the nastiest tequila imaginable.
I blinked. �Where did you think this was going, Adrienne? I love you. You love me. I thought you wanted to be with me forever and always!�
�I do!� she insisted.
�Then doesn�t that mean getting married someday? Settling down and raising a family?�
Adrienne winced. �I ... Ben, I...� she saw the stricken look on my face, and all at once a pitying look came across her face. �I love you, Tiger,� she said plaintively. �Forever and always, I�ll love you for what you�ve done for me. And maybe ... someday ... I�ll change my mind about the whole kid thing. But right now, I don�t ever want to have children. And...� she sighed and looked down.
A sense of dread spread across my mind like black clouds swiftly rolling in over the horizon. My lower jaw quivered as I anticipated the worst in Adrienne�s next words. But even my pessimistic anticipation wasn�t ready for what she said next.
�Ben, I�m not sure I ever want to get married, either.�
I blinked and sat heavily against the backrest of my chair, rocking it off-balance just a bit. �Adrienne...� I breathed.
�I�m sorry, Ben. I love you. And I LOVE what we�re doing together. I�m happy. I want to be with you. It�s just ... we�re so�young. We have our whole lives ahead of us. And you�re talking marriage and family and kids?�
�Then ... where ... where is this going, Adrienne? Our relationship?�
She shrugged. �I�m not worried about where it�s going right now. Our relationship just IS. We�re having fun, aren�t we? Dawn and Dayna and Brandi. All those older girls ... Monique was a freakin��incredible�fuck, wasn�t she? I love you and I love having you for a boyfriend, but we�re�eighteen, Ben. And frankly, you�ve started to scare me with all this �settling down� and �family� and �children� stuff.�
I�was feeling scared that she�wasn�t�thinking of our futures. And it showed on my face. Suddenly feeling a little bit abandoned, I nervously planted my elbow on the armrest and rubbed my forehead, staring almost twitchily away from Adrienne. This wasn�t happening. This WASN�T happening. �Adrienne,� I began softly. �How can we have a present if we have no future?�
Adrienne just stared at me for a long few moments, watching the wheels turning in my brain. And then, without another word, she got up and walked out the door. A minute later, I heard the Mustang�s engine roar to life, and then she actually burned rubber as she peeled out and blitzed away.
Ah,�hell.
* * *
�Ben? Hiii!� Keira looked absolutely thrilled to see me on her doorstep. She immediately stepped up to hug me, but she came to a halt just inches away and the pleased expression soon vanished as she saw the expression on MY face.
�Uh, hi, Keira,� I muttered. My jaw went up and down a few times, but I couldn�t say any more. I was sure I looked just as haunted as I felt.
Keira looked just as in shock, her own jaw hanging open. Her lips trembled and her whole body quivered as she finally laid her hands on my arms with her face just in front of mine.
But I wasn�t looking at her face. The angle of my gaze now had me staring straight into her cleavage. She was wearing some sort of kimono-cut green robe that made her emerald eyes sparkle. And from the way her nipples dented out the satiny fabric, I was pretty sure she wasn�t wearing a bra beneath it. Not wanting to think about sex I quickly raised my gaze to her face, trying to think of something to say.
I wasn�t even sure why I was in front of her house. I supposed my brain was working better than my conscious mind, delivering me up to a place where I could find warmth and a friendly ear. Dawn wasn�t around to advise me in a situation like this. Neither was Brandi. And that meant the best person for me to talk about my troubles with was Keira McNeil.
I took a deep breath, but she beat me to the punch, having recovered faster than me. �Lemme guess,� she began. �Girl problems?�
I managed a weak smile and shrugged. �It�s me. What else?�
Keira nodded and stepped forward, giving me a chaste hug. I clutched her a little longer, not letting her pull away. Having Adrienne just get in her car and drive away like that made me feel ... hollow ... inside. And I clung to Keira�s body like she was a life preserver in my current sea of abject depression.
But eventually, I let her go, and Keira steeled her spine before waving me into the living room. �Feels like it�s been forever since you came to me for advice, Ben.�
I nodded an apology. �Sorry. After everything you did for me, we didn�t talk much last year.�
Keira shook her head. �Don�t be. I knew you were doing well and I was happy to see you building something really strong with Adrienne. I assume you had other smart people around you to give you advice. And besides, I was very involved in my dating life.� She sighed. �Well, I WAS. I�m still pretty heartbroken over Sean.�
I frowned and patted her knee.
Keira looked sad for a second but inhaled and smiled at me. �Besides, I got a promotion at work and I was really, really busy.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Speaking of which, isn�t today a weekday?�
Keira waved. �I took a couple of weeks off for the holidays.� Her gaze dropped down my body and a different kind of sadness fell over her while her hand came up to touch my chest. �I�d still been hoping to spend this time getting pregnant.�
�Keira...� I said solemnly. �I�m sorry.�
Her eyes stayed locked onto her hand on my chest. �It�s funny,� she said in a detached voice. �When I first saw you at the door, I thought Adrienne had talked you into impregnating me. You have no idea how happy I felt in that moment.�
A knot formed in my gut and I reached up to grab Keira�s hand, trapping it against my chest. First, the pain over Adrienne � being denied the family I wanted with her � squeezed me inside. Now, guilt over letting down Keira � who saw me as her one and only hope for the family that�I�was now denying her � made the feeling even worse.
�I�m sorry, Keira,� I said softly.
She sighed, a fresh tear rolling down her cheek. �You have no idea how much it hurt inside when I realized that wasn�t why you were here.�
�I�m sorry.� I drew her body against mine, putting her head to the crook of my neck and shoulder while wrapping my arms around her back.
�No, I�m sorry, Ben.� She tried to pull away. �You came here looking for advice and I shouldn�t put this on you.�
To this day I�m not exactly sure why I did what I did just then. I held her tightly, not letting her pull away. I closed my eyes. And the words tumbled out without any conscious thought on my part. �You�ve done so much for me, Keira, over the years. So much advice. So much love. So much teaching. And you never asked for anything in return.�
She whimpered and snuggled closer into my gasp while I felt moisture soaking into my shirt.
�Now it�s my turn to give something back,� I murmured.
Now Keira gasped and pulled away, her green eyes wild as she looked at me in disbelief. But I simply shifted my grip and scooped her lighter body up into my arms, absolutely no hesitation as I literally carried her out of the living room and into her bedroom.
Keira�s arms stayed tightly wrapped around my neck as I lay her on top of the bed. The instant the back of her head hit the mattress, she tugged me down and molded her lips over mine. And the passion in Keira�s kiss rivaled any of the nuclear ones Adrienne had ever given me.
I didn�t realize my hands had parted Keira�s robe until I felt her hard nipples rubbing into my chest. The moment I felt them I just HAD to bend down and take one into my mouth. I suckled around the familiar, dusky pink areola and eraser-hard nipple. I hadn�t seen her breasts since I was still sixteen, but I would never forget them, either. Now 30 years old, there was no way Keira could match the firmness of my teenaged lovers; but she was far from sagging and still very youthful. Besides, Keira was my first lover, her wonderful bosom the object of my early fantasies. Her breasts were perfect. And I worshipped them as befitting that perfection.
And then she no longer had time for foreplay.
Almost violently, Keira grabbed my shoulders with a strength I wouldn�t have believed from a woman six inches shorter than me and sixty pounds lighter. I was rolled onto my back and then the gorgeous older woman began stripping my clothes away as if her life depended on it.
�Keira!� I gasped while she tugged my jeans off. �Keira!�
�Hurry, Ben! Please! Before the carriage turns back into the pumpkin!�
I wouldn�t have gotten the reference if not for my recent Disney Halloween, but I got the message to get to the fucking as soon as possible. I ripped off my own shirt while she pulled the last of my shorts and jeans off my ankles, leaving me completely nude. Then Keira literally tore at her panties, scraping her own thigh and causing a red welt to appear as she stripped them off and finally shrugged the green robe over her shoulders to let the diaphanous material puddle onto the mattress behind her.
Clothed, Keira McNeil had been my lustful fantasy neighbor. Nude, she was a wet dream. From top to bottom she radiated WOMAN, from the confident awareness in her expression to the more pronounced shape of her body. Keira�s hips and hour-glass figure were just so different from any mere �girl� I�d ever been with. Even Adrienne, for all her lush curvature, hadn�t grown into her fully adult figure just yet. �You�re beautiful,� I breathed.
�Thanks, Ben.� She stopped to smile at me, eyes sparkling with electricity as she brushed a lock of hair behind her ear. She kissed me again before moving to straddle my hips. I felt the tickle of her trimmed bush against my pelvis and then she wriggled her hips around until my hard cock was pressed flat between our bodies. Almost experimentally, the beautiful brunette glided her wet pussy lips along my shaft. And then, her green eyes glowed as she looked down at me. �Are you ready for me, Ben?�
For a second, I panicked. �Are you sure this is what you want?� I asked uncertainly. And then I held my breath.
Keira smiled and bent to kiss my nose. �More than anything.� And with that, she took my cock in hand, elevated herself up, and then began to sink her pussy down around my shaft.
�Ohhh ... Ben...� she crooned as my meat began to fill her her exquisitely tight channel. From what I knew, Keira hadn�t had sex in a long time, so it took a few seconds before she was able to stretch around my member and hit rock bottom. Only when I felt her crotch pressed all the way down to mine did I finally start breathing again. It was done. I was fucking Miss McNeil again. �Oh, Keira...� I sighed.
She stayed there for a long while, her head thrown back with her eyes closed. Every so often, she would rotate her hips or wiggle a bit just to feel every little sensation. It was her first cock in more than six months.
I was focused in on the sensations myself. It was my first pussy. Well, not my first time, obviously. You�ve been reading about my story this long to know that. But�Keira�had been my first, and I was INSIDE her ... AGAIN.
�Let me be on top,� I sighed, rubbing her hips. I wanted to show her what I could do, to show my first lover how much I had learned and improved over the years.
�Just let me use your cock,� Keira moaned.
I chuckled. �Whenever you want...�
Keira smiled, and then she did use me. I was a living dildo attached to a 18-year-old body, but I was no longer useless. I reached up and began manipulating Keira�s breasts, massaging the heavy orbs and pinching her nipples while I watched the jiggle in what flesh I wasn�t restraining.
It took a second, but my old user manual for Keira�s body came to mind. It was like my favorite paperback, worn and earmarked. But the content was still there and my hands continued to roam around her body, tweaking and rubbing and caressing at all the different erogenous zones I�d once been so familiar with.
�Oh, Ben!� Keira moaned. �Pin��
I cut her off, pinching her nipples and squeezing just the way she liked.
�Oh, Ben! Har��
I was already squeezing harder ... and then harder ... and then HARDER, in quick succession, escalating her pleasure along with the intense sensations on a direct line from her tits to her clit. I knew what Keira wanted. She would never again have to tell me how to please her.
�OHHH!!!� she cried, and her humping started moving faster. �Fuck, fuck, fuck!� Miss McNeil began chanting. �Fuck me, Ben! Fuck me!�
My ab muscles never stopped moving. I may not have been driving, but I was doing my best to match her every hump with a thrust of my own, carving my bigger and thicker dick around her vaginal cavity. I no longer had to wait for Keira�s cues. Instead, I played her body like a fine-tuned instrument as if I had the symphony memorized. And quickly I had her crescendoing to her climax.
�Fuck me, Ben! Oh, God! Oh, God! I�m cumming! I�m cumming!�
Keira threw her head back, tossing dark hair in every direction while clamping her eyes shut. I reached up then and took control, squeezing both breasts until I felt her pussy contract around my cock, signaling the beginning of an orgasm that could no longer be stopped. �AAAAAAHHHHH!!!� she cried.
While she climaxed, I rolled us over so that I was on top. Keira shrieked into the silent air as I pinned her body to the bed and really began laying the pipe into her spasming snatch. �BEENNN!� she screamed, kicking her feet against the bed and digging her nails into my back while I pounded away, intent on filling her up with every drop of sperm in my body.
�BENNN!!!� she screamed again, her pussy contracting rhythmically, trying to draw my semen out of me.
�BENNN!!!��she screamed a final time and I yelled,��KEIRRRAAA!!!��in response, feeling my abs tense up as I buried my cock to the hilt, cramming myself in that extra eighth of an inch as I felt my dick seem to elongate even further, bringing my sperm that much closer to whatever eggs may float in the great beyond. And I came.
Keira jerked quite violently when she felt the first splash of hot semen inside her. Her eyes flew open and her mouth opened in a wide grin that could not be denied as her legs scissored around my ass, trying to pull me even deeper. �Oh, Ben!� she whimpered as the second shot flew into her body, pasting her innards with sticky, creamy baby-batter.
�Oh, Ben...� she moaned happily, clutching my neck so tightly I thought she might strangle me as I fired a third and then fourth load into her body, filling up her womb with every little tadpole I could manage.
And as the final few shots squeezed out of me, I managed to grunt, �Oh, Keira...�
We both went silent for a while as my body finished its final spasms, squirting out the barest droplets of sperm I could. Every single one of them counted. And then as our sweaty bodies collapsed together, I lay my forehead onto the mattress beside her head.
�I love you, Ben,� Keira sighed, patting my head like a proud mother. �Thank you. Thank you so much.�
I breathed deeply for a bit, smelling the sweetness of her skin mixed with the muskiness of her sweat and arousal. It was a scent I would forever associate with sex, dating back to my very first time on this very bed.
I exhaled slowly, then picked my face off the mattress and turned to kiss her tenderly. I felt a pleasant buzz fill my body as her tongue came out to play with mine, that buzz musically floating on the same tone as Keira�s happy humming. And then I pulled my head back, consciously flexing my dick inside her now sopping wet pussy.
�Don�t thank me yet,� I said softly. �I think we�d better do this a few more times to make sure the job is done.�

Chapter 6: Crushes

JANUARY 2003, WINTER BREAK
When I returned to my house, it was just before 4pm. All was quiet but the Mustang was parked out on the sidewalk again. Adrienne must be home.
I walked into the room and looked over to find my girlfriend sitting on my bed, hugging a pillow. There were tear tracks down her cheeks and her eyes were bloodshot as she glanced up at me. She took one look at my well-fucked appearance and squeezed her eyes shut, pinching her chin in towards her chest while she curled herself over the pillow, moving into a fetal position.
I suddenly felt very,�very�guilty over what I had done. Sure, Adrienne had given me carte blanche permission to fuck Keira. Adrienne had even come to me to talk me INTO impregnating my beautiful, older neighbor. But perhaps I shouldn�t have done it after parting with my girlfriend on such a sour note.
I moved forward to embrace her but Adrienne just held up a hand. �Where were you?�
Her eyes told me she knew; she was just looking for confirmation. �At Keira�s.�
Adrienne blinked a few times and nodded.
�Did you do it?�
I didn�t answer verbally, but I nodded.
�Is she happy?�
I raised my eyebrows and took a deep breath, answering, �Yes.�
Adrienne exhaled slowly, chewing absent-mindedly on the pillow. Then she nodded and looked up at me. �Come here. I want to taste.�
My eyebrows rose. I had already moved next to the bed when she�d said �come here� but I stopped in surprise at �I want to taste�. No matter, I was within arm�s reach and Adrienne tugged me by the hips the rest of the way as she deftly opened up my jeans.
In shock at what was going on, I was unresisting as she extracted my limp cock and put her mouth over me. I still had dried sexual fluids coating my prick, left over from the third time I�d squirted Keira�s womb full of babymakers.
Adrienne sucked on me, tasting the flavors before she went to work trying to revive my spent cock. I�d put everything I had into the three times I fucked Keira; but my girlfriend was a supreme cocksucker, and despite my confusion she managed to breathe life into my dick.
Meanwhile, I saw her hand working inside her own shorts, rubbing steadily. And when she deemed us both ready, Adrienne lay back on the bed and began stripping off her clothing.
�Adrienne, what�s going on?� I asked. The mood still felt�weird. Adrienne still�looked�like she�d been crying for an hour, and it wasn�t the most arousing sight.
My girlfriend took a deep breath. �You said she wasn�t bisexual. The woman�s trying to get pregnant, Ben; I�m not going to force her into being with me. So that was the only way I could taste her.�
�But ... don�t we need to talk?�
Adrienne pinched her lips together and then pinched her eyebrows, looking at me nervously. �Ben, do you want to be my boyfriend?�
�Yes.�
�I want to be your girlfriend. Let�s talk about the future later tonight, okay?�
�Okaaay...� I drawled, my eyes bugging out. Adrienne was still undressing and her glorious tits had just popped into view, washing away any concept of coherent thought from my brain.
�And Ben, you can fuck her again tomorrow. But after that it�s the weekend and you�ll have a much harder time hiding it from Mom and Dad. So tomorrow�s it. By next week she�ll be past her prime fertility anyways.�
�Adrienne��
�Fuck me, Ben,� she interrupted.
I knew she was holding something back. I�knew�it. Adrienne had been crying over something and it wasn�t that I�d been fucking Keira. �Tell me what�s bothering you, A.D.�
�Just shut up, Ben,� she pleaded, her eyes pleading even further. By now she was naked with legs spread and arms reaching out to me. �Please ... Just get up here and make love to me.�
I shouldn�t have done it. I should have stopped to figure out what was making Adrienne tick at that very moment. I should have held myself back until I really understood what the hell was going on.
But I didn�t. Adrienne took hold of my cock and I surrendered to the lust. And my girlfriend and I made passionate, sweaty, energetic love.
It�s what we do.
* * *
We never had the big talk about the future, at least not that night. Nor did we have the talk for the rest of winter break. All I really got was that Adrienne had driven off to Candy�s place, sitting down with her best friend and pouring her heart out. I don�t know what the girls talked about, but the end result was that Adrienne had to make a choice: stick to her plans for a childless, husbandless life and risk losing me OR be the very best girlfriend she could be and let me know she was considering it.
Adrienne had chosen the latter, although she warned me, �This won�t change overnight; but I CAN change. I�ve already changed so much with you, changed for the better. Maybe this fear of having a family is just the next demon I have to face.�
I was madly in love with Adrienne. Her answer was good enough for me.
* * *
�The twins are probably missing the hell out of you right now.� Brandi rolled onto her side away from me, panting softly. We were back at the house in Berkeley, and it was the Saturday night before classes resumed on Monday. Adrienne was out with Grace, getting reacquainted with her new best friend after the three weeks apart. And Brandi�s boyfriend Matt wouldn�t arrive back in town until tomorrow.
Brandi giggled. �I�m sure they�re fantasizing about doing what we just did.�
�Mmm...� I hummed as I nibbled my way along Brandi�s bare shoulder. Even though I had just sated my lust almost eight inches inside her body, I still marveled at how sexy my older sister looked with her naked back all sweaty and the sight of her smiling face just on the other side of that bare shoulder. I spooned in behind her, wrapping my arm around her waist and bringing my hand up between her breasts while I nibbled on her ear.
�Let �em fantasize,� I murmured. �They�re not going to get the real thing until they�re fifteen.�
�You�re sure they�re going to wait that long?�
�I�ll make them wait that long,� I insisted in a quiet voice. �Really, how old were you when you first started fantasizing about sex versus when you actually lost your cherry?�
�Hmm...� Brandi exhaled. �I was probably eleven when I first thought about sex. Thirteen is about right for when I first WANTED to have sex. And then yeah, I lost my cherry while I was fifteen.�
I snorted. �Am I the only one who had to wait until I was sixteen?�
�Boys develop later.� Brandi shrugged.
�Mrrph,� I groaned into my sister�s black and blonde hair. She�d put the blonde streaks back in just before we returned to school.
�Hey, you�ve certainly been making up for lost time,� Brandi giggled. �But seriously, do you think the twins will wait for you?�
I sighed. �I hope so. They�re still so young and I DO think they�re genuinely afraid of having sex with one of the boys they know. I don�t think they�re scared about sex itself at all, but they know the boys around them are morons who don�t know what the hell they�re doing. I want to make sure the girls are ready and that they�ll get treated right for their first times.�
Brandi shifted and spun around to face me, pushing her nose into the crook of my neck. �Mmm ... why couldn�t you have been my�older�brother and done it for me? My first time�sucked.�
I chuckled. �Because then you wouldn�t have gotten to order me around for the last eighteen years.�
�Ooh. Good point.� My sister picked her head up and moved her lips within millimeters of mine. �Well then, little brother, I�order�you to make me cum so hard I see stars.�
I grinned and saluted. �Yes, ma�am.�
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Pain suddenly blossomed in my right hand. I jerked upright in my chair, gritting my teeth as I realized just in time that I probably shouldn�t scream in a filled auditorium. With wide eyes, I looked down at my hand, half-expecting to find it severed at the wrist with blood spurting out of it like a fountain.
But my hand was still attached. And there was no blood. There�was�a little blue ink on the back of my hand, relatively between the third and fourth knuckles. And Dawn was just removing her ball-point pen, the sharp conical metal tip gleaming like a surgical instrument.
I glared at her. She just grinned and turned forward to face the professor as he wrapped up and dismissed the first class of the new semester.
I was still annoyed with my best friend after we exited the building. Once we got some distance between us and anyone else, I grabbed her hand and jerked her to a stop. �Dawn, you promised you wouldn�t do that anymore!� I hissed at her.
My beautiful friend smiled impishly at me. �You should know better than to think I�ll never poke you with my pen for the rest of our lives; I only keep�real�promises.�
�Real�promises?� I rubbed my sore hand while scowling in annoyance. �What, you mean how you kept your promise to Ryan not to stick my dick in your mouth?�
I regretted saying anything the moment the words left my mouth. Dawn�s eyes flew WIDE open and she gasped in absolute shock and terror, cupping a hand over her mouth. I winced and held her hand. �Oh. Dawn. I�m sorry, I know I shouldn�t have said anything, but��
�You knew?� she cut me off.
I sighed. �At Dayna�s blindfold orgy? Yeah. I�m sorry. I wasn�t intending to say anything.�
Dawn paled and asked, �How?�
�It�s ... it�s you, Dawn. Of course I knew.� I looked away, not wanting to give away that I could see through the blindfold.
�You won�t tell Ryan, will you?�
I snapped my head back to her. �What? No! Of course not.�
Dawn relaxed and gripped both of my hands, stepping in closely to me. �I�m so sorry, Ben.�
I snorted. �No need to apologize to me. I just kinda wish you�d finished me off.�
�But it�s not fair to you. I don�t know what I was thinking, but I shouldn�t have done it. I cut you off from doing anything sexual with me and I can�t be just ... taking from you when you�re helpless like that and then cutting you off again.�
�Dawn, Dawn. Relax. I�m fine.� I looked her firmly in the eyes and then sighed. �Yeah, that whole night made me want you again, I�ll admit. But that�s just hormones and sex. You�re still my best friend. You�re still my Dawn.�
�You�re still my Ben,� she said sweetly.
I grinned. �And I have to admit, it�s kinda nice knowing you still want me like that.�
The smile vanished from Dawn�s face. �But we�can�t�be together like that Ben, remember?�
I sighed and nodded. �I know, I know.� Then I reached my hands up to her shoulders, twisting Dawn in the direction of our next class while simultaneously sliding myself behind her. And then holding onto her hips gently, I leaned in and tenderly kissed the back of her neck.
�You�re my Dawn ... forever.�
* * *
�Hiya, Ben!�
I looked up from the couch just in time for Paige to drop down beside me and wrap her arms around my shoulders. She was in her usual Catholic schoolgirl uniform with her hair in pigtails, looking like a 15-year-old kid. �Hiya, Red,� I replied and patted her arm while she continued hugging me.
�Ya miss me?� she said perkily.
�Sure,� I smiled.
�Aww!� Paige pouted, furrowing her eyebrows and frowning at me.
�What?� I was slightly confused.
�You didn�t actually miss me!� the petite redhead complained.
�I just said I did,� I protested.
�You said �sure�. �Sure� just means �whatever�...� Paige�s head waggled back and forth like an airheaded valley girl. �You should have said �Yes, of�course�I missed you, Paige! I missed chatting with you about nothing and babbling on about all the little things happening in each other�s life.��
�Yes, of�course�I missed you, Paige,� I stated firmly.
She slapped my shoulder. �BEN! That doesn�t count!�
�What?�
�You only said that because I TOLD you to say it. That means you didn�t MEAN it. And now I�m hurt!� she huffed and got off the couch, stomping away.
Women. No matter how hard I try, I�ll�never�understand them. Meanwhile, Adrienne and Dawn were on the opposite couch, trying not to laugh at me. I rolled my eyes at them and called, �Paige, wait!�
With a childishly grumpy expression on her face, the cute redhead stopped and then came back to the couch, stopping just a few feet away from me and folding her arms over her chest. I patted the seat next to me where she�d just been sitting, but she just narrowed her eyes and jutted her jaw out in defiance.
Annoyed, I suddenly lunged up and grabbed her, pulling a wriggling, squealing Paige down onto the seat with me. Then I held onto her arms and stared her straight in the face. �Paige, I missed you. I missed hanging out with you. You bring a spark and energy into every room you walk into. You drive me�crazy�sometimes because I never know what�s going on inside that pretty head of yours because one minute you�re a sweet innocent girl and the next you�re a repressed wild child out to get herself into a lot of trouble.� I sighed. �And you�re a pouting brat half the time, too. But I missed you, okay? You�re like my little sister, and if you�d ever met Brooke you�d know that�s a compliment.�
I bit my lip. Then again, I was fucking my little sister. And while the cute redhead squirmed beside me in that oh-so-naughty outfit, I couldn�t help but imagine ripping her clothes off and fucking her within an inch of her life right then and there.
But Paige seemed to take my hug for what it was as she threw her arms around me again and squeezed fiercely. �I missed you too, Ben!� The little girl practically crawled into my lap.
�Well, well,� a new voice cut in from behind us. I turned my head to see Gwen, Robin, and Bert standing at the entryway to the living room. Gwen smirked and waved at me and Paige, and then she added, �When do�I�get to sit on your lap like that?�
�Ooh, me too!�
�Me, too!�
I looked further back to see Kerri Trainor and Julie Carpenter had also arrived, both older girls grinning at me with obvious lust in their eyes. I exhaled and sank down into my seat. My life was just getting out of control.
* * *
Unlike the previous semester, Adrienne�s and my schedules weren�t so radically different as to prevent us from having lunch together ... at least not�every�day. So on Tuesday, I said goodbye to Dawn while she headed across campus to rendezvous with Gwen and Robin while I marched for a caf� to meet up with my girlfriend and her friends.
I found her hip-to-hip and chatting with Grace Choi. �Hiii, ladies...� I drawled with a charming smile and let my eyes rove up and down the gorgeous Korean babe�s slender body. She was wearing a thin, pastel green top with quarter-sleeves that ran just past her elbows and a wide scoop neck that showed off her alabaster skin and prominent cleavage. Capri jeans were spray-painted onto her skinny legs and cork-wedge sandals boosted her height almost to my own.
Grace batted her long eyelashes at me and smiled perkily. �Hiii, Tiger,� she giggled at the use of Adrienne�s nickname for me. �Thanks for letting me borrow your girlfriend this weekend. I really needed her after splitting up with my boyfriend during the break.�
I shrugged. �No problem; Adrienne told me. But if you�re really looking to pay me back, you�ll have to let me come watch next time.� I grinned predatorily. Over the past couple of months, Adrienne had been bringing Grace by the house on occasion, and I�d quickly learned the Korean girl wasn�t shy about sexual innuendoes. Adrienne had made it clear to Grace that she wasn�t hiding her Sapphic encounters from me and once Grace realized I could be casually comfortable about it, so could she.
Normally, Grace would just giggle and make some flirty comment like �In your dreams�. But this day, Grace just looked me up and down and replied, �Promise you�ll come if I make the invitation?�
I blinked for a second�s hesitation before grinning and retorting, �And I promise�you�ll�cum.�
Grace�s eyes twinkled and I started to get the idea that Grace wasn�t joking around anymore. The possibilities swirled between us while Adrienne simply looked quite proudly at the two of us. But before anything more could be said, a fourth person joined us. �Hey, girls!�
I turned my head to see who the newcomer was and my eyes popped open for a second in surprise. The girl herself also looked surprised to see me, but I recovered first and offered a friendly, �Hey, Kim.�
It was Kim Fukuzaki, my classmate from first semester�s Introduction to Asia course. The cute Japanese-American girl sat two seats away from me in the lecture hall and we�d flirted pretty regularly, if only lightly, for the better part of three months. I thought she was interested if not for my girlfriend, but around mid-November I�d made a very poorly-disguised pass at her. She�d turned me down graciously and I figured we�d both just move on. But the following week she�d been just a bit more awkward around me than usual. I didn�t want to make her uncomfortable to I scaled way back on any flirting and did my best to be non-threatening. And by the time finals rolled around she and I were back to normal.
But Kim had just been an acquaintance from a random class and I wasn�t expecting to run into her again. And yet here she was, walking up to Grace and giving her a hug before turning to Adrienne and similarly embracing my girlfriend.
My jaw was hanging open. �Uh, do you guys know each other?�
Grace smirked at me. �Clearly,� she deadpanned.
�Hey, Ben.� Kim smiled shyly. �Wasn�t expecting to see you here.�
I arched an eyebrow and Adrienne finally explained. �Grace and Kim went to High School together. So I met Kim when I started hanging out with Grace more last semester. I never knew you two had a class together until you told me her last name that one time.�
Adrienne was referring to the aforementioned poorly-disguised pass at Kim. I blushed and Kim looked over at me. �And I hadn�t known A.D. was your girlfriend,� Kim pointed out. �Small world, huh?�
I nodded.
My girlfriend then continued. �The three of us and Misty met up for lunch pretty often last semester. Speaking of which...� Adrienne glanced to the doorway where the slender brunette with smoky-gray eyes entered in.
Misty Madsen came straight over and grinned at Adrienne. �So you FINALLY dragged your boyfriend into having lunch with us, A.D.!�
Adrienne wrapped her arm around my waist. �Just you and a bunch of hot babes. Just like old times, huh, Tiger?�
* * *
�Wow...� I let out a long whistle and folded my arms behind my head as I lay back across the couch and stared admiringly at the radiantly beautiful babe before me. The TV was now entirely forgotten.
Her sunny blonde hair was piled high on her head, clipped in place with bobby pins from Claire�s that had sparkling fake diamonds attached to them. Her makeup was absolutely perfect, with color-matching eyeshadow to bring out the brilliance of her eyes. And as opposed to the standard-issue college evening attire of jeans and a sweater, she wore a stylish cocktail dress and coat that enhanced her large breasts and boner-inducing figure.
�Dawn, you look�amazing,� I breathed.
My best friend giggled and did a pirouette for me, balancing expertly on her heels and letting the hem of the dress ride up just a bit to expose more leg.
Adrienne also looked up and whistled as well. �I agree. What�s the special occasion?�
�I don�t know,� Dawn said breathlessly, smiling wider than I�d seen her do in a long time. �Ryan just told me to dress up for tonight�s date. Sometimes he can be�sooo�romantic.�
Just then, the doorbell rang and Dawn tittered excitedly. She started for the door but I held her up. �Wait,� I said with a smile. �Go into your room. I�ll get the door and make him wait for your grand entrance.�
Dawn arched an eyebrow at me but grinned, disappearing back into her bedroom. I went to the door and opened it to find Ryan standing on the porch, looking more studly handsome than ever in dark slacks and a blue button-down shirt that even�I�knew would go really well with Dawn�s dress. He also carried a bouquet of pink roses in his hands.
�Dude,� I moaned and gestured at the flowers. �You�re gonna make the rest of us guys look bad.�
Ryan gave me a lopsided grin as he bumped my outstretched fist. �She�s worth it.�
�I know it.� I nodded agreeably and waved him into the house. �Just give her a minute. She�s making sure she looks absolutely perfect.�
�Dawn looks perfect every day of her life,� Ryan sighed.
I just patted the guy on his back and left him in the entryway. Then I went to Dawn�s door, knocking lightly. �He�s here. And yes, he�s in a very romantic mood.�
Out of sight of Ryan, Dawn opened her door and reached out for me, taking my hand and pulling me toward her. She held my face and leaned in to peck my cheek, letting her lips linger for just an extra half-second.
I stood back up straight and turned to smile at her. �Have fun tonight.�
She smiled right back at me. �I will.�
Dawn then exited her room and went into the living room to watch Ryan�s jaw suitably drop to the floor. The cute blonde couple made faces at each other and then headed out, arm-in-arm.
For a moment, I watched them go up the sidewalk to Ryan�s car. Then closing the door, I turned back to see my own girlfriend in casual sweat pants and a T-shirt as she curled up on the couch. I jerked a thumb toward the door. �Wanna go out?�
Adrienne furrowed her eyebrows at me, planting the side of her head against her left palm and bracing her elbow on the armrest. �You wanna go�out?�
I shrugged. �It�s a Friday night. Isn�t that what boyfriends and girlfriends do? Matt took Brandi out. Dayna is god knows where. And we haven�t been out on a date in...�forever...�
Adrienne chuckled. �Well, most couples go out to dinner, maybe see a movie, and flirt with each other until they finally get home and make love, right?�
I grinned. �Sounds pretty good to me.�
�Tell you what, Tiger. Why don�t we just get naked�now?� Adrienne�s grin was all predatory teeth. �If we get hungry, we�ll nuke something up, recharge our batteries, and then crawl right back into bed. �Cuz you know: I don�t think I�ve felt you blasting a wad of cum up my tight asshole in FAR too long.�
I grinned. �I can work with that.�
* * *
With the entire house to ourselves, Adrienne and I decided to take things slow this Friday night. We started by taking a shower together, for pleasure more than for cleanliness. Really, you try and top a fully naked Adrienne with her golden blonde hair slicked back against her scalp and beads of water dripping down her face to splatter against her heaving tits while she kneels in front of you with her lips pressed up to the base of your cock while her throat muscles massage your shaft.
I was out of breath just trying to absorb how it all felt.
Adrienne sucked down my first ejaculation, taking the first couple of globs straight into her stomach before pulling back so she could actually taste me on her tongue. Once we got out of the shower, I went down on her and reminded my girlfriend that I was just as good at cunnilingus as any of her girlfriends. And we finished off that session with a leisurely fucking, Adrienne�s legs hooked over my shoulders until I squirted her pussy full of my cock cream.
We still wanted to go for the full trifecta, but my stomach growled and we decided to take a break and grab some food. Neither of us wanted to wait for pizza delivery nor the effort of cooking. So Adrienne found a bag of frozen chicken nuggets and after a few minutes of nuking, we settled in to catch up on �nutrition�.
The nuggets I didn�t pay much attention to. No matter how many times I�d seen my gorgeous girlfriend fully naked, her body always had my attention. Plus, she cheated by draping her still bare tits on top of the dining table while we ate, even managing to �accidentally� spill some ketchup onto them.
�Maybe we should postpone the assfucking for now, Ben,� Adrienne growled in a smoky, seductive voice. �I think I�d love to jerk you off all over my plate and use your jizz as a chicken nugget sauce.�
I nearly shot my wad right then and there. But just then, my cell phone blared to life back in our bedroom. I arched an eyebrow at Adrienne; but she just shrugged and nodded. So I got up, hustled back into our bedroom, and picked up the phone just as it was about to ring out. �Hello?� I hadn�t had time to check the caller I.D.
�Ben?� It was Keira.
I heard the measured tone in her voice and immediately sat down on the desk chair. For a moment, I forgot I was bare-ass naked and it was a surprise to feel my cheeks against the coarse fabric. And then my mind started racing. What day was it? How long had it been since I injected my beautiful neighbor full of sperm? How long ago was the start of her last period? Was she pregnant? I saw my life flashing before my eyes and panic began to set in.
�I�m not pregnant,� she sighed and I began breathing once again. I wasn�t sure whether to feel relieved or disappointed, and from the sound of Keira�s voice, she wasn�t sure either.
I didn�t answer right away so she continued. �My period came. So you�re off the hook.�
�Off the hook?� I managed to squeak. �Uh, I thought you wanted��
�Oh, I did, Ben. I did. I�desperately�wanted to have a baby.�
��Did�?� I was confused. �You don�t sound as disappointed as I would have thought.�
Keira took a deep breath. �After we made love the first time, I wondered if I wasn�t forcing you into something you weren�t prepared for. I mean, I know you said you could handle me having your baby, but thinking you�re ready for that kind of emotional event and actually�being�ready are two very different things.�
�I suppose.�
�It�s complicated, Ben. Having children is always complicated. I just wanted you to know that while I�m eternally grateful for what you were willing to do for me, I�m not going to ask you to do it again. It isn�t fair what I already put you through.�
I exhaled slowly, feeling a great weight being lifted off my shoulders. She was right, I WAS off the hook. If she�d been pregnant, despite my assurances that I wouldn�t interfere in the child�s life, I really�didn�t�know how I would react once the kid arrived. I would always know it was MY child, and by extension, MY responsibility on some level.
Since August, I�d thought I�d made the mature decision NOT to impregnate her for some of these very reasons. Of course, I�d made the impulsive decision to go ahead and sleep with her after a somewhat messy discussion with Adrienne. And for the past few weeks I�d wondered in the back of my head what the consequences would be for that rash decision. But now I no longer needed to worry about that. I could just go on with my life as if nothing had happened, except for a few brief moments of shared bliss with my very first lover. In the end, I suppose things worked out great for me. I got to have sex with Keira and NOT end up a daddy.
I sighed, though, thinking of Keira and her desperation. �I�m sorry, Keira. I can�t say I�m not relieved on some level, but I am sorry for you.�
�It�s okay, Ben. Maybe this is for the best.�
Her voice was mysterious, detached. I assumed she was still in some shock herself that her period had arrived on schedule and she was not pregnant. I just nodded, even though she couldn�t see me, and I took a deep breath. �Maybe.�
�I�ll let you go now, Ben. You take care of yourself, okay?�
�Uh, of course. You, too.� Keira seemed in an awful hurry to get off the phone with me. What was going on?
�Bye.� She hung up.
Adrienne was in the room when I turned around in the desk chair. She�d taken note of my mood and pulled a thin robe over her shoulders, covering her nakedness. And she asked for confirmation, �She�s not pregnant?�
�No.�
�How do you feel about that?�
I exhaled slowly. �Relieved, I guess...�
She just went quiet before scooting further back on the bed and propping herself up against the pillows before gesturing to me. �C�mere.�
I moved off the chair and slid beside my girlfriend, letting her cuddle me up to her chest. I pillowed my head on her robe-covered tits, wrapped my arms around her thin waist, and hugged her tightly.
�Want to talk about it?� she asked.
�Not really,� I sighed.
�Still wanna fuck?�
I sighed again. �Not really.� My mood was ... introspective, not sexual.
�I�m here however you need me, Ben. I love you.�
�I know. I love you too, Adrienne.�
I just snuggled my head tighter against her body and closed my eyes.
* * *
It was just another lazy Saturday. Still in the middle of January, schoolwork had not yet piled up enough to stress anyone out. Also, Monday was Martin Luther King Day, and with a three-day weekend I planned to spend at least this one day just vegging out.
To that end, on Saturday afternoon I found myself playing Final Fantasy X with Paige. Well,�I�was playing. Paige was just sitting with me, giving me advice or cutely asking me to do particular things�for�her.
�Go there!� Paige pointed. �The Temple of Fayth!�
�Why?�
��Cuz it looks pretty.�
I grinned. In a way, she sounded like Eden or Emma asking me to steal them a pink car in Grand Theft Auto. Having Paige with me reminded me of home, which was a very good thing. And she seemed quite happy to fill my need for an attention-hungry little sister. �What�s in it for me?�
�Hmm...� Paige pondered for a second before latching onto my left arm. �A big, FAT kiss!�
�A kiss?� I arched an eyebrow and turned to look at the pretty redhead. �Is that for me or for�you?�
�Maybe for both?� she said hesitantly before leaning forward and rubbing her cute nose against mine.
�Ahem...�
Paige darted away from me, already blushing pink as she looked past my shoulder. I turned to see Adrienne smirking at us as she came out of the bedroom with her cell phone pressed to her ear. She nodded once, hung up, and then smiled at me. �Time to get you dressed, Tiger.�
�Dressed?� I arched an eyebrow.
�You seemed kind of out of it last night,� my girlfriend explained. �Grace knows a club in San Francisco. You only have to be eighteen to get in. So me and the girls are taking you out tonight.�
�Girls?�
�Me, Grace, Kim, and Misty.� Adrienne smiled. �It�ll be fun!�
�Adrienne,� I said seriously. �I really�don�t�want anything like Dayna�s party. And I�m really fine just hanging out here.� I glanced at Paige and held up the video game controller.
�Come ON, Ben. Paige can come, too.� My girlfriend gave me a �so-there� look, and I�did�relax. With Paige present, I wasn�t so worried about Adrienne�s plans getting out of control. I knew she wouldn�t set me up into some massive orgy with the young redhead present.
�Still, we�ll make it worth your while.� There was a simmering heat in Adrienne�s voice, the same heat she always had in her voice when she was up to something.
�We?�
My girlfriend giggled mysteriously.
�Adrienne,� I said in a warning tone. �What are you planning?�
Her grin was devastatingly seductive. �Trust me.�
Trust me.�I was starting to fear those two little words.
Well, she�d never let me down yet.
* * *
I suppose I should have been used to this. Five hot girls, one me. Those were odds most guys on the planet would�kill�for.
But as I looked around at the gyrating bodies, thumping music, and neon lights, I couldn�t help but feel that I�d rather be home in bed with just my girlfriend. Especially since at this very moment, I wasn�t WITH Adrienne.
She was three feet away, dancing�quite�closely with Grace. The two of them moved like rhythmic poetry, all sinuous curves and perpetual motion, all of it alluring and intoxicatingly arousing. When they faced together, their arms were all over each other: rubbing, caressing, and just plain groping. When one faced opposite the other, they still spooned together and gyrated with their hips in a way that I�m sure produced boners in 90% of the males within ten feet of them.
Adrienne�s buxom blonde beauty was a scintillating contrast to Grace�s willowy exotic loveliness. And at least twice in the past five minutes, their lips had passed achingly close to a kiss without quite getting there. I swear the room�s noise level dropped ten decibels each time they did.
Not that I was left alone. Misty, Kim, and especially Paige had all been eager to dance with me. In fact, Paige at first looked like she wanted to completely monopolize my time before I told her to go flirt with other guys. She was somewhat reluctant to do so at first, but other guys soon came to her.
It probably had something to do with her outfit. She�d chosen to dress in one of her sexier Catholic schoolgirl outfits, complete with knee-high socks, her hair in pigtails, with a pink bow to top things off. When we had arrived, the bouncer had even called over his manager to triple-check her I.D. before letting her in. And now she was drawing quite a bit of attention, including that of a few middle-aged men perving on her at this 18-and-over club.
My blood had started to boil and I quickly yanked Paige back. �Not with guys like that,� I growled.
�What? You jealous?� she�d giggled mischievously. Truthfully, the pretty redhead seemed more pleased by my reaction than from actually flirting with the guys.
I just bit down on the bile rising in my throat and tried to force the thoughts away. Actually, I�was�a bit jealous. No guy had the right to�really�get close to Paige without my express approval. Flirting was one thing, but if one of those fuckers laid a single finger on her I�d�
I sighed and turned away to focus on Kim, who was dancing up closer to me. I reminded myself that I had no claim to Paige. Still, I promised myself I�d keep a protective eye on her.
In the meantime, while Paige was the most eager to dance with me, Misty was by far the most physically aggressive of the three. Standing 5�8�, she was tall enough to keep her face in front of mine. Her smoky-gray eyes sparkled in the dusky illumination of the dance club. Her skintight halter-top was made of some shiny satin material that reflected all the neon lights and yet did not obscure the fact that her firm B-cups were without bra and had very hard nipples poking out the fabric.
Once, she caught me staring at those hard nipples. I quickly pulled my eyes back up and the sultry brunette smiled at me. �If I didn�t want you staring,� she said in a smoky voice. �I wouldn�t have worn this top.�
I decided to see just how far Misty would take this flirting thing, and I circled my hand around her waist to grab her asscheek and pull her towards my leg. I thought she would back off, but instead she simply leaned in and began grinding her crotch against my thigh.
�Mmm...� she hummed from an inch away, her eyes mere slits as she bored her gaze deep into mine. But then she sighed with mild disappointment and backed away. �I shouldn�t though. My boyfriend wouldn�t be too happy with me.�
I nodded and released her. If nothing else, Misty backing down confirmed that Adrienne wasn�t setting me up for some wild orgy with her friends. It�s not that I didn�t find her friends attractive; they�were. But I barely knew them and I was starting to get over the whole �fuck-as-many-hot-babes-as-possible� phase of my life.
The pretty girl held my gaze just a few seconds longer before saying, �Still, if I ever find myself single again, you�d better watch out Big Ben.�
My eyebrows shot up at the nickname. Misty giggled. �You�ve got a reputation that�s starting to spread.�
Great.
Misty just laughed at the expression on my face and turned about. �I�m going to get some drinks.� I watched her leave. I�m not exactly sure how, but she and Grace had managed to get the 21-and-over stamp on the backs of their hands despite only being eighteen. I supposed both girls had worked some charm. And that left Paige to immediately zero in on me.
We danced for a few songs and chatted. After all, she barely knew Kim or Misty and Adrienne had been dancing with Grace for nearly the entire night. But eventually, Misty returned with two rum and cokes and the four of us found a quiet place to sit down.
�Not too much, Red,� I warned Paige.
�Yes,�Dad,� the petite redhead grumped. I ignored her and took a sip from my drink before passing it to Kim.
The cute Japanese-American girl smiled and took the drink, sipping it only a bit before handing it right back. I leaned against the backrest and just held the plastic cup. I was starting to look away when I realized that Kim was holding my gaze rather intently and I glanced back at her, a questioning look on my face.
�I should have gone out for coffee with you that day,� Kim stated rather plainly.
�Hmm?�
�You know.� Her eyes glittered as she rather obviously looked me up and down. She bit her lip, thinking of something, and then she sighed. �Maybe if I had, things would have turned out differently. I just didn�t know at the time that Adrienne was your girlfriend.�
My eyebrows furrowed and I frowned, not understanding. But before I could say anything, Kim stood up and looked around. �I�m going to go find the girls and let them know where we are.�
Misty nodded and then handed her drink to Paige, who promptly started guzzling it as fast as possible.
I glared at her, all my big brother instincts kicking in. �PAIGE!� I growled threateningly.
�Oh, poo.�
* * *
Try as I might to prevent it, Paige still managed to get completely bombed out of her mind. Grace�s Honda Accord only seated five, so the petite redhead sat up front in my lap both there and back. I had to admit that I while I couldn�t help but feel slightly aroused by a pretty girl pressed so tightly against my body, my arousal was buried beneath my protective, brotherly feelings towards her. And it felt so intimately comfortable to be holding her like this as she dozed in and out of unconsciousness for the entire drive home.
We dropped Kim off at her dorm. Paige was asleep against my chest, so we didn�t try to move her into the available seat. And then after Adrienne reached over the driver�s seat to touch Grace�s shoulder, we headed over to Grace�s and Misty�s dorm next. The two were roommates, which was how they met. Misty just chuckled with a knowing grin as she got out and even slapped me on the shoulder. �I�ll see you around, Tiger.�If�you survive the night.�
I just nodded, not getting the implication quite yet. I was still wrapped up with holding Paige. Then Grace headed for Paige�s dorm. Upon arrival, I scooped the sleeping girl into my arms and got out. I turned back to the car and told Adrienne, �You two go ahead. I�ll see you back at home.�
�We can wait for you, Ben,� Grace offered.
I shook my head. �It�s a short walk.� And then I turned and headed inside.
I�d been to Paige�s dorm room several times, often to escort her home and make sure she didn�t get mugged or worse. She was on a coed floor so I didn�t feel awkward roaming the halls. I did feel slightly awkward, though, as I fished through Paige�s purse for her keys and let us inside while a girl from across the way stared at us with a smirk on her face. At least her roommate was gone for the weekend, per usual. So I carried the slumbering, drunken girl over to her bed without having to deal with any extra conversation.
While I�d escorted Paige home several times, I�d never brought her back as completely wasted as she was this time. And unwilling to let her sleep fully dressed, I at least bent to pull off her shoes and then strip the socks down her legs. I pulled the pins and ties out of her hair to let it hang more loosely. And I opened up the little black tie. But I wasn�t going to go anywhere near the blouse or skirt.
Just as I was standing back up, Paige opened her eyes and asked softly, �Aren�t you going to finish?�
I blinked in surprise that she was conscious, and then shook my head in the negative. �That would be inappropriate. I�m not one to take advantage.�
Paige closed her eyes and sighed in disappointment. �You couldn�t take advantage of me if you tried,� she grumbled while reaching her own hands to the blouse, fumbling with the buttons. �You don�t even see a�girl�when you look at me. I�m just a kid.�
�Paige...� I began.
�What is it going to take to make you see me as a woman, Ben?� she whimpered, finishing the last button and pulling her white blouse apart to reveal a black lace bra beneath, holding her firm tits upright.
�Paige...� I started again.
�I�m wet for you, Ben. I�m always wet for you,� she whined, pushing down her skirt to reveal matching black lace panties. It wasn�t a thong or anything, but my experienced eye did notice the moisture at her crotch.
�I think you�ve had too much to drink tonight, Red,� I said firmly and bent my face down. I pecked her gently on her forehead and then pulled away. �I�ll see you tomorrow.�
Paige pouted and frowned, but then she turned on her side away from me and curled into a semi-fetal position, tugging the blankets over her body. I forced myself to look away from her near-nude body and tried to ignore her disappointed whimper. Then I let myself out.
Once out in the hallway, I exhaled slowly. Even after all this time, it was clear Paige still had a crush on me. How could I tell her I didn�t have those kinds of feelings for her, and I didn�t think I ever would?
I shook my head and sighed. Consequences. I hadn�t even slept with Paige and there STILL were consequences.
* * *
It was quite late when I finally got home. Dealing with all the heavy emotions around Paige�s crush on me and my desire not to hurt her weighed me down. I was bone tired from dancing most of the night and feeling just a little weak from the alcohol still swimming around my system. At that moment, all I really wanted to do was spoon behind my girlfriend and hold her tightly as we drifted off into the blissful peace of sleep.
With the relative lack of soundproofing in the house, I heard sexual moans floating down from upstairs as soon as I came in the front door. Whether Brandi�s or Dayna�s room, I wasn�t sure. Maybe both.
I didn�t hear anything from Dawn�s room. Ryan usually stayed home on weekends, leaving Dawn to hang out with Gwen and Robin. Gwen was on another date with Rick Rusedski though, so perhaps Dawn and Robin had gone to hang out with some other friends for the evening. Perhaps Dawn was already home and asleep. Perhaps not. But just in case she was, I tried to be quiet as I headed for the bedroom I shared with Adrienne.
I should have recognized that moans were coming through my door as well as from upstairs. But I simply wasn�t expecting them and I was distracted by my thoughts of whether Dawn was asleep or not. So the moans hit me right in the face when I opened the door and saw my gorgeous girlfriend completely naked and atop the equally naked and nearly as gorgeous figure of Grace Choi.
Adrienne looked up at me as the door opened and she smiled. �You told us not to wait for you.�
I held my breath and nodded while leaning back against the door, closing it behind me with an audible [thump]. And then I canted my head to the side to admire the view.
Our bed was at an angle to the door, which allowed me a side-view of the girls sixty-nining in their entire naked splendor. Adrienne turned her head away from me and once again ducked her face between Grace�s legs. I couldn�t see my girlfriend�s face with Grace�s thigh blocking it, but I certainly could see the fresh wriggling in the Korean babe�s hips as Adrienne went to work on her.
At the other end, Grace was busying herself in my girlfriend�s crotch. Her beautiful face was blocked from view by Adrienne�s thighs, so I let my gaze trail across the Asian girl�s slender body. She didn�t appear to have an ounce of fat on her and was willowy without appearing anorexic. My sexually calculating mind guestimated that she had 34Cs, very firm and upright against Adrienne�s belly while she continued eating my girlfriend out. And after another moment, the beautiful babe laid her head back and flashed me a smile while her jaw was coated with feminine honey.
�Your girlfriend is the�best, Ben...� Grace moaned.
Then it was Adrienne�s turn to pop her head up. �I want to watch you fuck her, Tiger. I want to lie beneath her and right when she gapes her mouth open as your big dick penetrates into her tight cunt, I�m going to kiss her. Can you do that for me?�
I groaned and nodded. And I slowly began to walk forward while stripping off my clothing.
I got naked before the girls were done. Both beauties squeaked in orgasm while I was waiting and stroking my dick, but Adrienne seemed intent on eating Grace to one more climax. I finally pulled up the desk chair and sat down to watch, keeping myself hard both with my hand and the visual stimulation.
But presently, Grace arched her back and had that second orgasm. And then the girls were rolling over into position. Adrienne was on the bottom now while Grace moved to all fours atop her gorgeous lover, pressing her well-formed tits against the blonde�s more massive mammaries. They kissed and swapped spit adoringly, taking their time while whimpering sweet nothings to each other. And my cock got even bigger looking at the blending of golden blonde and jet black hair as the two faces of female perfection, one All-American and the other Asian Exotic, came together in a mass of wet lips and wetter tongues.
I was horny and hard and starting to go a little stir-crazy with impatience. But finally Adrienne reached around and spread Grace�s asscheeks to let me see the Korean girl�s pink gash and dark rosebud from behind. �It�s time, Tiger,� Adrienne husked.
Grace herself turned around. �This is your invitation, Ben. And you�promised�I�d cum.�
I grinned and knelt between both girls� outstretched legs, settling my mushroom head into position. �I keep my promises.�
Grace grinned mysteriously. �Oh, I�m not worried. I already know you will.�
I could have stopped to think about her comment, but with my cockhead already rubbing against her wet pussy all I could think about was driving myself forward. So Adrienne got to watch Grace arch her neck and gasp as I penetrated the Asian girl�s tight cunt. And just like she�d asked for, Adrienne got to kiss her Sapphic lover right at the same time.
Good lord Grace was tight. Just like her torso was proportionally narrow for her 5�9� height, her pussy was similarly narrower than typical. I know I felt every inch of her tunnel as I sunk deeper and deeper into her body; and I�m sure her constricted vaginal walls felt every bump and vein of my throbbing cock. She felt great. And she felt just a bit ... familiar.
�Oh, fuck!� Grace grunted into Adrienne�s mouth.
�It looks big, but it�feels�even bigger,� my girlfriend said knowingly.
�I remember...� Grace sighed. �It feels just right ... Gawd damn I missed cock!�
I only answered that with a fresh lunge, skewering Grace�s thin body on my shaft while reaching around to cup her tits. It felt surreal. I didn�t know much about Grace other than that she was Adrienne�s new best friend and part-time lover. But the few times we�d been around each other, I�d certainly appreciated her stunning beauty and boner-inducing figure. Now, after watching her become Adrienne�s pussy on the side for the past few months,�I�was getting my chance to fuck her as well. And spurred on by the thrill of FINALLY getting a piece of her, I proceeded to fuck the everliving shit out of her.
At the same time, I felt Adrienne�s forearms against mine as she continued holding onto Grace�s ass. And then together, my girlfriend and I made our mutual lover absolutely SCREAM.
�Aaaahhhh!� Grace cried when her first orgasm shot through her body. I was pounding her almost flat asscheeks against my pelvic bone with every thrust and forcing her clit down against Adrienne�s crotch at the same time.
�Mmmphhh!� Grace moaned against Adrienne�s lips when the second orgasm lit her up. The Korean babe must not have had any dick since breaking up with her boyfriend over the break, and the way she wriggled her hips at me with a desperate urgency seemed to indicate that she really missed it.
�UNNGGGHHH!!!� Grace howled. Her hips weren�t the only thing wriggling. Her entire pussy was spasming out of control as that second orgasm swept through her body, and her bucking body was taking me along for the ride.
I�d been pistoning in and out of her clenching pussy at a rapid pace, making sure I didn�t go off prematurely but otherwise just enjoying myself as I rutted through Grace�s clenching cunt. And after watching the girls for ten minutes before joining in myself, plus fucking Grace to two climaxes, I was primed to blow.
Adrienne saw it on my face. �Cum in her, Tiger. I want to watch her eyes when she feels your hot jism splashing into her cunt. Do it! DO IT! CUM!�
�Arrgh!� I growled as my body powered its way through its final, jack-rabbit stroking before I busted my nut inside the beautiful babe sandwiched between me and my girlfriend. I�d moved my hands back to Grace�s hips, gripping her waist tightly and pinning her ass against my crotch while I strove to shove my dick another eighth of an inch deeper into her. And I groaned with ecstatic relief as I felt the torrent of jism pouring out of me.
�Guhh!� Grace simply grunted as her whole body jerked on impact. Adrienne was kissing her again and holding her best friend�s face in her hands while her boyfriend continued filling said best friend with scalding hot cum.
Grace twitched and moaned in a third orgasm, grinding her pussy against my girlfriend�s. I held myself at maximum depth, pinning her down while spunking out the final globs of jism into her still-spasming womb. And together, all three of us groaned our ecstasy while slowly humping each other�s bodies, chugging like a locomotive to an eventual stop.
Grace finally collapsed straight down and smothered Adrienne beneath her. I watched her jet black-haired head dropping down onto the mattress beside Adrienne�s golden blonde head. And while my own sweaty chest dropped onto Grace�s back, I managed to crane my neck far enough to taste my girlfriend�s lips for the first time since before we�d left for the club.
�Mmm ... that was great, Tiger,� Adrienne sighed happily.
I groaned. �Glad you liked it.�
�I did. Almost as much as Grace did.� Adrienne giggled.
I sighed, thinking of all the time that had passed since Adrienne and Grace first started having sex with each other. �We shoulda done this a long time ago.�
Grace started giggling with her head turned away. �You haven�t figured it out yet, have you?�
I frowned.
Adrienne giggled and Grace turned her head to the side and clenched her pussy around my half-hard dick. �Big Ben�s already been in here,� the Korean babe said.
�Huh?� And then it hit me: that first blindfold fuck. And more specifically, my first mystery lover. Grace had the nice tits shoved into my face and the constricted-wall, bare-shaven pussy. �That was you?�
Grace laughed and Adrienne nodded to me. �I talked about how fucking great you were in the sack, Tiger,� my girlfriend giggled. �I talked to her so much about it last semester that she just HAD to take you for a ride.�
�Then why the blindfold?�
Grace shrugged. �I dunno. I sorta convinced myself that if you didn�t know it was me, then I wouldn�t have�really�been cheating on my boyfriend back home, or something. I just HAD to have some cock and Adrienne was always raving about the things you did together.� Then Grace giggled and reached a hand out to Adrienne, caressing her cheek and then glancing back at me. �But fuck ... now that I�m single, we are SOOO doing this again.� She clenched her pussy muscles around my half-hard cock, still imbedded inside her, to punctuate her statement.
�Wait, who was the second girl?� I looked straight at Adrienne, my mind swirling with the possibilities. Misty? SHE had a boyfriend, too. But would she have used the same blindfold rationalization? Kim? Someone else entirely? Ah, hell...
My girlfriend just giggled and gave me an enigmatic smile. �We�re not telling.�
�Adriennnnne...� I whined, finally pulling out of Grace�s pussy and flopping onto my back.
�Nope,� my girlfriend flashed me a Cheshire grin. �The secret just makes things that much more delicious. Besides, your work isn�t done yet.�
�Huh?�
Adrienne smiled wickedly. �I�m gonna suck all your sperm outta my girlfriend here, and then it�s my turn to lay on top of her while you spunk another load of cum up my little asshole, okay?�
Yeah, the mystery could wait.
* * *
I actually fucked Adrienne�s pussy before shoving my dick into her ass.
Actually, I fucked Adrienne�s pussy, then slotted down and fucked Grace for a bit again before finally moving up top and shoving my dick into my girlfriend�s ass. And then it was Grace�s turn to kiss Adrienne�s gaping mouth as the busty blonde orgasmed while feeling me pour a river of semen into the depths of her bowels.
After that, the three of us squeezed into the shower. We got cleaned up and then while drying off, the two girls knelt on the bath mat and gave me a dual blowjob until I nutted into Adrienne�s mouth. Greedily, she swallowed most of it. But she left one glob and extended it out on her tongue for Grace to suck off. And then we finally retired to bed.
Adrienne wound up in the middle, spooned behind her best friend and lover while being spooned by her boyfriend. And the three of us happily drifted off to sleep.
* * *
�Good lord, girl. Are you even wearing panties?� I looked Dawn up and down, taking in the ultra-tight miniskirt she was currently wearing. From behind, it didn�t seem like she could even hide a thong from the way it stuck to her buttcheeks, and the sight of her gorgeous ass had stopped me dead in my tracks as I came in the door on this Friday evening. I was running late from a group project of my own.
�Why? Wanna find out?� My best friend giggled as she turned and wriggled that ass in my direction.
�It�s pretty cold out there, isn�t it?� It WAS January after all. Even in California, January can get chilly.
Dawn shrugged. �I�m bringing a jacket on our date.�
I rolled my eyes and folded my arms over my chest. �Well? You freeballing it or what?�
�I don�t have balls, Ben. You should know that.�
�You know what I mean.�
�I�m naked and bare underneath, Ben,� Dawn crooned seductively before giggling. �I�m just trying to be a good girlfriend for my boyfriend.�
�Don�t remember you going out without underwear when we were dating,� I grumped.
�We barely dated outside of summer camp, Ben. And getting me naked was�never�difficult.� Dawn smirked.
I shook my head and headed back into the living room where Adrienne and Paige were hanging out. I glanced around for the usual suspects. Not finding some of them, I asked curiously, �Gwen? Robin? Bert?�
Adrienne looked up at me. �Rick�s picking up Gwen from her dorm room. Robin and Bert were going to hang out here, but they�re in our bedroom at the moment.�
My eyebrows rose. �Really?� There was a ton of sexual innuendo in my voice.
Adrienne shook her head. �It�s not what you think.� She grabbed me by my elbow and led me over to our bedroom door. Instead of the expected sounds of aggressive fucking, I heard two of my best friends currently engaged in a screaming match. Robin was in her usual sarcastic mode and Bert was just trying to hang on for dear life.
�Ah ... young love...� I drawled nostalgically.
Adrienne smiled. �What? You miss our fights?�
I shrugged. �Every couple has them. When Robin and Bert were friends, they had nothing to fight about. Now that they�re screwing on a regular basis, everything is up for debate. It�s the way of the world.�
�Just because they�re screwing?� Adrienne chuckled. �You�re screwing Dayna and I never see you fighting with her.�
�Sure I do. We argue about roommate stuff all the time. She tries to use sex to get me to do stuff for her or withhold sex when she�s upset with me. Doesn�t happen very often because she�s not actually my girlfriend and we don�t NEED to be fucking each other. Heck, I don�t think we�ve even done it once this semester.�
�Brandi then,� Adrienne stated.
I shrugged. �Brandi�s my sister.�
�You�ve fucked her three or four times since we got back to school. Once, I think Matt even showed up downstairs while you two were at it.�
I chuckled. THAT one had been a close call. Dawn had needed to distract Matt long enough for Brandi to get her clothes on and get downstairs. Still, I shook my head. �Brandi and I used to fight all the time when we were younger.�
�But not anymore. What changed?�
I shrugged. �I dunno. We grew up. And really, if something about her bugs me, I can just let it go. She�s my sister; I don�t really need or want to change her.�
�We fight.� Adrienne raised her eyebrows. �Does that mean you want to change me?�
I sighed and leaned against the door frame. �Couples fight because they demand the very best from their partners. You once talked to me about �expectations�, about ground rules. If you expect something of me and don�t get it, you wind up disappointed in me and you�ll bring it up so that I�ll know how you want me to change. You said a long time ago that you�re an independent girl and you never let a boyfriend order you around. I haven�t tried. If I had, we�d be getting into a lot more fights, too.�
As if on cue, Bert started whining through the door, �I THOUGHT you were my girlfriend! I THOUGHT you were going to be there for me when I needed you!�
I jerked my thumb towards the door. �Boyfriends and girlfriends always want perfection from their partners. They demand more from them than they would another friend. Bert had certain expectations. They weren�t met, and now he�s upset.�
�Do you expect perfection from me, Ben?� Adrienne asked a little warily.
I sighed. �I try not to. But yeah, I�ve got my hopes. You threw me for a loop with the �no kids� thing. But as my girlfriend, yeah, I�expect�that eventually we�ll get engaged and married and have a family. Someday � not right now � but someday. And if we don�t...� I exhaled. �Yeah, I�ll be pretty disappointed.�
Adrienne chewed on that for a second. �But you don�t expect anything from Brandi because she�s your sister?�
�Family�s family. I can�t break up with family. There�s no point in trying to change her because at the end of the day, she�s still my sister. You, on the other hand, are my girlfriend. My partner in life.� I shrugged. �And selfishly, wouldn�t you want your partner to be the very best partner on the planet?�
Adrienne blinked. �I suppose.�
She went quiet and figuring the conversation was over, I looked into the living room where Paige was playing Final Fantasy while Dawn was watching and waiting for Ryan to arrive. Adrienne followed after me. And once we sat down on the other couch, I jerked my thumb back toward our bedroom and asked Adrienne, �How long have they been in there? I KNOW you�re gonna take forever to get dressed for us to go out tonight.�
Adrienne winced and looked sidelong at me. �I�m going to disappoint you now, Ben.�
�Huh?�
�I know it�s a Friday and I know we�d talked about going out. But Grace called me a half-hour ago and she really needs to see me tonight.�
I grinned. �Tell her she can come with both of us.� I was already imagining a repeat threesome.
Adrienne exhaled and shook her head. �Just me. Girl stuff.�
I shrugged and said, �Sure. No problem.�
My girlfriend tilted her eyebrows questioningly. �No problem? After that speech you just made about expectations and disappointment?�
I smirked. �If it were just about that, no one would ever date anyone else. Too much pressure. There�s got to be a lot of love and understanding, too, a willingness to bury what�I�want for what�you�need. I�m cool. I�m sure Paige won�t mind if I hang out here and keep her company.�
�Really?� Paige perked up, pausing the game as she looked at me excitedly. Dawn looked over at me with a bemused smile.
Adrienne grinned, too. �When did you get so smart about relationships?�
I rolled my eyes. �Keira. Megan. Brandi. Felicia. Dawn.� I gestured to Dawn as I mentioned her name. �Every girl around me seems to be trying to teach me the mysteries of love. Plus, I AM paying attention to what makes us happy.�
Adrienne giggled and rubbed my thigh. �Thanks, Tiger. I�promise�I�ll make it up to you when I get home.�
It was my turn to grin. �And that�s the other benefit to being a caring and understanding boyfriend.�
�You�d better believe it.� Adrienne flashed me a sultry, decidedly lustful look. And then my stunningly gorgeous blonde girlfriend stood up and stretched, thrusting her big tits forward.
She waggled a finger at Paige. �Hey Paige, I AM going to come home and need my boyfriend for sex, young lady. So you�re only allowed to fuck him once tonight, okay?�
I rolled my eyes and both Dawn and Paige giggled. Then Adrienne kissed me and left to meet up with Grace.
Five minutes later, Ryan arrived to pick up Dawn. Once again, we sent her into her bedroom. Then, I bumped fists with the guy and we made small talk while Dawn pretended to need a few more minutes in front of a mirror. She then emerged from her bedroom to suitable oohs and ahhs from us guys. And I stared at Dawn�s gorgeous ass in that miniskirt with some jealousy while they left.
And then I turned back to Paige and Final Fantasy. But the petite redhead just paused the video game and turned to me. �So where do you want to have sex?�
I rolled my eyes, momentarily imagining the little redhead naked on her back beside me. But I gruffly replied, �We�re not.�
�But Adrienne said I could only��
�PAIGE,� I growled warningly.
�Oh, poo.�
* * *
Adrienne certainly made it up to me that night when she returned. In fact, I found over the next couple of weeks that my girlfriend always became a wildcat in bed whenever she returned home with Grace�s smell on her. She especially went into a frenzy whenever I deeply kissed her and rather obviously slurped up the taste of Grace�s pussy off her lips.
And I didn�t have to get it secondhand all the time, either. Twice more, the lithe Korean babe joined us for red hot threesomes. The last one, Grace even helped me handcuff Adrienne to the bed and we spent over an hour double-teaming the stunningly gorgeous blonde. Grace quite enthusiastically spanked my girlfriend�s ass while I fucked the perpetually-orgasming blonde�s face. And double-penetrating Adrienne with my cock and a strap-on was something Grace definitely wanted to try again.
But far more often, Adrienne and Grace did their thing alone, without me. I was just around to occasionally satisfy Grace�s urges for real cock before she found another boyfriend. As good as the sex was between us, Grace and I had no emotional connection and she didn�t want to get attached to me, nor give Adrienne any reason to believe she was moving in on her lover�s boyfriend.
But while Grace wasn�t moving in on me, she WAS taking up more and more of Adrienne�s time. After a few more weeks, it was getting to the point where Adrienne would head over to Grace�s dorm to spend the evenings after classes ended instead of coming home. I stayed at our house chatting with Dawn, Paige, and the rest of my crew.
Overall, it was fine with me. I was still seeing Adrienne for two or three lunches a week; and I was getting to be on friendlier terms with Grace, Kim, and Misty. Besides, my girlfriend always came home to my bed before midnight after Grace had gotten her all warmed up, and I reaped the sexual rewards.
But I was starting to miss my girlfriend.
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�Almost home. It�s been such a LONG day...� Dawn bumped her hip into mine, momentarily knocking me off balance while we trudged around the final turn towards the house.
�Whatever,� I sighed.
�Come ON, Ben.� The beautiful blonde patted my arm. �You used to be so�excited�to head back!�
I snorted. �That�s when I had a loving girlfriend waiting for me at home.�
Dawn frowned. �Today�s Tuesday. Adrienne�s usually home because Grace has that late class or something, right?�
I furrowed my eyebrows and thought about it before perking up and smiling. �It�s Tuesday? I totally thought today was Wednesday.�
�You wish.� Dawn shook her head, her crystal blue eyes sparkling at me. �You must have had an even longer day than me.�
�Don�t ask.�
Then Dawn tightened her arm around mine, pulling me in close as she rubbed her shoulder against mine. �Still, it�does�seem like Adrienne�s never home anymore. If it bugs you that much, why haven�t you talked to her about it?�
I shrugged. �I�m not the smothering type. Adrienne�s entitled to hang out with her friends.�
��Hang out� is one thing. But you�re her boyfriend. You deserve some quality time, too.�
I waggled my head. �She comes home every night. And it�s not like I�m not getting laid often enough.�
Dawn sighed. �There�s more to a relationship than sex, Ben. You two used to spend every available minute together. Last semester, I know you spent the whole day with me because your schedule and hers didn�t line up at all. But once you got home, you couldn�t get enough of each other.�
Dawn squeezed my arm and looked over at me with concern. �But lately?�
I sighed. �I know ... And I miss her...�
�You should. It reminds you that you still love her. With how much time the two of you spend apart, start worrying the minute you�don�t�miss her.�
I smiled and patted Dawn�s hand that was still wrapped around my arm. �You�re right. I need to talk to her. Communication, right?�
She nodded and then we arrived at the house. Ryan, Adrienne, Paige, and Gwen were already present and waved to us as we entered. Paige actually got off the couch and ran over to me, jumping into my arms for a hug. �Hiya, Ben!�
�Hiya, Red.� I hugged her and then set her back down on the floor.
�Ooh, I gotta tell you about my day! There was this boy, and��
I stopped and arched an eyebrow, all my protective instincts coming to the fore.
�ReLAX,� Paige giggled. �He didn�t do anything to me. Anyways, I was walking in the quad and...� The petite redhead continued to chatter away while I nodded, half-listening to her and half-moving into the house.
Meanwhile, Gwen was chatting up Kevin Weiss, Dayna�s boy-toy. Both were doing some light flirting, but it didn�t seem serious. Thankfully, Rick Rusedski had been doing a good job of keeping Gwen occupied and while they still had not defined themselves as boyfriend/girlfriend, they clearly were dating regularly. Plus, Dayna was right there in the room as well.
Ryan got up from the couch to greet Dawn with a kiss and a hug. Adrienne, on the other hand, stayed on the couch until I approached and bent to kiss her �hello�. She smiled at me quickly before turning her face back into her books.
�Hey, wanna go on a nugget run with me?� I asked my girlfriend. McDonald�s was running one of their Tuesday McNugget promotions and I was well-known in the house for my ability to scarf the little processed hunks of chicken by the bucket load.
�Ooh! Can I come?� Paige perked up.
Adrienne looked up and shrugged. �Let Paige go with you. I just want to finish this up before I go anywhere.�
Paige was already packing away her books and looking for her shoes but I waved her off and turned back to my girlfriend. �Really, A.D. I wanted to take a walk with you.� Then I glanced at Paige. �Sorry, Red.�
Adrienne looked up at me, furrowing her eyebrows as she searched my face for greater meaning. And when she realized I was serious she softened and nodded. �Uh, okay. Just gimme ten minutes, alright?�
I nodded and left the living room to drop off my bag and use the restroom. When I returned, Paige glowered at me. But when Adrienne wasn�t ready to go just yet, I sat down beside the petite redhead and started chatting with her while she lifted my arm, snuggled herself beneath it, and happily engaged me in conversation.
About sixteen minutes after Adrienne�s pronouncement, she put away her books and looked over at me. �Okay. Let�s go. Anyone else want some?�
We took orders for an extra seven 6-piece McNuggets and left. I reached my hand out and Adrienne comfortably intertwined her fingers through mine. And just as we hit the sidewalk, she took a deep breath and said, �So tell me what�s bugging you, Tiger.�
I sighed, frowning. �I miss you.�
�Miss me? I�m right here.� Adrienne squeezed my hand as if to remind me.
�You know what I mean. We don�t spend much quality time together anymore,� I sighed, recalling Dawn�s words.
Adrienne giggled. �Last night was a pretty good example of quality being more important than quantity.�
I blushed. We DID have a pretty amazing round of sex before going to sleep last night. We only went once, but it was a�very good�one time. But I shook my head. �But there�s more to a relationship than sex, Adrienne.�
My girlfriend arched an eyebrow at me. �Is this Ben talking or Dawn talking?�
�Huh?�
�Whose words are those? Yours? Or Dawns?� Adrienne�s eyes narrowed and a bit of an edge creeped into her voice. �You can�t expect us to have the same kind of relationship Dawn would have with you, Ben.�
�No, no, don�t take this the wrong way, Adrienne.� I squeezed her hand. �Yeah, I talked to Dawn about this. She�s my best friend. And believe me, I�m not complaining about our fantastic sex life. It�s just that sometimes I wish we had more of a normal boyfriend/girlfriend relationship.�
�What do you mean?�
I fidgeted, thinking about it. �Let me put it this way: Are you getting everything you want from me?�
�Yeah,� Adrienne shrugged. �Warm arms at night. Love and affection at all times. Absofriggin� amazing sex when I�m horny. And I know I can always depend on you. I�m happy, Ben. Aren�t you?�
�I�m not UN-happy,� I hedged. And then I exhaled slowly as well. �But I don�t know if I�m getting everything�I�want out of this relationship.�
�What more do you want?�
�I never see you anymore,� I almost whimpered.
My girlfriend sighed. �It�s not like I wasn�t hanging out with Grace and the rest of them last semester.�
�Of course you were. But it just feels like you�re hanging out with them so much MORE now. I see you a few times at lunch. But some days, from the time I say goodbye after breakfast I don�t see you again until it�s time to go to sleep.�
�So what? You just want me around?�
�Not just �around�. I want to talk to you. I want to share my day with you. I want to hear about yours.�
Adrienne laughed and shook her head in disbelief. �Am�I�the girl in this relationship or are�you?�
�Adrienne...�
�We�ve got a great thing, Ben. The sex is incredible. I know you love me and I can always depend on you to be there for me.�
�But can I depend on you to be there for me?�
Adrienne exhaled. �I do my own thing. You do yours. And we come together every now and again to make the both of us happy. It�s been working great so far.�
I interlaced the fingers of both my hands. �But shouldn�t we be more interconnected? Isn�t that what it means to be in a relationship together?� By now, we had arrived at the McDonald�s and started looking around to make sure no one overheard the more delicate parts of our conversation. Sensing that we weren�t finished yet, I came to a stop outside the doors.
But Adrienne reached for the handle. �I was always independent. I have my own schedule. I thought I made that clear. I�m no one�s beck and call; not even yours.�
�And I�m not asking you to be.�
�Aren�t you? What happened, Ben? You never had this desperation to share your day with me; you did enough of that with Dawn. You were never this ... needy ... before.� And then she pulled the door open and went inside.
I sighed and followed after.
We silently stood in line together, not holding hands. Adrienne folded her arms beneath her breasts, lifting them and drawing the attention of just about every male in the vicinity.
One such male was with his girlfriend and just about to order. The girl asked for two ice cream cones and nudged her boyfriend, who was busy staring at Adrienne�s tits. �You want anything else?� she asked.
�Nuhh...� the guy answered distractedly, still staring at Adrienne�s chest. But just as the cashier finished punching in buttons, he stood up straight and spun around. �Oh, and a Big Mac. No pickles.�
�That�ll be $5.43,� the cashier replied.
The guy dug into his wallet and pulled out a $5 and a $1. He paid and took the receipt before standing off to the side with his girlfriend.
�I can�t�believe�you just did that,� the girl growled in a heated voice.
�What?� the guy frowned, clearly surprised to find his girlfriend was upset with him.
�You said you weren�t getting anything to eat!�
�I changed my mind.�
�But if you knew you were getting something,�I�would have gotten something to eat, too.�
The guy shrugged. �If you wanted something, you should have just gotten it regardless of whether or not I got something.�
The girl was looking very upset and drawing the attention of those of us still in line. �No! What�I�want is influenced by what you want! That�s what it means to be a couple!�
�No it doesn�t!�
�I didn�t want to get something to eat by myself if you weren�t going to eat, too! But since you�re getting a Big Mac,�I�could have ordered something.�
�Then why didn�t you?�
�You caught me off-guard! I didn�t have time to think!� Her voice was getting shrill. �And I thought we were just taking our ice cream and leaving!�I�wouldn�t have forced you to sit down and watch me eat. But apparently YOU have no such problems. You�re so inconsiderate!�
�Okay, okay!� the poor guy held up his hands in defeat. �Let�s just get back in line and we�ll order something for you!�
�Forget it!� The girl turned and stomped out of the store. She turned on the sidewalk and walked huffily away.
�But, but...� the guy held his hands out, reaching for his girlfriend in disbelief while also waving towards the counter where his food would be arriving shortly. But the girl was long gone.
�Order number fifty-seven!� the McDonald�s server called out.
�Fucking�hell,� the guy muttered under his breath. He snatched up the paper bag and two ice cream cones. Then he tore off out of the store in hot pursuit of his girlfriend.
By now, it was Adrienne�s and my turn to order. My girlfriend arched her eyebrow at me and glanced significantly at the door where the guy had just run out. �Is that what you really want?�
I just sighed and stepped up to order my nuggets.
* * *
Adrienne and I were pretty quiet around each other that evening. We worked on our respective homework assignments. As usual, since my classes were mostly with Dawn I spent more time chatting with my best friend instead of my girlfriend. But even when the work was done, Adrienne and I were both lost in our own thoughts.
I spent the rest of the evening pondering what I really wanted from Adrienne. She was right: she HAD made clear that she was independent. Yeah, she liked to submit herself physically from time to time, to put herself under my control as a display of trust and love. But on a daily basis, she did her own thing and I did mine. In High School, she had her friends and I had my crew. We joined together occasionally but I let my girlfriend live her own life.
But after the death of her father and her subsequent �adoption� of sorts by my family, Adrienne and I naturally spent a LOT more time together. Even last semester, with her forming her own group of friends outside of the house, we were still around each other more often than not.
I�d gotten used to it. I�d gotten used to having her around. And now that she was finding other people to hang out with besides me, I was getting jealous.
Was it fair? Didn�t Adrienne deserve to spend time with her friends? Was I really being...�needy? Or did I just want more time with my girlfriend?
And did I really want to be...�dependent�... on anyone? Adrienne and I had a well-functioning relationship that had made us both happy for quite a while. We never had the kinds of fights the McDonald�s couple had. In part, that was because of our independence from each other. We really were two individuals who came together quite often for mutual pleasure. She had her ways of making me happy. I had my ways of making her happy. Most of these had to do with physical pleasures like cuddling and sex. Why mess with a good formula?
I knew the answer: Because our love had to evolve. We were both growing up from High School kids into College near-adults. And from here, we would continue to grow up into the full-fledged Young Adults of our twenties. And from there, we would continue to change.
Keira had once talked to me of Love. She was right, then. I was a 16-year-old kid who didn�t understand it. Maybe I still didn�t understand it even now. But I was getting a better idea.
When I was a teenager, love was simple. Love was a fuzzy feeling that made me happy when a pretty girl smiled at me. Love was gratefulness to her for letting me have sex with her. Love was a desire to spend more time with her and get more fuzzy feelings and have more wonderful sex.
With Adrienne, my sense of Love had come to include responsibility. I was her champion. Her need for me made me feel strong, made me feel like a man. And when I comforted and protected her, she rewarded me not only with incredible sex but also the physical pleasure of her friends. It was an arrangement that made me very happy and very satisfied.
But now as I was growing up and getting a sense for what I wanted in the future, I was starting to realize that my relationship with Adrienne, as is, wouldn�t cut it anymore. Two individuals coming together for mutual pleasure on a regular basis was good enough for High School. Maybe it would even be good enough for college. But it wouldn�t be good enough for the rest of my life. I would need a partner who wanted to share my existence, to live my life WITH me, not just have sex with me a couple of times every day. Eventually, I would need someone who wanted to raise my family with me.
Was Adrienne that person? Maybe. We were young. Her dad had died less than a year ago. And she�d admitted she hadn�t thought much of the future just yet. But that didn�t mean she never would and just because she didn�t plan to have children didn�t mean she wouldn�t change her mind down the road. If nothing else, I loved her. I would give her the benefit of the doubt.
We had time.
But for starters, I wanted to spend a little more regular time with my girlfriend. And for that, I had to let her know.
�Adrienne?� I asked softly.
She turned her head away from the TV and looked up at me with a little smile. She was expecting this. �Yeah, Ben?�
�Can we talk?�
She nodded warmly. �Sure, Ben.�
* * *
I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Adrienne�s ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy. My girlfriend arched her back beneath me, thrusting those glorious tits against my naked chest while she moaned in ecstatic bliss. I felt my biceps tensing as I clutched her body with savage power, holding my pelvic bone against her crotch as the diluvial torrent of jism poured forth. And together we scaled the heights of absolute physical delight.
But when it was all over, I lay my forehead against the mattress beside her head
�Good talk,� Adrienne sighed.
�You distracted me,� I growled.
Adrienne giggled musically and patted my back. �You�said�you wanted a more �adult� relationship.�
�That wasn�t what I meant by �adult�.�
�Doesn�t get much more adult than that, Tiger. Or do you wanna tie me up, blindfold me, and stick it in my ass while you use that new riding crop to raise some welts on my soft, creamy skin?�
�Adrienne...� I groaned.
�It�s okay, Ben. I get it. Whether or not I feel like our relationship is just perfect, you obviously don�t. You want to spend more time with me. I understand that.�
�You do?�
She nodded and touched her nose to my cheek. �You�re a romantic at heart, Ben. You�ve been my white knight, and now you�re dreaming of sweeping away your princess to Happily Ever After.�
�Well ... I�d like to think I�m still practical about it.�
�Maybe. But you know what you want: marriage, family, all that. I have to tell you those things weren�t in my plans. Not for a long time from now at least.�
�Adrienne...�
�I love you, Ben,� she said quickly, rubbing her nose against mine. �I can�t lose you. I won�t let that happen.�
�You won�t?�
�You�re a part of me. Forever and always...� She exhaled slowly, and then turned her head to the opposite side, looking away from me.
I picked my own head off the mattress, supporting my weight on my elbows while my dick gradually deflated inside her. I leaned to the side so that I could see her face and she eventually returned her gaze back to me.
�Just...� Adrienne began hesitantly before looking at me, her hazel eyes a little dull. �Don�t hate me, okay?�
�Huh?�
She shook her head and smiled. �I love you, Ben. I�ll always love you for what you did for me and for bringing me into your family.�
�What are you talking about?� I was confused.
She smiled and shook her head again. �Nothing.� She kissed me and clenched down with her pussy muscles, squeezing me rhythmically. �Make love to me again?�
�Adrienne, what�s going on?�
�Please, Ben? I love you. One more time?�
Adrienne planted a slow-burn kiss that somehow still had all the fire of a nuclear one, sweeping away my concerns. She loved me. Without a doubt, Adrienne loved me. And as long as we had that, everything would be alright, wouldn�t it?
So I kissed her back and started rotating my hips to help get me hard again. And then I pulled back and smiled at her. �One more time.�
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I swiped the keys to the Mustang and got it freshly washed and waxed. Yeah, I couldn�t necessarily have pride in the car since it wasn�t actually�mine. But I still wanted everything to look good as we rolled up in style.
Chez Panisse wasn�t that far away. But there was no way I was going to make a woman walk that far in high-heels; not if I wanted to get laid that night. After all, it was my first REAL Valentine�s Day with Adrienne. True, we�d had an amazing National Single Awareness Day non-date last year when we were �nottogether�. But this time we really were together and I intended to make it a night to remember.
It certainly was a memorable night at that. Just not in the way I was expecting.
To get me out of Adrienne�s way, I�d gotten dressed in Brandi�s room and then hung around upstairs, chatting with Brandi while she got ready for her Valentine�s Day date. My beautiful, dark-haired sister looked positively delectable in her skimpy lingerie as she prepped; and I nearly threw a monkey wrench into the whole thing when I just HAD to throw her onto her bed and give her a passionate kiss while groping her ass.
But a giggling Brandi pushed me away and went to fix her makeup. Then I obediently closed my eyes and tried to relax while she finished up. And then about a half-hour before my dinner reservations, Adrienne called up the stairs, �We�re ready.�
All I really heard was the word �ready�. The term �we�re� didn�t set off any alarms for me as I patted Brandi�s ass in her mini-dress and then headed downstairs. And then holding a gorgeous bouquet of bouquet of peach lilies and yellow tulips, I knocked on my bedroom door and prepared to be dazzled by Adrienne�s awe-inspiring beauty.
My jaw dropped when the door opened. Paige stood there, looking radiantly beautiful in a dark blue strapless sheath dress that showed off her creamy shoulders and dipped low enough in front to prove she did�not�have only a little girl�s bosom. The sleek form elongated her body, making her look taller than she was, with the hemline stopping halfway down her thighs.
Her dark auburn hair was half-up and half-down, a decidedly more mature look than her typical pigtails. Diamond studs decorated her elfin ears, and she�d definitely been taking Adrienne-lessons in makeup. Her dark blue eyes stood out brilliantly as she looked up at me with a little smile on her face. Overall, the little girl could pass for her 20s, with a Natalie Portman-esque childlike maturity.
�Wow, Paige,� I breathed. �You look beautiful.�
The petite redhead blushed prettily and glanced down at her shoes, the 2-inch heels boosting her up to 5�4�. �Thanks, Ben,� she said bashfully before lifting her gaze up to my face and seeming happier than ever in her life.
�Got a hot date tonight?� I asked with a little grin.
Paige blinked twice, looking hesitant all of a sudden. And then she turned to the side where I saw Adrienne sitting by her vanity, putting her own finishing touches on her face.
I tapped my watch and said to my girlfriend, �Clock�s ticking, A.D.�
Adrienne bowed her head, her shoulders hunching slightly. I couldn�t see her face, but a quick glance at the vanity mirror showed me that her eyes were squeezed shut and a grimace was on her face. Immediately, I was worried as I walked forward to her while asking, �Hey, what�s wrong?�
Adrienne sat up straight as soon as my hand landed on her shoulder. She reached up to touch my hand and smiled at me, saying, �Nothing. It�s okay.�
I furrowed my eyebrows and searched her face. Things didn�t seem quite fine, but Chez Panisse was a�very�expensive restaurant and I didn�t want to miss our reservation. So I nodded and said, �Okay, let�s go.�
Adrienne took a deep breath. �I�m not going with you.�
If we�d been upstairs, my jaw would not only have hit the floor, but crashed through it and down to hit the�first�floor. �Wait, what?�
�You�re going out with Paige tonight.�
I turned and furrowed my eyebrows. The cute redhead just stood by the door, looking a little awkwardly at me. �Wait,�what?� I repeated.
Paige�s lower lip quivered and immediately I felt bad. �Oh, Red. It�s not you. I�m just ... just ... What is going on?�
Paige looked back at Adrienne and I spun around to my girlfriend. Adrienne looked over at the other girl and told her, �Wait outside for a minute. Lemme talk to Ben.�
The pretty redhead nodded and stepped outside, closing the door. I knew that sounds would carry rather well through the door and I stepped back up to Adrienne and parked my ass on the edge of the bed while she turned in her vanity seat. �Explain,� I nearly ordered.
�It�s simple. You�re taking out Paige tonight.�
�Why?�You�re my�girlfriend. This is�Valentine�s�Day,� I growled.
�It�s just another night.�
�No it�isn�t.� This was important to me and I was having trouble keeping my volume under control.
�Trust me.�
Oh, how I had started to hate those two words. �Trust you?�
Adrienne bit her lip. �Have I ever let you down?�
�There�s a first time for everything. Dammit! I�d like to know what the hell is going on!�
�Please, Ben. This would mean so much to Paige.�
�Paige? Adrienne, I TOLD you I didn�t want to complicate these relationships with my friends. Things get weird. Things get awkward. I DON�T want to screw up my friendship with Paige.�
�You�re too late. The girl is head over heels in love with you.�
�It�s just a crush.�
Adrienne shook her head. �She�s in LOVE. C�mon, Ben. She�s here�every day. She plays video games with you and sticks around in the evening as long as possible before she has to go home to sleep. She runs across campus to meet you for lunch, no matter if you�re with Dawn or with me or whoever. And she runs to your side at every opportunity to talk about her day and share with you.�
�And what? Taking her out on a Valentine�s Day date is somehow going to STOP that?�
�No. Not at all.�
�Adrienne, what are you doing?�
�Just trust me, Ben. Do this and I swear I�ll explain everything to you tomorrow.�Everything.�
She emphasized the last word and there was a finality in Adrienne�s voice that floored me. I blinked rapidly and tried to process the hidden meaning. Clearly, something was going on that I wasn�t seeing. Sometimes I really HATED being a dense, oblivious male.
�Please, Ben.� Adrienne�s tone pleaded even further. �This is what has to happen for the both of us.�
�I don�t understand.� I frowned, feeling helplessly impotent.
�Trust me,� she intoned with desperation in her voice.
�Adrienne, this ISN�T what I wanted. I wanted my first real Valentine�s date with you,� I pleaded. �I wanted a night of passionate romance with the woman I love more than anyone in the world!�
�You still can have the passionate night. You�ll still get laid.�
�That�s not the point,� I grumped. I knew, like always, that she would still be here to make love with me when I got home. Adrienne and I had not missed a single night together all year. �I had an�evening�planned for us, not just fucking in bed come midnight.�
�Paige is out there, Ben, waiting for you. So what are you gonna do? LEAVE that poor girl completely heartbroken? She�s in love. And she�s all dressed up for you.�
Oh, come ON.�Was this really how it was going to go down? If I didn�t take Paige out, Adrienne was going to make me feel like I was�abandoning�the poor girl? I shook my head angrily. �Sometimes I really hate it when you manipulate me like this, Adrienne.�
�You�ve always liked my surprises.�
�Surprises are one thing. This is different. You�re fucking with a little girl�s emotions out there. She�s just a kid.�
�She�s eighteen, Ben; almost nineteen. Hell, she�s a few weeks OLDER than YOU.�
�You know what I mean.� I shook my head.
�Clock�s ticking, Ben.� Adrienne tapped her wrist.
I exhaled slowly, simmering with tension just beneath the surface. I took an additional few deep breaths, scowling unhappily. I didn�t understand what was going on, but the reservation time�was�approaching. And poor little Paige�was�standing out in the living room, wondering what the hell was going on.
Adrienne had me. I cared too much about Paige�s feelings and I couldn�t let her down.
�This isn�t over,� I glared at my girlfriend.
�Don�t you trust me, Ben?�
�Of course,� I sighed. Still scowling, I glared at my girlfriend. This was not how I expected this night to go. �You promise you�ll explain everything later?�
�I promise,� she nodded.
I blinked and only then did I realize that despite Adrienne not coming with me, she�was�dressed up for an evening out. �And where are you going tonight?�
My girlfriend tilted her head, her eyes canting in apology while she brushed her golden hair behind her ear. �With Grace. Who else?�
Who else indeed. Adrienne had spent far more time with Grace than ME this semester so far. I exhaled and then bent to kiss my girlfriend on her lips. �I love you, Adrienne.�
�I love you too, Tiger,� she said softly, moisture forming in her eyes. And then she quickly looked away from me.
I had no idea what the hell was going on. But soon, I was going to find out.
* * *
�Are you disappointed to be out with me?� Paige said hesitantly from her seat next to me. Her lower lip quivered and she appeared on the verge of crying.
I blinked and sat up straight, belatedly realizing that I�d been dead silent for a good five minutes while we�d been waiting for our table. Even with reservations for a specific time, it always took a little longer to get seated. After all, it was Valentine�s Day, and a Friday night to boot.
Paige had her hand on my leg and I covered it with my own, rubbing it with my palm gently as I wiped the scowl off my face and tried to smile. �No, Red. Not disappointed. This was all just ... unexpected, that�s all.�
She blinked rapidly, searching my face for any signs that I was just faking it. Then she nodded slowly and said, �Adrienne said this was the only way she�d get you to go out with me. If either of us had asked ahead of time, you would have talked and talked and overtalked about maintaining the friendship and not being able to return the same kinds of feelings I have for you.�
I snorted. �She�s right.�
�Then whether you�re disappointed or not, Ben, know that�I�m�very happy you�re here with me.� And with that, Paige stretched up so that she could kiss my cheek.
I sighed and patted her hand. At that point, a hostess came over and called my name. Squeezing Paige�s hand in my own, I stood us up and we headed to our table.
We took our seats. Nobody even attempted to offer us wine or cocktails. And I sized up the restaurant. It had come highly-recommended by Dawn, and although the meal would put a sizeable dent in my wallet, I was impressed. It was cozy, intimate, and yet upscale.
But Paige wasn�t even looking around. When I brought my gaze back to her I found that she had both elbows on the table while holding her cheeks in her hands, staring adoringly right at me. I sighed and wondered for the fifteenth time if I shouldn�t have just scrapped the plans entirely. I wouldn�t have been able to get the deposit back for this reservation, but at least I wouldn�t feel awkward about the situation. Leaning back in my seat casually, I canted my head and stated, �This isn�t going to turn out how you want it to, Red.�
�And how do you think I want it to turn out?�
I paused and searched Paige�s eyes, not daring to answer that. Instead, I waited for the momentary tension to pass before replying, �I care a lot about you, Paige.�
�But you�re in love with Adrienne,� Paige shrugged. �I get it.�
�Then why?�
�Why am I in love with you? I can�t help the way I feel, Ben. You�re the white knight that rescued me.�
�Like six months ago.� I sighed, my eyes narrowing at her use of the term �white knight� the same way Adrienne had less than an hour earlier.
Paige shrugged and gave me a pixie wink. �So? You�re still just as handsome and strong and kind and smart and everything I could ever want in a man.�
�But what are you expecting of me? Knowing that I�m with someone else.�
Paige blinked. �If you were any other guy, I might try to get over my crush. But ... things are different with you and Adrienne. You two aren�t nearly as... �committed� is not the right word; you�re committed to each other. But you�re definitely not as monogamous as most.�
�So?�
�So...� Paige took a long, deep breath. �Adrienne told me that maybe there�s room in your relationship for me.�
I blinked in shock. �She did?�
Paige nodded, reaching her hand across the table to cover mine. �Please?�
I frowned.
�You said you care a lot about me, right?�
�Of course I do,� I breathed. I thought of all the ways I cared about her more than a typical friend. When we�d first met, I�d planned on doing my best to befriend her and assume a role of protective big brother. My �rescue�, as it was, inspired in me that cosmic sense of responsibility over her. Her petite size, youthfulness, and frailty stirred some sort of urge in me to watch over her and shield her from the harsh realities of the world outside.
And perhaps Lynne was right: I had a hero complex. Once, Adrienne had �needed� me when she confessed the abuse of her childhood, and I�d been driven by my own need not to let her down throughout the course of our relationship. Brooke, my little sister, had looked to me as guardian angel. And now that she wasn�t around anymore, perhaps I was looking to Paige to fill that void inside me, to sate my own need to look after someone. �Paige, you�know�I do.�
�Then�let�me be with you, in whatever way I can.�
�Paige, I told you why we couldn�t be together. It wouldn�t be fair to you.�
�Why don�t you let ME decide what�s fair? I�m not asking for much.�
�What�are�you asking for?�
The pretty redhead looked up at me with her eyes shining brightly. �Just let me be with you as much as I can: get to know each other, talk, spend time together.� There was such a note of hope in her voice.
I closed my eyes. Hadn�t I just been asking these same things of Adrienne? The gears in my mind started turning as I wondered exactly what Paige and Adrienne had discussed before arranging this �surprise date�.
�We�ve already been doing those things, Red,� I explained.
�Not as my boyfriend. Some things I can�t talk about with you; like how you make me feel inside.�
I exhaled slowly.
�Don�t you have�any�feelings for me?�
I looked softly at her. �As a little sister.�
Paige looked hurt. �Any feelings as a woman?� She tilted her head and pouted in a way that was decidedly sensual. She leaned forward ever so slightly and I felt my heart race as I involuntarily glanced down at her cleavage. �I�m not just a little girl.�
I tried to quiet the flutter in my heart. Yeah, I had some sexual feelings for Paige as a woman. I felt that way about EVERY pretty girl I came across. Looking at Paige was a cross between looking at Brooke and at the twins. All were little sisters to me. I no longer felt any guilt at having lustful thoughts of Brooke. But I still felt�totally�guilty for my lustful thoughts of the twins. And Paige was somewhere in the middle. I certainly could appreciate that she was a very attractive girl; and her innocent Catholic-seductress getup frequently sparked the �naughty� drive in my libido. But I�d always pushed those feelings aside.
�What if I told you that the happiest moments of my day are when you let me cuddle up to you on the couch or when you kiss my cheek? What if I told you my roommate forgot my name because she never sees me anymore since I started spending every waking minute at your house?�
�Paige...�
Her voice dropped an octave. �What if I told you I masturbate every night to thoughts of you? I dream about kneeling on the floor in my little Catholic uniform with your�dick�in my mouth, letting you�fuck�my face while you hold onto my pigtails and scream in pleasure.�
My eyes popped WIDE open. What happened to �oh my word� and �oh, poo�? Did she really just use the f-word? And the d-word? Paige might still be a virgin but she DID seem to know stuff. And I found myself uncontrollably curious to find out just how much she knew.
�I want you to hold me down HARD and drown me in orgasms, Ben. I�ve heard you fucking the shit out of Adrienne. I fantasize about you doing those things to me; things so dirty and depraved that I�ll have to spend three hours in the confessional just talking about it all. Sometimes I wish you would just grab me off the sofa and fuck my tight cunt in front of everyone. No foreplay. Just take me and fuck me and cum inside my unprotected little womb.�
My jaw quivered. Hell, my whole BODY quivered.
�Still think I�m just a little girl?�
�Yes,� I croaked quietly.
Her gaze bored into the back of my skull. She read the tension in my eyes and then leaned back in her chair, a satisfied smirk on her face. �You�re a terrible liar, Ben.� Paige�s dark blue eyes glowed.
Just then our food arrived. I sat back in my chair and busied myself with the waiter, not wanting to admit that I DID have some desire for Paige. She was cute. She was perky and energetic. And she would look SOOO fucking hot face-down on my bed while I skewered her from behind.
She was an innocent little wet dream, cute and proper one minute and mind-blowingly nasty the next. I had to grit my teeth to try and keep my hormones in check. Paige simply folded her napkin over her lap, grinning happily the entire time.
Ohhh this was gonna be complicated.
* * *
The food turned out to be�really�good, with a special set menu for Valentine�s Day. I felt pretty awkward for the first few minutes, not sure what to say after Paige�s rather graphic description of her raunchy fantasies. The thing was, I HAD thought of her just as a little girl. At least, I had until she�d peeled back the schoolgirl fa�ade to show me the repressed sexpot inside. Now, I couldn�t get her nasty words out of my head. And I focused on the food as a way to keep myself distracted.
Paige waited quietly for me, showing me a mature patience none of my little sisters could have matched. When she realized that I was starting to breathe easier again, she set her fork down and leaned forward to place her hand over mine. �Just talk to me, Ben.�
I breathed in and out a few times to keep calm. When the hell did little Paige get the upper hand over me? But I took a deep breath and nodded, finally saying, �You�re not as na�ve and innocent as you appear to be.�
The pretty redhead shook her head. �No. But then you�re not as platonically indifferent as you appear to be, either.�
Paige squeezed my hand, pulling me towards her just an extra inch as she peered into my face. �Even though you see me as a little sister, you DO have sexual thoughts about me.�
I looked away.
�Gwen, too,� Paige added quietly. �You wanna fuck her, too.�
I sighed. �Every guy wants to fuck every girl around them. It doesn�t mean we will. There are consequences to having sex. It changes everything in a relationship. Once two people cross that line, there�s no going back. And I don�t want to change our friendship, Paige.�
�Too late. It�s already changed. I�m in love with you,� she stated plainly. �Now you�ve got to decide if you�re going to cut me off and let our friendship fall apart, or let me into your life. And you can�t use your girlfriend as an excuse. Adrienne�s all for this.�
I exhaled in annoyance at the mention of Adrienne�s name. Why the hell was my girlfriend putting me in this situation? �But I don�t have feelings for you like that.�
�You don�t?� Paige shrugged. �Fine. See that cute waiter over there? I�m gonna go ask him to take me into a bathroom and fuck the shit outta me.�
�PAIGE,� I growled, just barely keeping my volume down as jealous anger lanced through me and my blood started boiling.
�See.� She gave me a �so-THERE� look.
�That�s just protectiveness,� I protested, calming myself down. �I wouldn�t want to see my little sister just get casually deflowered in a restaurant bathroom, either.�
�But you�ll let your sisters have boyfriends, right?�
�Of course.�
�What about me? Think of everyone you know, Ben. Which one of�them�would you be okay with taking my maidenhead?�
I gritted my teeth as my blood heated up again.
�You�d be jealous, wouldn�t you? I already offered my virginity to you, Ben. And you don�t even want to�think�about some guy stretching me before you do.�
I didn�t answer. The bile in my throat answered enough for me.
�I don�t really know that much about guys,� Paige sighed. �Didn�t meet that many at an all-girl�s school. But the girls here talk, and they tell me it�s pretty simple: You�re totally fine with your sisters having boyfriends because they aren�t �yours�. You don�t possess them. And even though you�ve had sex with Dayna, Gwen, and even Dawn, you�re not jealous of them having other guys because they aren�t �yours� either.�
�What�s your point?�
�I�m yours, Ben. I�ve always been �yours�. That�s why you get jealous of any other guy who comes near me. It�s why you stopped Alan at that very first party. And you didn�t stop Misty or Kim from flirting at that club Grace took us to; just me. Jeez, I�ve only been on two dates all year and both boys were intimidated to Hell by you.�
I chewed on that for a few seconds.
�I�m already yours, Ben. But you won�t be mine. Now�that�s�unfair.�
* * *
Out of pure habit, I drove us back to the house. It wasn�t until I parked the car and took out the keys before I realized I should have taken Paige straight back to her dorm. But just as I moved to put the key back into the ignition, my date was already getting out of the car.
�Paige, wait,� I called and got out as well. �I should take you home.�
She stopped and looked back. �I�m not going home tonight,� she said matter-of-factly. And then she held her hand out to me as if it were the most natural thing in the world.
Without realizing it, I found myself walking up and taking her hand. Then Paige smiled and led me the rest of the way to the door. She looked at me expectantly as I unlocked the door and led us inside. The whole house was dark. Dawn, Brandi, and Dayna would still be out on their dates at this hour, assuming they would even return to this house. Hell,�I�should have still been out on my date. I�d planned more than just dinner for Adrienne.
Sighing, I turned on the light and then turned to my companion. �I know this was supposed to be a date for us, Paige. It�s what you wanted and apparently what Adrienne wanted. I�m sorry it didn�t turn out as romantic as you might have hoped.�
The pretty redhead just smiled at me. �Don�t be sorry. Maybe it wasn�t romantic but it was the first time I got to talk to you plainly about how I felt.� And then Paige smiled seductively while stepping right into my personal space, laying her hand on my chest. �Besides, the date�s not over yet.�
My cock was already twitching. I�d never completely forgotten the nasty, sexual fantasies Paige had spun at the restaurant. But I tried to hold onto the last shred of my platonic friendship. �We shouldn�t do this, Paige.�
She smiled knowingly, confidently. �Then why did you bring me here, huh?� It was a rhetorical question. �Why did you bring me into the house?�
I didn�t have an immediate answer for that, and suddenly I felt her hands pulling my head down as her lips fastened around mine. With a strength I wouldn�t have expected from such a small girl, she pushed me back against the front door, banging me against the solid wood while she attempted to climb up my body and cram her tongue even deeper into my mouth.
And I was kissing back.
I felt a surge of that buried,�naughty�lust pouring through my veins. My brain wanted to latch onto the idea that this was wrong, that Paige was a na�ve, sheltered young friend set loose on the real world after a lifetime of Catholic school repression.
But it felt so right. Paige was pretty, sexy, and clearly into me. I had Adrienne�s permission ... nay, her blessing.
And ... well ... I�liked�Paige.
Truth be told, I�d spent more time with Paige this semester than anyone but Dawn. I spent more time with Paige than my own girlfriend, since Adrienne had started shacking up with Grace.
Share my day? Yeah, I talked with Paige.
Play my video games? Paige.
Tease, tickle, and flirt? Yeah, Paige.
Maybe I was a dumb male who�d missed the signs. I�d noticed that the cute redhead was around more and more often. I knew she�d professed a crush for me. But six months ago I never hugged her on a daily basis. Two months ago I didn�t let her crawl into my lap and snuggle. One day ago I didn�t let her shove her tongue down my throat.
Slowly, patiently, Paige had been working her way into my life. And I was only too happy to let her. She was a sweet girl. She loved me. And she deserved better than this.
I pulled my head away. �Paige, Paige!�
�What, what?� Her dark blue eyes were wild, wondering why the hell I was stopping us.
�It shouldn�t be like this,� I panted. �You deserve to have all my attention. You deserve a special night. We should go out together, spend an evening when you�re not trying to talk me into this; an evening when I can focus on you.�
Paige�s eyes sharpened into daggers that stabbed the back of my skull. �Ben, you fucking turn me away tonight and I swear to�fucking God�I�ll go out and give my fucking cherry to the first fucking guy I see!�
I wasn�t sure what shocked me more, her statement or hearing her say the phrase �fucking God�.
I blinked. �Are you allowed to say that?�
Paige just grabbed my hand and yanked me down the hall.
* * *
She once told me that despite going to all-girl�s Catholic schools for her entire adolescence, and despite still being a virgin, that she knew �other� stuff.
Actually, Paige reminded me of this many,�many�times it seemed, usually when trying to convince me to get physically intimate with her and while I was protesting that I didn�t want to take her virginity.
Well ... she wasn�t lying.
I had no idea HOW Paige knew �other� stuff, but there was no denying that she did. For example, when the diminutive redhead shoved me onto my bed, fished my cock out of my pants without any hesitation, and went absolutely wild sucking on my schlong, it was quite clear that this wasn�t her first blowjob.
When I filled her mouth with my cock cream and she just started drinking me down without a hint of gagging, it was clear I wasn�t the first to spunk in her mouth.
And when I stripped away her sheath dress and feasted on her snatch to return the favor, it was�abundantly�clear this wasn�t her first time getting eaten out. In fact, despite my considerable expertise with the act, Paige was quite direct in shoving my head this way and that and ordering me where to go next. I was reminded of the times she told me to take a certain road or go to that Temple of Fayth in Final Fantasy. Well, this time I planned on visiting a very different sacred temple. And sometime after her first orgasm but before her second, I picked my head up and asked, �What�s in it for me?�
�A big fat FUCK!� Paige cheered happily. And then she promptly shoved down on the back of my head to keep me eating her.
I was more than happy to do so. In keeping with her naughty, young schoolgirl persona, Paige had freshly shaven her twat, leaving me with a very pretty, very bare pink pussy to munch on. I didn�t penetrate her with my fingers; she clearly still had her maidenhead. But I explored every other nook and crevasse of her crotch and let my hands roam across her hot body.
Completely naked, Paige looked more like a young woman instead of the immature teenager she sometimes appeared to be when clothed in her schoolgirl uniform. The skirt would hide the flare of her hips and her blouse often obscured just how perky and rounded her breasts were. But now, sans clothing, she simply appeared a gorgeous babe on a slightly smaller scale. And because of that smaller scale, I found that I could easily reach all my favorite parts of a girl�s body without removing my tongue from her twat.
But eventually, Paige arched her crotch into my face one final time and dumped yet another load of sweet nectar onto my chin. And then pushing my head away, she slumped across my sheets and gasped for oxygen.
I panted for breath as well. Despite everything we�d just done, I was still somewhat in shock and awe at what was happening. If you�d told me this afternoon that I�d be busting a nut down Paige Jacobsen�s throat that evening and propping myself on my elbows between her naked thighs while staring at her virginal pussy just waiting to be deflowered, I�d have said you were crazy. And yet here we were.
Paige reached down to tug at my shoulders, pulling me up her body before planting another hungry kiss right on my lips. She moaned into our liplock before laying her head back against the mattress and crooning, �I love you, Ben.�
I stared in amazement at Paige�s pretty face, brushing my fingers through her hair over her left ear. I�d bedded other virgins before. Some, like Jennifer Vo, I hadn�t even had strong feelings for. But then those girls hadn�t had strong feelings for me either, at the time. They just wanted to get initiated into the world of sexual ecstasy and I was more than happy to oblige.
But Paige was in love with me. Was it fair to do this? �I ... I care about you, Paige,� I replied softly. �But I don�t know about love yet.�
�That�s okay, Ben.�
�But maybe you should wait until��
�FUCK waiting anymore, Ben. You�ve made me wait six months already!� Paige whined. She slid her hands down my sides, frantically tugging at my clothes. We�d stripped her naked for me to go down on her, but she�d only pulled my pants open to give me the blowjob. And buoyed by her obvious enthusiasm, I let my last hesitations fall by the wayside as I helped her get me undressed.
I worked my pants while Paige ripped my shirt over my head. And then her hands were on my hips as she asked excitedly, �Are you hard? Do you need me to go down on you again?�
�I�m good, I�m good.� I nodded with a gleam in my eye, glancing down at my bulging, purple prick. The mere thought of popping Paige�s cherry was enough to get me hard again. I leaned towards the bedside table. �Lemme just get a condom��
�No!� Paige interrupted and pulled me back on top of her, shifting until she felt my throbbing erection rubbing against the outside of her pussy. �I�m Catholic. I can�t use contraception.�
I arched an eyebrow and leaned back. �Uh, I�m pretty sure you�re not supposed to have sex, either.�
�Whatever! Just get in me! Please, Ben?� Paige looked excited, nervous, and desperate all at the same time. She shifted under me, trapping the shaft of my cock into the groove of her pussy lips, still pinched tightly together and having never been stretched before by anything. She reached down between us, taking hold of my cock and guiding it into place. And as she shifted her body upwards, I felt the head of my cock glide past the opening of her labia and then settle into position.
16-year-old Ben would have already thrust forward and skewered her. Heck, 17-year-old Ben probably would have, too. But almost-19-year-old Ben hesitated. I looked her in the eyes and asked, �When was your last period?�
Paige blinked before groaning, �Two weeks!�
Two weeks??? �Uh...� My mind raced to memories of Allie Sanders, bawling in agony when she found out I�d made her pregnant at sixteen. I winced in anguish, so close to burying my cock inside a fresh pussy and yet torn with indecision.
�I want to feel it, please?� the hot, naked redhead whined.
�But Paige��
�Just pull out!� she begged. �You can pull out, right?�
I nodded �yes� quickly. �But I� Unnnghhh!!!�
My statement was cut off when Paige suddenly clamped down around my waist with her legs and simultaneously pulled on my ass, driving my cock into her body while she threw her head back and screamed bloody murder. All my hesitations and doubts didn�t matter anymore; Paige had taken it upon herself to lose her virginity. And as soon as I felt my pelvis press firmly up against hers, signifying that she�d taken my entire cock inside her body, I quickly brushed her hair back from her eyes and waited anxiously for the eyelids to rise so I could soothe her pain.
But there was no pain. Paige blinked a few times and then stared in wonder at me. �You�re inside me,� she breathed.
�Yeah...�
�You�re actually inside me.�
�Yeah...�
A broad grin spread across Paige�s face. �It didn�t even hurt!�
I blinked in surprise but then started smiling myself. The happy expression on the pretty redhead�s face was infectious and I started chuckling. Paige was one of the lucky ones.
She simply laid her head back and stared at the ceiling while cradling my head in her arms, moaning, �Oh my word ... Oh my word...�
I sighed and let my heartbeat settle down a bit. In the frenzy leading up to this moment, the naughty side of Paige had come out, signified by her filthy language. But once I started penetrating her, the f-bombs died away and she was back to exclaiming �oh my word�. I took that as my cue to mentally switch gears, to�make love�to Paige. I would gently shower her with pleasure for this, her first act of sexual intercourse.
So I turned my head to re-capture her lips, nibbling softly while I slowly began to glide my shaft in and out of her tight pussy. Paige moaned into my kiss and clutched my head even tighter while she crossed her ankles behind my ass, rolling her hips up to meet my every thrust.
It took a little while to find the rhythm. Paige kept trying to speed things up and our hip thrusts would get out of sync. But I kissed her patiently and slowed her down, letting her feel the full, drawn-out lunges of slow but steady lovemaking. And she verbalized her appreciation. �Ohhh ... Bennnn...� she crooned, gripping my shoulders and letting her legs ride on top of my undulating torso.
�Ohhh ... Paige...� I groaned into her ear. She was small enough and short enough that if I stretched myself out completely, her face would only be level with the top of my chest. But I scooped my arms beneath her back, holding her shoulders and looking downward while I continued to rhythmically pump in and out of her petite body. For such a small girl, she could take my thick cock with surprising ease, but her vaginal walls still constricted quite tightly around my penetrating shaft.
�You�re so deep,� she moaned. �I feel like you�re coming out my throat.�
�Unnnghhh� was all I could grunt.
�Is it good for you, Ben? Am I good for you?� she looked up at me, her dark eyes flashing.
I just nodded and gritted my teeth against the pleasure, reminding myself to focus on�her�pleasure.
�It�s my first time, Ben. I�ve waited so long for this,� she whimpered. �I always thought it would feel good. But this ... this is so ... wow!�
I started to become annoyed that Paige could even coherently speak at this point. I wanted to drown her in orgasms like she�d wanted. My mind flashed back to her naughty words and I started driving into her harder and harder, concentrating on the feel of her tight pussy around my cock as I pressed my pelvic bone against her clit and started grinding.
�Oh, OH!� Paige yelped and threw her head back. Her legs tightened around my waist and she trembled as my hands closed tighter around her shoulders.
�Cum for me, Red,� I crooned into her ear. �Cum for me...�
�Oh, Ben! Oh, Ben! Oh my word! Oh my word!�
�Cum, baby. Cum...�
�Stick a finger in my ass!�
�Wha�?�
�STICK A FINGER IN MY ASS!� she squealed.
Obviously, I�d done it many times before. But I�d never had a first-time bed partner actually ASK me to do it before. Automatically, my hand dropped and cupped a tight asscheek, my middle finger swiping through the wet moisture beneath our joining before gliding along the globe and popping through her clenching sphincter.
�AAAH!� Paige jerked and squealed at the additional penetration. �Another one!�
I moistened my index finger and it joined the first.
�AHH-AHHH!� Paige jerked again and really started humping herself at me. The petite redhead was a new girl and therefore a blank user manual to me, but I had enough experience with other playbooks to recognize that she was building up to quite the orgasm. With what I�d been doing, other girls might have already popped off to one or two little orgasms; but Paige was just storing up that sexual energy as she climbed higher and higher towards one really big explosion.
�One more! One more!� she half-yelled into my ear.
I squeezed a third finger through her tight anus, and Paige detonated.
�AAAAHHHHH!!!��she howled. The little girl couldn�t have weighed a hundred pounds, but she still bucked off the bed with enough force to almost throw me out of her cunt.
�AAAAHHHHH!!!��she screamed again. My hands frantically spread to the sides to catch myself as I fell back down onto the bed, lest I crush her beneath my chest. Only her legs still scissored around my ass kept my cock inside her. And even after that first lunge, her entire body kept spasming and bucking like an out of control mechanical bull.
�AAAAHHHHH!!!�
It was a good thing I wasn�t too close to popping myself. Paige�s sudden bucking caught me off-guard enough that I would have busted my nut into her unprotected womb, promise or no promise, if I�d been closer to orgasm. But even though I wasn�t ready to cum just yet, her frantic spasms and unending thrashes were doing wonders for my cock as her cunt clenched and released and she was fucking me back harder than anyone ever had done while beneath me. And I was rapidly approaching that point of no return.
�PAIGE!� I yelled, a warning in my voice as I strained to hold my orgasm at bay.
�FUUUUCKKK!!!� she screamed, still in the throes of orgasm, still clutching me to her while she thrashed about in unrestrained ecstasy.
�PAIGE!� I yelled again. And this time, with her mouth gaping open, her eyes managed to open up and recognize my tone.
�CUM IN ME!� she yelled, her eyes absolutely electric. No contraception and two weeks from her last period, maybe she knew what she was asking me. Maybe she was overtaken by lust or some genetic drive to procreate. In any case, her legs cinched tighter around my waist to hold me deep inside her while I frantically tried to get a grip on her legs as she continued humping and bucking at me to get me off.
�PAIGE!� I yelled one more time. And this time, the orgasmically-crazed hot redhead seemed to recognize the situation as her legs relaxed.
But a split-second later, she closed her legs around me again. �Cum in my ass!� she growled, looking more wolfishly animalistic than ever.
�Huh?�
�Cum in my ass!� she yelled again and dumbly, I just nodded my agreement.
Finally, Paige dropped her legs and faster than I would have expected, she rolled herself over, dislodging my prick in the meantime. My throbbing dick twitched for a few seconds in hungry need to ejaculate while the petite redhead planted herself face-down on my mattress and then reached back to spread her own asscheeks wide.
I didn�t totally understand, but this close to orgasm I didn�t hesitate. I straddled her legs, guided my girlcum-soaked prick to her anal entrance, and shoved forward. And with unexpected ease, I slid through her sphincter and started burrowing up the little Catholic girl�s backdoor.
�Oh, FUCK!� I grunted, feeling the last shreds of control melt away with the tight, warm heat of Paige�s asshole. And before I even got halfway, the hot redhead thrust herself backwards, impaling her own ass on my prick.
That was all it took. The first stroke into Paige�s tight asshole, I grunted �I�m cumming!� and pulled on her hips, holding myself at full depth inside her bowels. My cockhead then split apart and began spewing wave after wave of hot semen up Paige�s ass. �Arrrrrrgh!� I grunted with the force of my orgasm.
�AAAAHHHH!� Paige herself screamed in response as her whole body started spasming again. Dimly, I realized that she was fingering herself and cumming again while she felt my jism hosing down her colon.
That spurred me to buck one more time, letting go another powerful wave as my pelvis slammed against her buttcheeks. Over and over again, I felt great wads of cum hurtling up my cock shaft. And then I collapsed my entire heavy weight down onto the small girl�s back as I finished spunking my load where the sun would never shine.
�Holy Mother of God!� Paige cursed, her breath giving out as she got to the final word. �Jesus Fucking Christ!�
I started laughing as the little redhead used two phrases I NEVER thought I�d ever hear come out of her mouth. And once she caught her breath she started giggling right along with me.
�That was amazing, Ben. Everything I could have hoped for,� she sighed with her cheek pressed down into the mattress. She reached her hands out and intertwined our fingers while I pressed my palms to the backs of her hands. She then pulled our left hands to her mouth and kissed my knuckles.
I sighed and shook my head. �Forgive me for saying this, but you certainly don�t fuck like any virgin I�ve ever met.�
Paige giggled, and then squeezed her anal sphincter around my cock, which was still imbedded almost eight inches up her ass. �All I ever said was that I still had my maidenhead. I didn�t say I�d never fucked before.�
�Ohhh,� I groaned and put my forehead down on the mattress beside her.
The cute redhead turned her head to me and kissed my cheek. �But now that I�ve started pussy-fucking, we�re gonna be doing that LOTS from now on!�
FEBRUARY 15, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
Morning sunlight filtered through my drapes, illuminating the room in a soft, white glow. As I cracked my eyelids open, I saw the dark auburn hair in front of my face and all of last night�s activities came back to me. Once Paige had gotten her first vaginal fuck out of the way, she�d been eager to try it again ... and again ... and again.
The second time, we�d been cleaning off in the shower when she simply climbed my body like a ladder and impaled herself on my prick. I barely talked her into getting off before I blew, and she�d swallowed my load right before commenting about how she liked the taste of her own pussy mixed along with my spunk.
The third time, she wanted to try doggy-style and had me pull out to spray all over her little asscheeks. And after spending twenty minutes sucking me hard for a fourth round, she rode me cowgirl style and very nearly didn�t pull herself off, lifting away at the last possible moment while I splattered all over her red-worn labia. I wasn�t religious, but I was�praying�I didn�t squirt any sperm INTO her.
In any case, we�d fallen asleep in each other�s arms, feeling quite well-fucked. But now, as the sun rose outside, all I could think of was one thing:
I needed to pee.
But then just as I sat up in bed, a second thought entered my head:
Adrienne never came home.
Seized by momentary panic, I jerked my head left and right, looking into every corner of our bedroom as if my girlfriend could somehow hide herself underneath the desk chair or something. Clearly, she wasn�t in the room. A still-sleeping Paige was my only companion.
Since we�d moved into the house together, Adrienne had come home to me every night. Every. Single. Night. Not once had we not cuddled in each other�s arms. Sometimes I went to sleep first or vice versa. But we always came together before the sun came back up.
But not last night.
A knot formed in my stomach as I pondered the possibilities: The most obvious was that Adrienne had spent the night with Grace. Yeah, Adrienne knew, even planned, for me to be alone with Paige in our bed last night, and my girlfriend had deliberately stayed away to give us our privacy.
I hoped.
I didn�t even want to consider any other possibilities. And with my bladder feeling like a water balloon stretched to the point of bursting, I gingerly slid out of bed and headed for the door.
Opening it as silently as possible and glancing back at a slumbering, naked Paige to make sure I didn�t wake her, I slipped outside and closed the door behind me. Then I began tip-toeing toward the bathroom.
I was halfway there when I first noticed a splash of color to my right. I glanced just once and then did a double-take when my brain realized what my eyes had seen: Adrienne, still in her clothes from last night, was sitting on the couch in the living room.
I froze, turned, and saw her almost trembling as she looked at me. Her face had been scrubbed of makeup, but there was no mistaking the red in her eyes nor the moisture on her cheeks. Adrienne was crying. Her shoulders were hunched. And she looked absolutely�miserable.
Ignoring my need to pee and the fact that I was bare buck naked, I rushed to my girlfriend. I landed on the couch beside her and wrapped my arms around her trembling body. �Ohmigod, Adrienne! Is something wrong? Are you hurt?�
She looked at me funny and shook her head. �No, no, Ben. Nothing like that.�
�Then why are you crying?�
Adrienne shuddered and took a deep breath. Then through bleary eyes she looked up at me and pleaded softly, �Don�t hate me.�
�Hate you? Why?�
Her next words made my heart stop beating. �I�ve fallen in love with someone else.�
I�m surprised I didn�t piss on the couch.
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�I�ve fallen in love with someone else.�
I stopped breathing. My heart stopped beating. The world shrunk down around us until nothing existed but me and her. And I looked ready to die.
Adrienne noticed my stricken look. She quickly hugged me while urging, �Ben, Ben,�please�understand.�
My jaw waggled a few times before I forcibly stood up, my physical strength breaking carelessly through Adrienne�s grasp. And I started heading out of the living room.
�Ben, wait!� Adrienne pleaded.
�I�ve gotta pee,� I said robotically as I went straight to the bathroom and closed the door. Not having the energy to stand, I actually sat down on the toilet and peed that way, my mind in such turmoil I probably would have missed the bowl anyways.
�Fallen in love with someone else�? What? How? Adrienne was my girlfriend! I LOVED her! I was thinking of having a family with her! What the FUCK?
I blinked several times and after a while, I realized that I was done peeing. I was just sitting there with my bare ass on the toilet, doing absolutely nothing. But I wasn�t ready to discuss Adrienne�s ... revelation ... just yet. So I got up and wiped myself and washed my hands, taking the time to really make sure I had plenty of soap suds. Even then, I avoided looking into the living room as I left the bathroom, turned in the hallway, and went into my...�our�... bedroom to fetch some clothes.
Adrienne must have started panicking, thinking I was walking away from her, because she was at the bedroom door when I came back out, now wearing a comfortable pair of boxers, pajama pants, and a T-shirt. The morning air was pretty cold. I looked up at Adrienne, held a finger over my lips to keep her quiet, and silently shut the door behind me. Paige never stirred awake.
I gestured back to the living room and Adrienne anxiously followed me back to the couch. I took my time, stretching out my arms and rolling my head around my neck while taking several deep breaths. And then I sat down, sinking deeply into the cushions before exhaling and saying, �Okay. Start over.�
Adrienne sat beside me, but on the edge of the couch with her body twisted to face me. Her jaw quivered and she reached forward to take my hands. I let her, and felt her squeezing my fingers gently. �Ben, I love you.�
�Not that part. The other thing.�
�But you HAVE to know that I still love you,� she said insistently.
I took a deep breath, feeling a preternatural calm settling over me. �That would seem to conflict with what you just told me.�
�Come ON, Ben,� Adrienne exhaled, squeezing my hands. �Haven�t you ever loved more than one person at the same time? Do I even need to mention Dawn?�
I briefly came out of my cold, robotic calm and glared at Adrienne, who visibly flinched. But I softened almost immediately. �Okay. Fair enough,� I conceded. But my mind raced for a brief second. Adrienne had dolled herself up for a date last night, and then not come home. I�d assumed she was out with Grace. Who else, right? But what if that was just another manipulation? What if she WASN�T with Grace? And if not her ... then... �Just please tell me it�s not another guy.�
My girlfriend furrowed her eyebrows, looking at me like I�d grown a horn out of the center of my forehead. �What? No!� She exhaled. �It�s Grace, obviously.�
I sighed and thought back over the past few months. The signs were there, from the sheer amount of time Adrienne spent with her to the way they were all over each other at the club to the simple looks in Adrienne�s eyes. I exhaled and nodded. �Obviously.�
�I could never love another man.� Adrienne winced. �Actually, I�m not even entirely sure how I feel about you.�
That caused my eyebrows to rise and I looked at Adrienne with concern. �Wait,�what?�
�Don�t misunderstand,� she said hurriedly. �I love you. I�ll always love you. Forever and always, remember?�
�But...� I began. I was relaxing, hearing the ring of truth in Adrienne�s words. But I was still confused by what was going on.
Adrienne exhaled slowly. �Please, Ben. I know I�m springing all this on you rather suddenly but I�need�you to understand right now. Please?�
No more was necessary. I knew Adrienne still loved me, at the least. And having her actually verbalize �I need you� was all that I had to hear. I took a deep breath and nodded, squeezing Adrienne�s hands. She visibly brightened at my touch, and a trace of a smile tugged at the corners of her lips.
�I�ve been doing a lot of thinking. This whole thing with Grace has really spun my head around.� Adrienne waggled her head at the same time as if to emphasize how confused she had felt. �But I look back at my life and the way I�ve always approached people, and ... uh ... I...�
Adrienne was faltering and I squeezed her hands, giving her the most reassuring look I could.
She took a deep breath, then exhaled and stated, �I think I�m gay.�
It was a good thing I already peed, because the shock that tore through me would have certainly made me wet my pants. �Excuse me?�
Adrienne nodded. �Well, not gay. I�m lesbian.�
�What?�
�I mean, it�s not like I just woke up and decided this. I�ve been wondering for a long time and do you remember Will Adler?�
�The gay guy?�
�Well ... yeah. I spent some time with him and his friends and we had a lot of discussions about this sort of thing.�
�And they convinced you that you�re a lesbian?�
�I don�t know!� Adrienne exclaimed, sounding exhausted. �At first, I thought I was just like my other friends: you know, into guys but enjoyed �experimenting� with each other. �Experimenting� turned into �making each other feel good�. And once we all got comfortable having sex with each other, it just wasn�t a big deal. We were pretty much bisexual in action but only�dated�guys. Candy, Mizu, Heather ... they play around with girls but they LOVE men.�
�Don�t you? Don�t you love me? And if you do, how can you be lesbian?�
�Well ... maybe I�m mostly lesbian.�
�How can you be �mostly lesbian�?� I scoffed.
�Oh, come ON,� Adrienne pouted. �Don�t make this harder than it already is!�
I squeezed her hands and took a deep breath, burying my attitude and gesturing for her to continue.
�You read the Kinsey thing, right? How he�s got that scale from zero to six where zero is totally straight and six is totally gay? Well ... maybe I�m ... like a five.�
I arched an eyebrow.
�Think about it! I�ve ALWAYS been horny for every hot girl I come across. I�ve had sex with Candy more times than with any other human being, even more than you. And ever since we�ve been together, I haven�t even been�turned on�by another male. Dayna�s blindfold party? I was never even�tempted�to jump on one of those other guys.�
�Because you knew I could see,� I pointed out.
�Because none of those guys turned me on,� she corrected emphatically.
I frowned. �But�I�do?�
�Because of WHO you are, Ben. I love you. And ... I mean, I�like�feeling the penetration. And you KNOW I love feeling you holding me down and fucking the shit out of me. But ... well ... if girls had dicks...� She didn�t finish the sentence.
�You dated a lot of guys in High School.�
Adrienne shrugged. �For popularity. I would have been considered WEIRD if I didn�t.�
�You went out of your way to�seduce�a lot of guys.�
�For the power rush. I liked the control sex gave me over a guy. Sure, I had orgasms. I enjoyed myself physically. But none of those guys ever made me feel red hot inside the way Candy did, or even Heather did, just by looking at them.�
I frowned, feeling green envy inside. �So who makes you hotter: me or Grace?�
�Ben! Please?� Adrienne looked hurt.
I stewed for a moment. She hadn�t answered the question. Maybe it was an unfair question, though, and grimacing, I gruffly managed to say, �Well, what do you expect?�
�I expect you to be my boyfriend,� Adrienne said indignantly. �Listen and help me. And don�t be insecure about this, Ben. I LOVE you.�
�But you�d rather fuck Grace than fuck me?� I shrugged helplessly.
Adrienne winced and looked down. �It�s not that simple.�
I exhaled slowly, striving to find that calmness again. I sagged against the backrest, bringing my hand up to pinch the bridge of my nose and rub my forehead. If the brain doesn�t have a sense of touch, then why the hell did it physically HURT when it was overworked like this?
I tried to step back from the situation and look at it from a top view. Then taking a deep breath, I looked Adrienne in the eye and said, �So let me get this straight. You think you�re �mostly lesbian� because you�ve always been more attracted to girls than guys. Now you�ve fallen in love with Grace and what, you want to be her girlfriend?�
Adrienne nodded.
�But you don�t want to break up with me because you still love me, too.�
Adrienne nodded again and smiled, looking optimistic that I would understand.
Then a new light bulb went off in my head. �Wait. You didn�t set me up with Paige on Valentine�s Day for her; you set me up for YOU. You wanted to be with Grace�instead�of me!�
Adrienne winced. �Well, Paige�really�is in love with you,� she hedged.
I shook my head, feeling the anger boiling in my veins. �So what?� I barked. �You thought you could just send me a replacement?�
Adrienne winced again, but nodded. �Uh, something like that.�
�Why?�
Adrienne looked at me sadly, shrugging helplessly and on the verge of tears. �It�s what I do.�
I deflated like a balloon with a slow leak, feeling my anger venting out of me. Adrienne, my beautiful Adrienne, looked stricken and small. Her lip was quivering and her eyes were tight. Clearly, she was torn up inside by the conflicting emotions warring for control. The confident, self-assured young woman now seemed a scared, uncertain little girl.
I�d only seen Adrienne like this once before, back when I supposedly �broke� her by rejecting her in favor of Dawn. She was deathly afraid she�d just lost me, and I couldn�t bear to stay upset with her.
Besides, she was right. This was what she did. Last year, when Adrienne was afraid to commit to dating me, she started our �nottogether� relationship and tried to distract me with her other friends. Even after we�were�together, while she was depressed over her father�s death she�d sent her girlfriends to fuck me, as if they could replace her in my bed.
Was I really so surprised by how she was reacting now? This was her way of stepping back from our relationship and keeping me ... occupied ... without actually losing me.
�Love isn�t just about affection and time, Adrienne,� I said quietly. �You�ve fallen in love with Grace. You want to spend more time and energy on her. I get that. But I�m not some classroom where you can just send a substitute teacher in your place.�
�I just don�t want you to feel lonely.�
�Then don�t leave me,� I growled, immediately regretting it. I saw the guilt in Adrienne�s eyes. She knew damn well this path was taking her away from me, and it crushed her inside to feel like she was caught choosing between me and Grace.
�Don�t make me do this, Ben,� Adrienne pleaded. She�desperately�wanted some solution where she could have the both of us.
So it was up to me. Rational logic told me I�should�make her choose. How could I possibly think of being with someone long-term if she wasn�t even sure to choose me over someone else? Just on principle, I should make her decide which of us she wanted more.
But I didn�t want to lose Adrienne. Maybe this was just a phase. Maybe she was just exploring this confusion in her sexuality by pursuing her first real �relationship� with another girl. I knew at least that Adrienne really did love me. And for that reason alone, I couldn�t make any decisions that would break us up.
�Okay, we�ll do it your way,� I exhaled.
Adrienne visibly brightened. �Really?�
I exhaled. �If you chose her, I�d lose you.�
�Ben, I would�never�choose her over you.� Adrienne squeezed my hands. �Please believe that.�
I nodded. Grace was the new and the passionate, but Adrienne and I had our history. I believed her. I HAD to believe her. �I won�t keep you from her, though,� I conceded. �I won�t keep you from doing what makes you happy.�
Adrienne gave me a tender smile and leaned back against the couch. This brought her face into a ray of morning light, which illuminated her brilliantly and cast her face and hair in a pure white glow. Exhausted, sans makeup, and wearing last night�s clothes, she nevertheless looked as gorgeous as ever. �Thank you,� she said in obvious relief.
I went quiet for a moment. Then taking a deep breath, I asked, �You really still love me?� I was just looking for my own reassurance.
�Forever and always,� Adrienne stated emphatically.
�Okay,� I nodded.
�And what about me?� a quiet voice asked from our bedroom. I turned my head to see Paige standing there, looking like a scared and uncertain little girl herself. As far as I could tell, she was wearing only the button-down shirt I�d worn on our date last night, the garment looking huge on her petite frame and hanging down to her knees.
These were too many things to deal with at once, and I didn�t have the heart to hurt anyone. �You�re really in love with me?� I asked the pretty redhead.
�More than I�ve ever felt in my life,� Paige replied dreamily.
I nodded and held my arm out to her. Excitedly, Paige hustled into my embrace, hugging me fiercely. Adrienne would be dating both Grace and me. I would be dating both Adrienne and Paige.
Oh, what a tangled web we weave.
* * *
�Oh, hey guys.�
I looked up from the dining table to see Dawn standing in the entryway, blinking in obvious surprise at the scene before her. I was dressed in my usual pajama pants and a T-shirt, a bowl of cereal before me. This looked completely ordinary and routine to Dawn. The shower was running in the hallway bathroom, Adrienne freshening up to start her day.
But right beside me was Paige, someone who didn�t actually live here, dressed in nothing but my button-down shirt with a well-satisfied and well-fucked expression on her face, and her hair mussed up from sleeping in my bed. THAT part of the scene, Dawn wasn�t quite expecting.
For her part, Paige got right to the point. �Yes, I spent the night with Ben. And yes, he popped my cherry. Any questions?�
Dawn�s jaw just waggled up and down a couple of times with no sounds coming out. But to her credit, she recovered relatively quickly. �Uh, okay.� She nodded and then focused on moving into the kitchen, opening up the refrigerator.
At first, Dawn grabbed the box of eggs. But with a shaky hand, she let go of it and seemed to decide she either didn�t want eggs or still was in too much shock to actually cook something. So she grabbed the milk and set about making her own bowl of cereal. Paige and I just watched her in silence except for the sounds of corn flakes crunching in our mouths.
Dawn took two bites before she found her voice again. She sat up straight, darting her sparkling blue eyes back and forth between me and Paige before finally turning to me with a stern expression. Her eyes said, �You and me need to talk.�
I blanched at first, but then nodded. She was my best friend. AND she was a girl. Of�course�she�d want details.
But in the meantime, Dawn turned her attention right to Paige with an impish grin on her face. �Did I ever tell you Ben took my virginity, too?�
�No. Really?� Paige was instantly perky and into gossip mode.
My eyebrows shot straight up. They were NOT seriously going to have this conversation, were they?
Dawn just smiled and nodded. �Back when we were sixteen. It was beautiful. How about you? How�d it go?�
�Perrrfect!� Paige exclaimed brightly. �It was even better than I imagined!�
At that point, I just got up and abandoned my bowl of cereal, shaking my head and walking out of the room. I did NOT want to be around while the two girls compared notes.
* * *
Paige spent the entire day with me, never taking off that dress shirt and making it plainly obvious to everyone around that she was my new fashion accessory. I wasn�t actually sure what spent more physical contact with my body that day, my underwear or Paige. We sat together on the couch, with my little redhead either curled up against my side or literally sitting in my lap, her hands always around my arm or my shoulders. She�d never had a �morning after�, this being the first time she�d ever slept in bed with a man; and from the way she was acting, I expected it was an experience she�d want to repeat over and over again. She acted like she never wanted to leave my arms for the rest of our lives.
Adrienne and Dawn sat on the other couch, Dawn chatting with me like her best friend and now chatting with Paige like she was my girlfriend, which I guess, technically, she was. And Adrienne seemed content to leave the overt physical affection to the petite redhead.
Brandi had spent the night at Matt�s place. When she came home, she did a double-take at the four of us in the living room. Paige just smiled radiantly, infinitely proud of herself as she laid her head on my shoulder, hugged me fiercely, and flashed a confirming smile to my older sister.
Brandi just arched an eyebrow at me, smiled, and shook her head knowingly. Then she headed upstairs to change her clothes.
Dayna was a little more blatantly curious when she returned home as well. Rather than immediately go upstairs to change, the blonde bombshell sat down right beside us and asked for verbal confirmation that we�d hooked up. When Paige stated that she was my new girlfriend, Dayna promptly asked Adrienne, �And you?�
Adrienne smiled and nodded. �Yes, I�m still his girlfriend, too.�
�You lucky dog, you,� Dayna grinned at me before looking at Dawn and jerking her thumb back to me. �How come you couldn�t figure out how to pull this off?�
Dawn just blushed and looked down. �Dayna, don�t go there,� Dawn replied quietly.
�Fine, fine,� Dayna shrugged before glancing back and forth between Dawn and Adrienne. �Does, uh, she know all the �details�?�
I stiffened in mild nervousness. From the innuendo in Dayna�s voice, she was asking if Paige knew I was occasionally fucking Dayna and Brandi as well. The Dayna part, I thought my newest girlfriend might understand. But I really had no idea how Paige�s sense of morality would respond to the notion of me fucking my own sister.
Adrienne blushed and shook her head. �Uh, not yet, no.�
�Are you going to tell her?� Dayna continued.
Well NOW it looked like I wouldn�t have a choice. I glared at Dayna and sighed. �Yeah, when the time is right.�
Paige quickly sensed there was an inside conversation going on around her. �Uh, Ben? Know all the details about what?�
�Later, later,� I soothed, patting Paige�s leg.
�Are you hiding something from your girlfriend already?� she pouted.
�Later,� I emphasized. �There�s a LOT we still need to talk about.�
�Oh, poo.�
Dayna just chuckled and then finally excused herself to head upstairs.
After them, Gwen and Robin arrived to hang out, both friends expressing quite a bit of surprise at the new nature of Paige�s and my relationship. We all waited for Gwen�s indignant comments, but they never came.
Robin even asked, �What? You�re not going to complain about how Paige gets to nail him and you don�t?�
Gwen just blushed and smiled at her friends. �I�m good. Rick was very romantic last night. Thanks for setting us up, Adrienne.�
My girlfriend (uh, the blonde girlfriend) just smiled. �No problem. He seemed like a good guy, just not my type. I�m glad he�s yours.�
I darted my eyes to Adrienne, my eyes communicating my own little joke: �Not your type? What,�male?�
Adrienne apparently got the message and just rolled her eyes at me.
On the other hand, some of Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends were less affable about the new relationship. Angela Chan and Monique St. Claire stopped by to visit their friends. Angela just waved but Monique, as was her habit, came by to brush her hands against my cheek and make some flirty comment. Paige had been around plenty of times before when Monique had done it; but on this day she headed off the French babe by throwing her arms around me and growling, �Back off bitch. This one�s mine now!�
Monique stopped dead in her tracks with a look of shock as she only now noticed that Paige had crawled into my lap. She slid her gaze across to Adrienne, who simply smiled and shrugged.
�Aww,� Monique pouted, puffing up her bee-stung lips and folding her arms beneath her Double-D breasts. �I guess I�ll just have to wait for Dayna�s next party. Or should I just drop by unannounced with a blindfold?�
I blushed beet red, something Paige did not fail to notice. My new girlfriend turned to me with a questioning look. �Do I wanna know?�
�Later, later.�
�Everything is �later�!� Paige complained.
Monique just giggled at my predicament and gave me a knowing wink. Then she joined Angela in heading upstairs.
Paige waited all of three seconds once the older girls were both gone, sliding off my lap and looking at me sternly. �Oh my word, Ben!� she exclaimed. �Have you fucked her, TOO?�
My nervous wince apparently was answer enough.
�Ben! When? How? Exactly how many secrets have you been keeping from us?�
I paled and glanced around at my friends. With Ryan and Bert at their respective homes in the East Bay, it was just me and the five girls, three of whom had no idea some of the things that went on in this house. �Every man has his secrets, Red,� I told Paige.
�If we�re going to keep doing this, you�re gonna have to let me in,� Paige pouted. �I�m not actually jealous or anything; I KNOW you�re a big flirt and I KNOW you�ve bedded a lot of girls before me. But is it too much to ask for a little honesty? After all, I AM one of your girlfriends now, aren�t I?�
I sighed and looked at Adrienne. �Did you figure on this when you came up with your little plan?�
The stunning blonde blushed. �Not exactly.� Then she glanced at Gwen and Robin, who were studying us intently. �But nothing ever stays a secret for very long anyways.�
�Guys...� Gwen was the first to venture in a low voice. �What is she talking about?�
Dawn piped up. �I�think that�s our cue to go.� She stood up, gesturing to Gwen and Robin. �Come on girls. Let�s find lunch.�
�But�� Gwen whined.
�I�ll explain. I promise,� Dawn said firmly.
�Dawnnn...� Adrienne intoned with a slight concern in her voice.
�Relax, A.D.,� Dawn turned around. �I�ll handle it.�
Adrienne thought about it and then nodded in agreement. While she and Dawn had never quite become best friends or anything, she was still confident enough in Dawn to trust the girl would keep our secrets.
Then Dawn, Gwen, and Robin left. And that made it Adrienne�s cue to leave as well. �I told Grace I�d meet up with her for lunch.�
Paige smiled happily. Any time she would be left alone with me she would be happy. And Adrienne came around to give me a deep, nuclear kiss to remind me that she still loved me.
The kiss helped, but a knot still formed in my gut. �Are you coming home tonight?� I asked softly, unable to even look at Adrienne as I waited for her answer.
There was a long pause of silence ... too long. I felt my heartbeat speeding up and a magnetic tug telling me to look over at her while I forced myself to keep my eyes averted, lest the sight of Adrienne actually make me start to cry.
I didn�t look at her. And after another few seconds, Adrienne replied just as softly, �I don�t know.�
And then Adrienne left. Paige squeezed tighter around my arm, rubbing her nose against my cheek. I exhaled and wrapped my arm tighter around the pretty redhead�s waist, pondering my situation. Here I sat with a beautiful young woman I felt very close to, and who was madly in love with me...
... And yet I still felt a little lonely.
* * *
Fortunately, with time and Paige�s enthusiasm, my sense of loneliness evaporated beneath an abundance of affection from my little redheaded fireball. The instant Adrienne left, Paige eagerly grabbed my hand and dragged me into my bedroom.
�Ooh! Ooh! Let�s do it AGAIN!� the redhead cheered excitedly, already unbuttoning my dress shirt that she�d been wearing all day.
�Whoa! Whoa!� I waved her off, right about the same time my stomach rumbled quite loudly. Everyone else had left to get food, and as much as I loved sex, it was rather hard to perform on an empty stomach. And besides... �Paige, wait. We gotta talk about this. Last night was wonderful, really. But it was also really,�really�risky. Do you know that?�
Paige wrinkled her nose and frowned. She exhaled slowly, seeming to deflate at the same time. �You�re talking about pregnancy, aren�t you?�
�Exactly when was your last period?� I bit my lip nervously.
Paige puffed upwards, blowing one of her own bangs off her forehead as she sat down on my bed and folded her arms over her chest. She�d gotten the buttons undone halfway, revealing a tantalizing slice of bare skin down the middle; but I couldn�t actually see any of her goodies. �Uh, thirteen days ago. Exactly.�
�Are you pretty regular?�
Paige shrugged, sounding downbeat. She knew where I was going with this. �Yeah.�
�So we�re smack in the middle of your peak fertility.�
�It�s not like you came inside me.�
I sighed. �Stuff leaks.�
�But Bennn...� she whined like a little kid being denied her favorite toy. �We just got�started.�
�And we probably shouldn�t have.� I shook my head, nightmares of Allie Sanders sobbing flashing through my mind. I�d been really reckless last night. �We can�t have unprotected sex anymore. Not during your fertile times.�
�But you�ll still fuck my ass?� Paige asked hopefully, looking so adorably innocent. It was both strange and deliciously naughty to see this very young-looking girl wearing a half-unbuttoned men�s dress shirt, twisting in place with her hands clasped behind her back and asking me to fuck her ass.
I nodded with an amazed expression on my face. �Uh, yeah. I can handle that. You really can�t use condoms?�
Paige shook her head in the negative.
�Diaphragm? Something else?�
�Nope and nope.�
�Should I even bother asking about getting on the pill?�
Paige shook her head. �I�m Catholic.� Her tone said: �discussion over�.
I sighed. �Yeah, explain that. Aren�t you not supposed to have premarital sex, either?�
Paige shrugged and flipped her hair back off her shoulders while hopping onto the edge of the bed. �It�s complicated.�
I exhaled and sat down beside her. �Tell me. Because if we�re going to keep doing this, I need to know what else we ... can�t ... do.�
Paige nodded. And then she explained ... ish.
I�ll never quite understand Catholic rules; or at the least, I�ll never understand Paige�s interpretation of them. As she put it, her virginity was irreparably lost when she experienced sexual pleasure for the first time, even though it was masturbation. So since she couldn�t be married as a true �virgin�, she decided she might as well enjoy the physical pleasure.
Even then, she said she wanted to protect her maidenhead as her pussy was her most sacred part of her body. She knew she would end up having vaginal intercourse sometime during college, but she wanted to save it for someone really special, and that turned out to be me. It started when I came to her rescue. And she firmly decided it over the next six months.
So she�d remained a virgin throughout High School. But that didn�t mean she�d been as pure as the driven snow.
That part piqued my interest. �Yeah. You said you knew �stuff�. And you certainly showed it last night.�
Paige gave me a wry grin. �What? Disappointed that I�m not the na�ve, innocent little virgin you were expecting?�
�Not disappointed. And you DID keep insisting that you knew �stuff�. But I have to admit I�m very curious as to how.�
�Why Ben? Are you asking about my sexual history? That�s kinda private, isn�t it? And�you�haven�t exactly been forthcoming with me about your sexual past.�
�Fine, fine,� I waved her off. �I don�t need to know.�
She giggled. �But I think you�should�know. You�re my boyfriend now, Ben. We�re not supposed to keep secrets from each other.�
I arched an eyebrow at her naivet�. �We�ve been together for less than 24-hours, Paige. Like it or not, we�re not at the full disclosure-level of commitment just yet.�
�But I�want�to tell you,� she pouted. �I want you to know about me and understand me.�
I shrugged. �I�m not going to stop you from telling me.�
Paige shook her head vehemently. �Doesn�t work like that.�
�And you would know from what dating experience?� I arched an eyebrow and grinned.
The cute redhead just pouted again, this time looking seriously hurt. She didn�t say anything. She didn�t have to. Somehow ... some way ... Paige managed to ape the�exact�same look Brooke would give me when she wanted to get her way.
My heart melted. And all I could do was sigh and say, �Okay. We�ll share. Let�s go get lunch and we�ll talk and get to know each other a little bit more intimately. Fair enough? You tell me what you want and ... well, I can�t tell you�everything. That wouldn�t be fair to the girls I�ve been with and I have to respect them. But I�ll be open about it. Fair enough?�
Paige didn�t reply verbally. She just launched herself into my arms with a happy smile.
* * *
�Holy fucking�hell...� I groaned, flopping onto my back, lest I crush Paige beneath my heavy weight. My body was covered in a fine sheen of sweat and I was panting like a race horse. And my head flopped back as my spine turned to jello.
I hadn�t held back. I didn�t treat her delicately. I didn�t need to. Ten hours ago, I�d thought Paige l was a too-young, inexperienced kid. I�d thought I would need to slowly introduce her into the world of carnal pleasure, lest I overwhelm her with all the new things she would be experiencing for the first time.
I didn�t think that anymore.
It had taken all day to tell her story. First, we headed back to Paige�s dorm so she could change into some fresh clothing and also pack an overnight bag. My new girlfriend made clear under no uncertain terms that she was spending the night with me again, whether Adrienne returned or not. We then picked up lunch and returned back to the house to continue our conversation. And what an eye-opening conversation it had been.
I�d planned for Paige and I to take our time sharing our histories. Over the course of our Freshman year, we�d already talked about our High School experiences and friends and whatnot. Those sorts of things had just come up in casual conversation. And I thought that my new girlfriend and I would slowly peel back the layers like an onion over the next several days or weeks or whatever as we became more and more intimate.
It didn�t work that way. Paige sat me down and practically gave me her life�s sexual history all at once. She�d started masturbating at twelve. That was when she realized she was sinning and tried to stop. She felt guilty all the time and she read scripture telling her that her virginity was �irreparably lost�. At first, she tried to just repent and �become� a better person. But she couldn�t help the way she felt and how horny she kept getting. So after a while, just accepted that she would never get her virginity back, and just decided to enjoy what she could. After all, if God made her feel this good, how could it really be bad?
At this point, I sighed and checked the clock, wondering how long Paige was going to ramble. So far, all of Paige�s talk of �sinning� and �repenting� and �God� pretty much took any arousal completely OUT of my body.
She put all the arousal right back in with what came next.
Paige told me she�d had sex with someone else for the first time when she was fourteen. Obviously, I�d both seen and felt her hymen when I popped her, so I was curious as to what she meant. And she explained that she defined �sex� as�anything�sexual, from masturbation to petting and on. And her first time having sex was with her best friend, Vicky.
Well, picturing a 14-year-old Paige getting jiggy with another Catholic schoolgirl brought my attention firmly back to my new girlfriend�s narrative. Paige and Vicky started by masturbating together, then masturbating each other, and eventually they were kissing while fondling each other�s body. Most of the time, one or the other�s parents were just downstairs while they did this, never suspecting a thing. After all, they were good Catholic girls. Paige and Vicky even got to oral sex after they turned fifteen before Vicky had to transfer to another school.
Meanwhile, Paige�s body had been developing and she�d begun noticing how men and boys would look at her. Her school was not a boarding school, meaning she still returned home every day. And while she was careful never to actually let someone get near enough to touch her, she really got a thrill out of teasing and flirting whether at the market or around her neighborhood.
When she was sixteen, a young priest just out of the seminary had joined her school. Paige didn�t go into details, but she fell madly in love with the handsome, older man. Bursting with hormones, she seduced him and convinced him that he was falling in love with her, too. She taught him how to eat her pussy. Neither of them had any experience with blowjobs, but they learned together. And in the heat of passion, Paige even wanted him to fuck her.
But the priest absolutely refused. His conscience was already frayed from what he was doing, and Paige thought that he was about to break things off with her completely. That�s when she convinced him to fuck her ass.
�He assfucked me twice a week for almost six months,� Paige said in a deep, husky voice, a stark contrast to her normal bubbly tone. �I would lube myself up before leaving the house, feeling the squishiness in my ass all day as I sat in my seat, only half-paying attention to the teacher while I daydreamed about the fucking I would get later on. As soon as I got to his office, I would bend over his desk and let him take my panties down to my knees before he seized my hips and roughly took me. And then I would spend the rest of the day feeling my panties being soaked by both his and my cum running out of my holes.�
I just groaned and let my jaw hang open while Paige slid a hand inside her blouse to rub her own breast. Her eyes were glassy and unfocused as she was clearly lost in her memories.
But after another moment of silence, she flicked her eyes to mine, her irises burning with undisguised lust. �So you see, I may look like an innocent little girl; but inside I�m just a depraved, sinful slut,� Paige breathed. �You won�t have to be gentle with me, lover. Just take me, hold me down hard, and fuck the everlasting shit out of me! Okay?�
I nearly did.
Paige groaned into my mouth as I attacked it, plunging my tongue into her throat as I rolled on top of her. Her wrists were soon in my claws as I pinned her down and ground my erection against her mound. And she simply whimpered happily and bucked her hips up to get more stimulation against her crotch.
I almost ripped her clothes off, but something told me not to do it. After all, we weren�t done with the story yet.
So slowly, holding Paige�s body in my arms, I kissed her one final time on her nose before sagging back and saying, �You said you were only with the priest for like six months. What happened?�
Paige smiled devilishly and shook her head. �Nuh-uh. Your turn.�
I just smiled and thought about where to start.
* * *
Paige never told me the name of the priest, so it only seemed fair that I held some names back as well. For example, I mentioned the older neighbor who�d taught me how to make love, but I didn�t tell her Keira�s name.
I didn�t mind telling Paige about my first girlfriend Megan, or that I�d briefly dated Cassidy at the same time as well. Those stories gave Paige hope that we could make this two-girlfriend thing work. And my new second girlfriend found my history with Adrienne � from seduction to nottogether to roommates at college � to be absolutely fascinating. I didn�t give away any of Adrienne�s secrets, but Paige was clearly in awe of the roller coaster I�d been through. And along the way she bent over and slurped my cock into her mouth, bringing me to a single pleasant ejaculation which she swallowed down and then panted happily.
We got dinner then. I proved I wasn�t completely useless in the kitchen by making spaghetti, although I was limited to boiling water for the noodles, browning ground beef, and using store-bought sauce. Matt and Brandi even joined us, my big sister ribbing me about ME cooking for HER just once.
It was Paige�s turn after that. I�d been imagining some scandalous end to her affair with the priest, him being caught and excommunicated or something like that. It wasn�t quite that drastic. The 22-year-old man DID leave the clergy, but it was because he couldn�t cope with what he was doing and resigned for �personal reasons�, not because they�d been caught.
Paige then seduced a neighborhood boy around her own age, manipulating him with her body at every turn for a few months until she bored of him. She wouldn�t LET that boy fuck her pussy, but she still enjoyed regular assfucks and dreamed of finding her strong, handsome white knight.
In the meantime, she got her hands on a vibrator and used it on her own ass and clit to get herself off. She started sleeping with another girl from her school. And she still got her thrills out of teasing every man in sight. By the time she was graduating High School, she convinced her parents she needed to learn more about the real world and they let her go to Berkeley. And when she got here, she started hitting up every party she could find, which ultimately led her to me.
I thought we were done then, but Paige wanted me to explain about Dawn. And as winding my narrative was about Adrienne, I found myself at almost a complete loss on how to explain my relationship with my lifelong best friend. �It�s...�really�complicated,� I stated.
�The best relationships always are,� Paige sighed dreamily.
So I started in the beginning, growing up side-by-side, quite literally. I spoke of sharing cribs and fighting over toys as toddlers (supposedly; I don�t remember per se). I spoke of summer camp and sexual discovery. I spoke of our brief decision to become boyfriend/girlfriend just before our Senior year of High School; and of the decision soon after to let each other go.
I went quiet for a long time after that, contemplating the myriad twists and turns in my relationship with Dawn and how we�d eventually come to be the friends we were today.
Paige left me to my silence, but after a few minutes, she put her hand on top of mine and asked softly, �You still love her, don�t you?�
I shrugged. �Of course. We�ll love each other forever.�
�No.� Paige shook her head. �I mean, you still LOVE her.�
I sighed, exhaling a long, long deep breath. �Like I said: It�s complicated.�
We both went silent for another a minute. And then my cute redheaded girlfriend simply rolled on top of me, kissing me firmly and drowning away my thoughts in a sea of affectionate bliss.
When Paige pulled away, my focus had already returned to her instead of Dawn. And then she got that impish twinkle in her eye again as she sat up, grabbed her bag, and said, �Stay right here. I�ll be right back.�
* * *
Almost ten hours ago, I�d thought Paige l was a too-young, inexperienced kid. My perception of her was colored by her petite size, youthful face, and happy-go-lucky demeanor. This was further reinforced by the simple fact that yes, Paige WAS inexperienced when it came to a lot of the innuendo and cultural attitudes we encountered on a daily basis around a melting pot like Berkeley. She�d simply grown up sheltered from the real world outside. In this sense, I�d been right.
Paige also didn�t understand guys very well. She�d been segregated from them for the most part, going to an all-girl�s school. She didn�t interact with many of them around her neighborhood, not regularly at least, to the point where she said she�d never had a real male �friend� until Bert and me. She just didn�t understand the mental makeup of a teenaged boy, other than that they were sexual creatures easily teased by her flirtations. And upon arrival at Berkeley, she�d promptly gone out on a reckless pursuit of �fun� without knowing what she was getting herself into. In retrospect, she was damn lucky she hadn�t experienced more incidents like the one I�d rescued her from.
So I�d thought I would need to slowly introduce her into the world of carnal pleasure, lest I overwhelm her with all the new things she would be experiencing for the first time. In this sense, I�d been totally wrong. This innocent-looking schoolgirl had been an absolute hellion between the sheets for our only sexual encounter; and while she hadn�t slept with many different people, she was no stranger to fucking.
So when Paige came back to my bedroom, I now saw her for the way she really was: innocent and sweet at first glance, but alluringly sexy beneath the surface. Her current outfit exemplified this perfectly, and I felt my heart thumping so hard it nearly burst from my chest.
Paige�s dark auburn hair was up in twin pigtails. She�d re-dressed into her Catholic schoolgirl uniform, but the starched white blouse was unbuttoned halfway down her chest with the black tie undone, exposing a gaping expanse of creamy white flesh that proved she wasn�t wearing a bra. The plaid skirt was pulled high, ending just below her crotch so that I could see plenty of silky thighs between where her knee-high white socks ended and the skirt�s hem began. Black saddle shoes finished off the slutty schoolgirl attire, and then I brought my gaze back up to her pretty face, where she gave me such an intoxicating look of seduction that my breath was taken away.
Britney Spears: eat your heart out.
In that moment, I felt like a dirty old man, even though Paige was a month older than me. It was so�wrong, so depraved.
So...�sinful...
I pitied the poor priest, just out of seminary, who�d found himself like a deer in the headlights before a 16-year-old Paige�s raw sexuality.
Her deep blue eyes were sparkling as she watched me staring at her. Her cute face was twisted into a sensual smile and her gaze dropped down to the tent forming in my jeans. And then staring at my crotch the entire time, she reached down to the hem of her skirt and lifted it up, exposing her pretty pink pussy to view, unblocked by any form of undergarments.
�I�ve been a naughty girl,� Paige said in a girlishly cute voice. �I must be punished. Please, sir. Will you spank me?�
I must have blanked out then. It�s not that I went unconscious or anything; it�s just that my memory is a little hazy on exactly what happened next.
I remember the high pitch of Paige�s squeal, loud enough and sharp enough to deafen my ears.
I remember the stinging pain in my own hand as I pulled it away from Paige�s bare buttcheeks, reddened by my repeated slaps.
I remember the feel of Paige�s heels digging into my naked ass as my cock lined up into position.
And I remember Paige�s cry of delight as my pelvic bone slammed into her crotch, my dick buried seven-and-three-quarter inches inside her naked pussy. If I hadn�t broken her maidenhead last night, I certainly would have today. No rationalizations would have stopped me. My rational mind was gone. Something primal had taken control deep inside me. And I no longer cared about the consequences.
I didn�t care that there was no condom separating my dick from her fertile womb. I didn�t care that she was thirteen days removed from her period. I didn�t care that in less than five minutes I felt my balls swelling to the size of grapefruits as they slapped pendulously against this little girl�s ass with every thrust, ready to burst.
I was capable of anything. I was capable of firing away into Paige�s pussy and impregnating her, FUCK the consequences. I didn�t care. I was THAT fucking turned on.
Fortunately for both of us, Paige still had a shred of control left.
She was in the middle of a very improper litany, screaming, �Oh God! Oh God! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!� But at some point she must have noticed the wild look in my eyes as my hips sped up on the final countdown.
Even then, she wasn�t totally against the idea. She mumbled right into my face in our appropriately-named missionary position. �Oh, Ben! I want it! I want to feel it! But you shouldn�t! You shouldn�t!�
At first, it looked like I would continue not to care. My hands roughly held Paige�s shoulders, pinning her beneath me. There was no way she could prevent me from blasting away inside her unprotect womb. But as the tension built and I readied myself to fire away, a sliver of my mind woke up.
�FUUUUCKKK!!!� I roared in a cataclysmic mix of arousal, frustration, and ecstasy. At the last moment, I yanked myself out, knee-walked forward until I was straddling Paige�s chest, and grabbed her face in my hands.
The smaller girl had no choice beneath the power in my hands. I pried her mouth open and jerked her face forward, cramming the first few inches of my dick in between her lips. And then I let fly.
�ARRRGHHH!!!� I yelled as the first volley burst forth, rapidly filling up Paige�s mouth while she desperately tried to swallow. Then the second volley ... and the third ... and on and on.
She couldn�t keep up, coughing somewhere around four or five as dribbles of creamy spunk leaked out around her lips and began running down her chin. She looked deliciously vulnerable, tears rolling out from her eyes and her mascara beginning to run while my jizz trickled out from the corner of her mouth. And STILL the animal inside me was not satisfied.
I had not removed a single article of Paige�s clothing. She was still in uniform, although her blouse had been ripped open to expose her perky tits and her skirt was now more of a wide belt around her waist. And after dismounting her chest, I reached down to a long-sock covered leg, roughly flipping the petite schoolgirl over onto her belly and jerking her around by her black saddle shoes until she was face-down and pointed away from me. And then flipping up the back of her skirt and exposing her small, tiny ass to the open air, I grabbed the tube of KY jelly out of the nightstand, pressed the nozzle against Paige�s asshole, and unceremoniously squeezed.
Paige moaned as she felt the cool lube squirting up her anal channel. She gasped for air, still recovering from the load of cum I�d blasted down her throat, but she managed to croak, �Take me, lover! Take my ass! Fuck it! Fuck me!�
I only paused to spread her legs to the sides before gripping her hips and lunging downward, skewering Paige�s asshole in a powerful thrust with my still-hard cock. At first, her extreme tightness was almost painful on my over-sensitive dick, still recovering from recent orgasm. But I didn�t care. I thrust through my own pain until I felt iron hardness returning into my rod, and then I rabbit-fucked her with wild abandon.
�Fuck me!� Paige screamed. �Sodomize me! I�m your slutty, sinful bitch! Fuck me! Fuck me! Use me! Take me and RAPE ME!�
Even though I�d cum just minutes before, it was all just too much to handle mentally. I reached forward and grabbed Paige�s pigtails, holding onto them tightly as I ravaged her little body. I humped and thrust and powered my way through her tight asshole with a complete lack of control, drooling even onto the mattress beside her head. And then at last, my balls uncorked and I blasted her rectum full of cum for the second time since last night.
When I collapsed flat on top of her back, Paige was still grunting out her latest orgasm, trembling softly before pulling her hand up from her own crotch and delicately licking at her fingers. �Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned,� she whimpered softly, her face turned away from me. �But it was sooo fucking�good.�
Only then did my conscious mind return to me. My eyes fluttered as I realized what I had just done, and how violently I�d done it. And I was filled with a kind of remorse over how I�d just used and abused her little body.
�Holy fucking�hell...� I groaned, flopping onto my back, lest I crush Paige beneath my heavy weight. My body was covered in a fine sheen of sweat and I was panting like a race horse. And my head flopped back as my spine turned to jello.
Paige turned her head to face me, a wide smile on her face. She grinned and then said, �I am going to LOVE being your girlfriend!�
* * *
We took a shower together, and despite Paige�s earlier optimism, she expressed some disappointment with me when I didn�t seem up for another round of sex. �Aww ... Adrienne said you were always good for three ejaculations, usually more,� Paige pouted.
I just panted and leaned my head into the shower spray. �I�m not sure I�m used to going at it quite that�hard,� I groaned. �Think of it this way, Red: You can say you�re the first girl to completely wipe me out after only two orgasms.�
Paige grinned widely, looking quite happy with that sentiment. �Well, only two for you. God, I lost track of how many times�I�came!�
Eventually, we ended up back in bed together. Above us, either Brandi or Dayna had been inspired by what they heard earlier, because Paige and I could hear some more fucking going on upstairs. But I really was wiped out and we simply spooned together, Paige seeming almost more thrilled by the cuddling than the sex.
�You know that last night was my very first night sleeping with a guy?� Paige had said happily. �I could get used to this part!�
I smiled and stroked her hair. But right then, I remembered who my normal bed partner was: Adrienne. And as I wondered where she was, a melancholic sense of loneliness returned to me.
I loved Adrienne. I was IN love with her. And she was supposedly still my girlfriend. So of course, I missed her presence. Last night had been the first time she hadn�t slept with me, and facing a second night without her in my arms felt incredibly saddening. Things just didn�t quite feel right.
Paige picked up on my radically changed mood. The petite redhead turned in my grasp and looked up at me. �Hey. What�s wrong?�
I sighed, giving my new girlfriend a wan smile. �Nothing. It�s okay,� I said quietly.
�You miss Adrienne, don�t you?� Paige said softly. I was amazed how perceptive she could be, and I wondered sometimes how much of her unaware innocence was real and how much was just part of her act.
I didn�t answer right away. But I frowned and looked away, lost in my thoughts. And it turned out, I didn�t have to answer. Two seconds later, the bedroom door opened, and there she was.
�Hi, Paige,� Adrienne said warmly. And then the stunningly gorgeous blonde turned to look at me. Her voice was decidedly different, more intense, as she said, �Hi, Ben.�
�Hi...� I said softly, feeling an upwelling in my heart. She was here. She�d come home. She�d come back to me.
Adrienne�s hair was a little damp. She�d clearly showered elsewhere. But she said nothing and I didn�t ask as she quickly changed into her pajamas and then came to the bed.
I rolled onto my back, holding open my right arm while cinching my left tighter around Paige. The petite redhead turned to pillow herself on my left shoulder and look across me at Adrienne as the statuesque blonde raised the covers and slid onto my other side. And once I had both beautiful girls in my arms, I lay my head back against the pillow.
NOW all was right in the world.
* * *
�So how does it work?� Dawn hooked her thumbs through the shoulder straps of her backpack. There was a suggestive wiggle in her eyebrows, barely visible beneath the brim of her Cal baseball cap. Dawn�s sunny blonde hair was in a ponytail passing through the hole in the back of the cap, swishing cutely with every step to mirror the way her delicate, dangling earrings bounced along as well.
I sighed and shook my head, knowing exactly which subject we were talking about. It was a Monday and the first real time Dawn and I were alone, as we headed up to our first class together. �I don�t know yet. This is all so new.�
�You�ve dated two girls before. With ... ah ... Megan and Cassidy, right?�
I nodded. �But this is completely different.�
�Why?�
�Different personalities. A whole different vibe. For one thing, dating Megan and Cassidy really felt like we were all a �triple�. I mean, they weren�t bisexual or anything; but Megan and Cassidy were best friends and the three of us went everywhere together.�
�And Adrienne and Paige aren�t friends?�
I shook my head. �Not like Megan and Cassidy. This isn�t a triple. This is two completely separate dating relationships.�
Dawn grinned. �But you still must have had some fun with the both of them in your bed at the same time.�
I sighed forlornly. �Even that didn�t happen.�
�Really?� My best friend looked surprised. �I know Adrienne�s wanted to seduce Paige for months. She just wouldn�t because she knew you wouldn�t approve � your whole Champion Defender of the innocent thing. What�s wrong, Paige not into girls?�
I shook my head. �Exact opposite, this time. Saturday night the three of us spent the night together. When we woke up, Paige was all excited for a threesome. Said she hadn�t fooled around with a girl since her Junior year in High School. But Adrienne was the one who left the bed.�
�What?� Dawn looked shocked. �Are we sure we�re talking about the same Adrienne? Turning down a cute redhead like that?�
I nodded. �She said she wanted to, but that she�d promised Grace she wouldn�t. I�m the only one she�s allowed to fuck without Grace being around. It�s a part of their new, committed relationship.�
Dawn whistled. �So Adrienne�s really serious about this new girlfriend. She�s even going monogamous; well, monogamous plus you. Dayna�s going to be heartbroken.�
I rolled my eyes. Dayna would survive. But sharing girls was such an integral part of mine and Adrienne�s sex life, and I wasn�t sure how this would change us. True, Adrienne promised we�d have more threesomes with the lissome Korean babe, but I thought her girl-monogamy might be awkward the next time both she and Paige wanted to spend the night with me.
�Speaking of monogamy,� Dawn asked. �What�s Paige think of your extra-curricular sex life?�
I shrugged. �We talked yesterday. Apparently Adrienne laid down the ground rules before sending her after me. Quote, �Ben is not monogamous by nature�, unquote. Paige already knew about me and Dayna. She knows about the occasional threesomes with Grace. And Adrienne told her she�s going to have to accept that other opportunities will present themselves to me.�
Dawn arched an eyebrow. �And Paige is cool with that?�
I nodded. �Surprisingly: yes. Paige was serious when she said she�d take whatever she could get from me and not try to hold me back. Hell, she just hopes I�d let her join in. That girl really, really wants to cut loose after eighteen years of Catholic restrictions.�
Dawn shook her head wryly. �You�re getting spoiled by these girls, Ben. They�re making themselves very vulnerable before you.�
�I know,� I moaned. �I at least told Paige I would always be honest with her, never hiding things.�
�Really? Nothing?� Dawn looked at me curiously. �What about Brandi?�
I chuckled and shook my head. �You�d never believe it.�
�What?� Dawn�s eyes popped open as she got the implication in my voice. Once again, we were on the same wavelength and she read me perfectly. �Paige already knew?� she exclaimed in disbelief.
I nodded in confirmation. �You be careful around her. That girl is a LOT more perceptive than she lets on. And she�s spent enough time in the house to figure out a LOT of things.�
�What did she say?�
�That�s the amazing part.� I shook my head, STILL in disbelief. �Paige said, and I quote: �Father Abraham married his sister. And Lot fathered the Moabites and the Ammonites with his daughters.��
�Huh?� Dawn looked at me like I�d just spoken Chinese.
I smiled and shook my head. �Nevermind. The point is: Paige is fine with me and Brandi.�
Dawn whistled. �How do you find these girls, Ben?�
�I have no idea. They always seem to find me.�
* * *
It was almost dinnertime when Dawn and I returned to the house. Usually at this time, Brandi or Dayna would be in the kitchen prepping dinner, various members of my freshman crew would be lounging around the living room, and Adrienne would be anxiously waiting to see me after a full day spent apart.
Not today.
The place seemed absolutely deserted. Ryan had a group project tonight and he would be heading straight home when it was done. Bert had made plans to �study� at Robin�s dorm room. And Gwen had been spending more and more time with her new boyfriend Rick and his group of friends. And of course, Adrienne was probably with Grace.
I looked at Dawn and arched an eyebrow. Words weren�t needed; she felt the same thing I did. �Weird, huh?�
My best friend nodded. �So much has changed since last semester. That�s cool. I�ll make us something for dinner.�
With that, we headed to our respective bedrooms to drop off our bags, but when we got outside the doors, a low, feminine moan quite obviously wafted through my bedroom door.
Dawn and I froze, and then Dawn arched an eyebrow in surprise. �Did Adrienne bring Grace by again?�
I shook my head in the negative. I had already recognized the voice. �That was Paige.�
Another moan flittered through. Dawn gasped and rolled her eyes. �And THAT was Dayna.�
I didn�t wait any longer before twisting the knob and slowly pushing my door open. A chorus of musical giggles started up and then both Dawn and I poked our heads in. My jaw dropped immediately.
�Hi, Ben!� Paige chirped happily. My cute redheaded girlfriend was completely naked and perched on all fours. Lying beside her was an equally naked Brandi, flat on her back and panting at the ceiling with Paige�s left hand still rubbing her breast. And between Brandi�s legs was Dayna while the naked, busty blonde slowly pumped a glass dildo in and out of my sister�s snatch.
The three girls all turned to look at us and Paige continued, �Dayna�s showing me how to eat pussy. I�ve done it before, but she�s teaching me things I never even imagined!�
�Don�t let her fool you,� Dayna laughed. �Your little redhead is a natural.�
I just blinked rapidly, scarcely believing what I was seeing. And then Paige sat upright on her knees, opening her arms to me invitingly. �Come play with us, Ben! The girls were just telling me about creampies. I�ve never done it before. And wouldn�t it just be so...�sinful�... for me to suck your semen out of your big sister?�
�But don�t swallow it. Keep it in your mouth and then feed it back to me on your tongue. That�s �snowballing�,� Brandi added in a husky voice.
[SPROING!]
I was already leaning forward to dive in, but Dawn�s presence beside me stopped my forward momentum. I paused and turned to her, a hopeful smile on my face. �Come join us?�
But the beautiful blonde shook her head. �Nah. You go ahead, Ben. Your girls are waiting.�
I blinked twice, rapidly. Ever since Dayna�s blindfolded orgy, I�d never even seen Dawn naked, let alone had her be a part of the same group sex act. �C�mon ... It�ll be fun. Aren�t you the least bit curious about Paige?�
�Yeah! C�mon!� Paige encouraged eagerly.
Dawn flashed her crystal blue eyes at the petite redhead, momentary lust flashing across her eyes. We did think alike, and I knew she�d had a fantasy or two about nailing Paige in her schoolgirl outfit. But Dawn turned and hugged me, her lips finding the back of my neck as she pecked me tenderly. �Go have fun. I�ll have dinner ready when you guys are done.� And then she turned and headed into her own bedroom.
I felt a momentary twinge of disappointment, but then Dayna was beside me, closing the bedroom door and grabbing hold of my shirt. My eyes yo-yoed down to her impressive tits and I let the blonde bombshell drag me towards the bed. �C�mon, stud. We haven�t fucked all of 2003 and I intend to make up for lost time.�
* * *
Two days later, Dawn and I returned to the house and found Gwen, Robin, and Bert already in the living room, doing their homework. I went into my own bedroom as well, setting my backpack down next to the desk while reaching above it to the shelf that held my Intro to Finance textbook. That�s when something from underneath the desk grabbed at my leg.
I�m sorry to say I yelped like a little girl, so surprised was I by the gripping force wrapped around my leg. It was like something out of a horror movie, and I half-expected to be dragged down into some supernatural underworld filled with monsters and demons.
But the hands grabbing me sat me down in the desk chair and started opening up my fly, and only then did I realize this wasn�t some supernatural monster out to get me.
�Paige!� I hissed once the petite redhead giggled, giving away her identity.
She didn�t answer except to yank my jeans down to my ankles and roll the desk chair forward while she opened her mouth and fed upon my still-limp (but growing) dick.
�What the hell?� I exclaimed, still in shock. Adrenaline raced through my veins.
Dawn was soon at the open bedroom door. �You okay, Ben? I thought I heard a squeal. Kinda girly if you ask me.�
�Uh ... uh ... I�m fine. I�ll be out in a minute,� I stammered. And then Paige gave me a particularly good suck, forcing me to let out an uncontrollable groan.
Dawn stepped into the bedroom and arched an eyebrow. �You sure you�re okay?�
I blinked and stuttered, my eyes wild. And then somehow Dawn figured it out. After all, we were both used to seeing Paige waiting for me in the house on a day like this. �Ahhh...� My best friend grinned, realization (ahem) dawning on her.
And then while my lower jaw quivered in mixed panic and pleasurable excitement, Dawn merely winked at me and backed into the hallway, pulling my door shut. �Have fun you two,� she said.
�Thanks, Dawn!� Paige called from underneath my desk. And as the door clicked shut, my impish little pixie resumed her fantastic blowjob.
MARCH 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Woooo!!!� Paige cheered, thrusting her arms into the air. It was a Saturday night and the petite redhead was flat on her back, having unbuttoned her Catholic schoolgirl blouse halfway up from the bottom. The lower edge of her white bra was showing just above her completely bare belly.
Well, it wasn�t�completely�bare. There was, after all, quite a bit of chocolate sauce circled around her navel and the young freshman girl hissed when the cold Jim Beam whiskey was poured into the center of it. And then she started giggling uncontrollably when Kerri Trainor licked up a healthy amount of both substances before moving to Paige�s face, the two hot redheads swapping spit, chocolate, and whiskey between their mouths.
�You ever realize she was this crazy?� I asked Adrienne, who was standing between me and Grace, her hands holding onto both of our arms to either side of her.
Adrienne giggled. �Well, I thought she had�potential. She certainly has been cutting loose lately.�
�Long as she doesn�t go TOO crazy.� I sighed.
�That�s what you�re here for,� Adrienne patted my shoulder. �You�re her safety net. As long as you�re around, she knows she can�t get into TOO much trouble.�
�WOOO!!!� Paige was suddenly standing on top of the table, gyrating drunkenly with chocolate and alcohol still smeared across her belly. And then grabbing her shirt and bra, she squealed and yanked both garments up to her neckline, baring her perky titties to everyone�s view.��WOO!!!�
That was far enough. �PAIGE!� I yelled.
Instantly, the redheaded pixie dropped her shirt and pouted. �Oh, poo.�
Three guys around similarly groaned their disapproval. But I merely stepped up to the table and let the light, little girl jump down into my arms. She promptly wrapped her hands around my head and shoved her tongue down my throat, moaning in obvious arousal.
�Fuck me now, Ben!� Paige growled right into my face. �Take me into your bedroom, lube up my tight asshole, and fuck the holy living shit outta me!�
I glanced back just once, to look at Adrienne. But she wasn�t even looking at us. My other gorgeous girlfriend was giggling with Grace, chatting about something while they gazed adoringly into each other�s eyes.
Oh well. I had WAY more than a handful in my arms.
* * *
It was a Tuesday when I said goodbye to Dawn while she headed across campus to rendezvous with Gwen and Robin while I marched for a caf� to meet up with Adrienne and her friends.
I found my girlfriend hip-to-hip and chatting with her girlfriend Grace. �Ohmigod! You DO exist!� My eyes were comically wide open and I raised my arms straight up in the air.
�Stop that,� Adrienne rolled her eyes. �It was only one night.�
�A night apart from you stretches for an eternity inside my heart,� I waved theatrically.
�Didn�t we finish Comparative Lit last semester?� Adrienne grinned, arching an eyebrow at me. She opened her arms for a hug.
I hugged my girlfriend, pecking her on the cheek before letting go and turning to her companion. �Hiii, Grace...� I drawled with a charming smile and let my eyes rove up and down the gorgeous Korean babe�s slender body. As always, she was achingly sexy and I found myself wondering when would be the next time all three of us could get together for some playtime.
Grace batted her long eyelashes at me and smiled perkily. �Hiii, Tiger.�
I smiled back and was about to comment when Misty Madsen and Kim Fukuzaki arrived as well.
�Hey, Ben.�
�Hi, Ben.�
I nodded to the girls and we moved to grab a table. At first, I moved alongside Adrienne, but then I couldn�t help but feel a twinge of annoyance as Grace and Adrienne slid into one side of the booth together, which only fit two. Immediately they were pressing their hips together and giggling cutely while staring adoringly into each other�s eyes. Wasn�t Adrienne still supposed to be MY girlfriend? Didn�t WE used to sit together?
But she was also Grace�s girlfriend now. I wasn�t exactly used to sharing, but I had to accept that. So I looked around for an extra chair and let Misty and Kim slide into the other side of the booth before pulling myself up at the end of the table.
And then I spent the rest of the lunch in a slightly annoyed funk.
Fortunately, Adrienne picked up on my sour mood when we all got up to leave. �Hey, you okay, Tiger?�
I looked at my girlfriend�s beautiful face and picked up on her radiant smile. Smiling back, I nodded and replied, �I�m okay, I�m okay.�
Her hazel eyes clicked back and forth in mine for a few moments. Then she stepped forward and gave me a very firm hug. �I love you, Ben. Always and Forever.�
She said it with such heartfelt emotion, bathing my annoyance in a blanket of warmth. This was what I�d been missing lately. I sighed happily and then patted her back. �Me, too.�
Adrienne pulled back and touched my cheek. �See ya later.� And then giggling, she turned and slipped her hand into Grace�s. And the pair of them headed off for their next classes.
I�d get used to this. After all, it�s only been a few weeks. As long as she loves me.
* * *
I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt Adrienne�s presence before me, and a wave of pure bliss spread across me.
This was heaven.
The morning air was cold against my right cheek, the pillow reassuringly warm against my left. I snuggled deeper into the covers and their cocooning heat while pressing my chest against Adrienne�s back, covered only by a thin layer of cotton. As my senses came alive, the fingers of my left hand reflexively squeezed the large breast I was currently palming, and my left arm snaked beneath her pillow to hold her from the opposite side. My right hand firmed up over her hip, gently holding her in place while I reflexively ground my erection into her panty-covered ass.
Just another morning, the way things had been for almost a year now. Just me and the girl I loved. With my eyes still closed, I squeezed her just a little tighter, a hug of affection. But the pleasant affection soon gave way to primal lust, as fond memories of the many, many times Adrienne and I had made love percolated in my brain. So breathing deeply, I let my head roll forward to push my nose into her hair, smelling her sweet fragrance. And I exhaled softly as my body warmed up to make my erotic dreams into reality.
�Ben,� Adrienne said quietly.
�Hmm?� I mumbled, still not fully awake just yet.
�Your other girlfriend is still here.�
My eyes popped open and I groaned, only now waking up completely and realizing the situation I was in. The clock read only 5:30am and I felt the warmth of Paige�s body snuggling into me from behind. And the simple fact was: Adrienne didn�t want to have sex while Paige was in bed with us. It wasn�t that she was embarrassed; it was just a ground rule Adrienne had laid out for herself and for Grace. If we started fucking, and Paige was there, Adrienne was certain she would give in to her lust for the pretty redhead and engage in a threesome. And THAT would be cheating on her girlfriend. Or at least that�s what she claimed.
�We can be real quiet...� I offered.
�Really? You KNOW we�d wake her up,� Adrienne replied.
I sighed. Sleeping with two hot babes sounded great on paper. But in practice, the presence of one sleeping beauty could really put a damper on spontaneous sex with the other. My left hand released Adrienne�s breast and my right pulled off her hip as I rocked my hips away from her ass. �I�m sorry,� I muttered and suppressed a disappointed groan.
�No, it�s okay,� she said softly. �I�m�sorry, Ben. I know you get horny in the mornings.�
�Every guy gets horny in the mornings,� I replied gently. �And we haven�t made love in�days.�
�I know I�m neglecting you,� Adrienne exhaled. �I just can�t right now. Not with Paige here.�
I wanted to ask, �Then when?� But I couldn�t bring myself to ask for sex. It HAD to happen only when both Adrienne and I wanted it to happen. I couldn�t make it into a chore for her.
�It�s okay. I�m okay,� I sighed. I put my hands back on her, this time scooping my left forearm beneath her breasts and my right wrapping over the top as I spooned myself closer against Adrienne. My dick mashed into her buttcheek, but I didn�t try to hump myself against her. �I love you, Adrienne. Sorry for waking you.�
�No, it�s okay.�
�Just go back to sleep,� I patted her hip and set my head back on the pillow. Stupid rules. But what was my alternative? NOT sleep with Adrienne at night? No. Not let Paige sleep over? No. I may have been lying between a statuesque blonde bombshell and a perky, energetic redhead, but it felt like I was stuck between a rock and a hard place.
No longer feeling quite as blissfully happy, I closed my eyes and fitfully tried to fall back into unconsciousness.
* * *
At a more appropriate time, Adrienne and I woke up again while Paige stayed completely out of it. My petite redheaded girlfriend was a firecracker of energy during the day, but she was very much a late sleeper.
Adrienne began rolling forward to move out of my grasp. I held on just an extra second, squeezing her to remind her that I loved her, and then I let her go. I then watched as my gorgeous girlfriend got out of bed, wearing her own pajamas, and headed out the door to go to the bathroom. I lay my head back and waited until she returned, and then I got up to go through my own morning ablutions.
When I got back, Adrienne was already set up in front of her vanity. I knew from past experience she could spend quite a while putting on her makeup, time during which she would not want me to disturb her. And Paige had begun snoring lightly when she rolled onto her back after I left the bed. So I headed out for the kitchen to find something to eat.
Have I ever mentioned how lucky I was to have roommates that knew how to cook? Brandi was standing at the range, frying up some bacon and eggs which smelled so wonderfully good. And she was looking particularly good herself, clad in a baby T-shirt and a skimpy pair of cotton shorts that hugged her exquisitely tight ass. Really, my sisters all had world-class asses and I dropped my palm to Brandi�s right buttcheek and rubbed it soothingly.
�Stop that!� Brandi giggled.
�Why? You worried I might convince you to go upstairs for a little naughty brother love?� Hey, I was still horny from the earlier attempt at morning sex with Adrienne.
�Ben!� Brandi flashed her eyes at me before hissing quietly, �Matt�s upstairs.�
I pulled my hand away. Our roommates all knew about my more-than-platonic relationship with my sister, but we did have to be careful not to advertise this.
My sister just turned around with a lopsided grin. �What�s wrong? You�ve got TWO hot girls in your bedroom right this minute and you�re still prowling on me?�
�You�re worth prowling on,� I growled and pawed at her ass again. But then I sighed in frustration. �Besides, Adrienne�s whole monogamy thing has been such a hassle.�
�Why? She�s still having sex with you, right?�
�Right...� I sighed, thinking of the past few days when Adrienne and I�hadn�t�managed to find intimate time. �But she�s not screwing Paige ... or Dayna ... or you...�
�Tell me about it,� Brandi blew her bangs off her own forehead. �I mean, I�m not in love with Adrienne or anything, but she�s�good�in bed. I miss that.�
I sighed. �It�s just not the same anymore. She�s supposed to still be my girlfriend, but I feel like I barely see her. I can count on one hand how many times we�ve had sex since Valentine�s Day. Adrienne promised bringing Paige in would save our relationship, but it�s like she�s just trying to keep me occupied so I don�t notice how little we�re together.�
Brandi turned off the burners and pointed me to the cabinets. I automatically went to grab some plates while she leaned against the counter and asked, �Have you talked to her about it?�
I snorted. �With what time? She�s always out with Grace and when she IS here, Paige is around.�
�But Paige will leave you two alone whenever you ask, right?�
I nodded. �Probably the only times Adrienne and I have had sex the past few weeks. But I don�t want to make a big deal out of this. Asking Paige to leave us alone and then dragging Adrienne into a bedroom to talk would put Adrienne on the defensive right away. I�d rather figure out how to talk with her more casually. Besides, it�s only been a few weeks. I�ve been in my honeymoon phase with Paige and I�m sure Adrienne�s in hers with Grace. It�ll pass. I just need to get used to sharing her. I�ve never done it before.�
Brandi stopped and grabbed my hands, making me look her in the eyes. �Are you happy, Ben? In your relationship with Adrienne?�
�Sure. I�m fine. I�ll be fine,� I replied quickly.
�Bennn...� Brandi warned.
I sighed and then admitted, �Not really.�
�Then it�s already a big deal.� Brandi looked at me sternly. �You�ve got to sit down and talk with her. Communication, communication, communication.�
�Yeah, yeah. So you keep telling me.�
My older sister smirked at me. �And I�ll keep telling you until you get it through that thick skull.�
* * *
It was a quiet breakfast, for me at least. Dayna and Brandi were chatty, as usual. Adrienne and Dawn were pretty conversational as well. Only Paige was quiet, but then she was always quiet in the mornings. She was very much NOT a morning person. And despite the welcoming attitude of the other girls, my newest girlfriend still felt a bit like an intruder in our house.
Me? I was lost in thought. Adrienne tried to talk to me a few times, as did Dayna. Brandi knew what I was thinking and left me alone while Dawn seemed to instinctively understand that I needed my own time. Eventually, Adrienne picked up on it as well and she waited me out.
Brandi made me face the truth: I wasn�t that happy. Yeah, my budding romance with Paige was exciting and fresh, something I hadn�t felt for a long time. And before Paige and I had taken things to the next level, my relationship with Adrienne had become quite routine.
But I still missed Adrienne now.
The simple fact was: while I enjoyed being with Paige and the little redhead was clearly still madly in love with me, I didn�t share those strong emotions and I didn�t think I ever would. My dating relationship with Paige would run its course eventually; she would move on when she didn�t need me as a �safety net� anymore and when her romantic feelings subsided. But I was still very much in love with Adrienne. Paige was a nice distraction, but I still saw Adrienne as my�real�girlfriend. I still saw Adrienne as the kind of girl I could grow old with, and raise a family with.
But Adrienne still needed to explore her sexuality, to come to terms with her �mostly lesbian� orientation. She still needed to experience this first real Sapphic relationship with Grace. And she still had to decide what she wanted for�her�future. Adrienne was far from ready to settle down with me.
I was okay with that. I could wait. But in the meantime, if Adrienne still believed herself to be my girlfriend, then I wanted at least a little more time with her. Wasn�t that fair? After all, Grace and I were supposed to be sharing her, right? Grace wasn�t supposed to HAVE her and just allow me the leftovers.
If she really loved me, Adrienne would at least listen and do what she could to make me happier, the same as I would always do for her.
So when breakfast ended, I touched her arm and asked softly, �Adrienne?�
The stunningly gorgeous blonde flashed me a perfect smile, turning her head to me with nothing but sweet adoration on her face. And from the way her eyes softened, it seemed that she was expecting this. �Yeah, Ben?�
�Can we talk?�
She nodded warmly. �Sure, Ben.�
* * *
I Thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Adrienne�s ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy. My girlfriend arched her back beneath me, thrusting those glorious tits against my naked chest while she moaned in ecstatic bliss. I felt my biceps tensing as I clutched her body with savage power, holding my pelvic bone against her crotch as the diluvial torrent of jism poured forth. And together we scaled the heights of absolute physical delight.
But when it was all over, I lay my forehead against the mattress beside her head
�Good talk,� Adrienne sighed.
I panted for oxygen. �Is that how you�ll always resolve our discussions?�
�Pretty much, yeah.�
I sighed and thought about it. �Good plan. I think we should have these discussions more often.�
�Me, too,� Adrienne giggled. �And I�ve got an even better plan.�
�Really?� I gasped.
Adrienne nodded her head up and down. �I sensed we weren�t spending enough time together, too. I haven�t been fair to you, Tiger. Things haven�t been balanced, Grace gets a disproportionate amount of my time and I�ve been taking you for granted. I know you love me and I haven�t been working to maintain our relationship, just expecting that you�ll always be there for me.�
�I will. I DO love you,� I insisted. �And your relationship with Grace is still new. I get that you want to spend a lot of time with her.�
My girlfriend touched my face tenderly. �You�re always so understanding. I do want to spend a lot of time with her ... it�s ... exciting. But I can�t keep neglecting you. So I talked to Grace yesterday about spending time with you both.�
�You did?� My brain went to a rather male-fantasy version of Adrienne �spending time� with the both of us.
�Uh, huh. So she agreed. We�re gonna invite you to join us much more often.� A twinkle in her eyes seemed to confirm where my fantasy was going.
�Really...� I grinned, my voice full of innuendo.
Adrienne nodded, smiling broadly. �Was her idea, actually. She�s been�craving�real cock.�
I pictured the slender Korean�s fantastically fuckable body. �Good plan.�
* * *
Two days later, I thrust forward a final time, feeling my balls unloading their precious cargo into the svelte, stacked, sweaty naked girl beneath me.
�Guhh!� Grace grunted as her whole body jerked on impact and then began moaning as the tremors of ultimate pleasure began quaking across her body. The beautiful Korean babe was pinned on her back beneath me, her legs hooked over my thighs while I held myself at maximum depth inside her pussy. And her full, firm breasts were being crushed beneath my chest.
And I wasn�t the only one paying Grace attention. Adrienne was kissing her again, muffling her euphoric moan while she twitched and shuddered in orgasm. And her hips thrust off the bed, pressing her crotch against mine while I continued filling her up with scalding hot cum.
When we were both done, I rolled off and left Grace panting at the ceiling of her dorm room. She grinned goofily and exclaimed, �GREAT plan.�
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It was a lazy Saturday afternoon. Paige and I were playing video games �together�; and by together I mean�together. My cute girlfriend had got it in her head to work the right half of the controller, selecting squares or triangles or whatever while I manned the directional keypad on the left. For anyone who knows gaming, the right half is by far the more important half, and the little redhead was giggling near-constantly as she made our on screen characters do the CRAZIEST things.
�This is fun!� she chirped happily.
I was more entertained by Paige than the game at this point, and I just nodded before frowning and exclaiming, �Oh, no you didn�t!�
�Oops.� The way Paige giggled made it clear she wasn�t sorry in the slightest.
�Aren�t you two adorable...� a new voice cut in from behind us. Since the game wasn�t time-based, both Paige and I turned around to see who it was, Paige letting go of the controller.
Dayna flashed a sideways smirk. The beautiful blonde babe with big boobs folded her arms beneath her breasts and looked around. �Where�s your other hot girlfriend?�
I exhaled in mild frustration. Paige glanced at me before informing Dayna, �Out with Grace.�
�Again?� Dayna flashed that smirk again. �I feel like I never see that girl around anymore.�
I just shrugged. It wasn�t like Adrienne was out with another guy. But I had to admit, I was slightly annoyed. For a few weeks after our big discussion, my girlfriend had been much better about making time for me. But lately her effort had begun to taper off, and I was beginning to feel second fiddle once again.
�Too bad,� Dayna sighed. �Well if you�re feeling short on girls, Ben, you two are welcome to come upstairs and play with me.� The blonde�s smile was all teeth.
�Ooh, really?� Paige perked up.
Dayna was already chuckling at Paige�s enthusiasm. �Of course, we could REALLY make it a full-blown orgy if both your girlfriends were here. I DO miss Adrienne�s sweet pussy.�
Paige sighed. �Don�t bother. I�ve been trying to hit that for months now.�
Dayna stifled a laugh, looking at the little redhead. ��Hit that�?�
�Oh! Did I not say it right?� Paige blushed bright pink.
�No, you did fine, Red,� I soothed, patting Paige�s hand. �I just don�t think any of us were expecting to hear you use the phrase.�
�I�m learning,� she beamed proudly.
Dayna and I glanced at each other, chuckling lightly. Then the busty blonde smiled. �So? Feel like fucking away a pleasant afternoon?�
I grinned at Paige, setting down the Playstation controller. �I take the left half. You take the right.�
Paige got the idea right away. �Let�s get crunked!� she cheered.
This time, neither Dayna nor I could keep from laughing. But I scooped up Paige in my arms and we headed upstairs to �play� Dayna together.
* * *
�Come ON, Adrienne,� I groaned. I was all dressed up and ready to go. Only, I was all alone in the house. Brandi was out with Matt. Dayna was who knows where. And I�d told Paige to entertain herself for the evening because I�d arranged a night to be alone with Adrienne. �This was supposed to be our date night!�
�I�m sorry, Ben. This sorority thing really just came up last minute,� came Adrienne�s voice through my cell phone�s receiver. She really did sound apologetic. But then she couldn�t even�bother�to come home or let me know ahead of time.�I�d�had to call her cell phone when she was fifteen minutes late.
�Since when were you interested in joining a sorority?� I exhaled in exasperation.
�Since they first came and started recruiting me and Grace. It sounds like fun! Sisterhood, networking ... I�ve missed that since leaving the cheerleaders in High School.�
I sighed forlornly. I couldn�t really fault her. Adrienne was EXACTLY the kind of girl the sororities would go after. She was gorgeous, sociable, and had excellent leadership qualities. But did it HAVE to happen on our date night? �Look, I get it. But how could you NOT have known there was a conflict earlier?�
�I ... uh...� Adrienne stammered. �Ben, please forgive me. I�m ... I�m already here. It started a half hour ago. I forgot all about tonight.�
�You FORGOT?� Red anger flashed before my eyes. We hadn�t been on a real date in MONTHS and Adrienne�forgot?
�Ben, I�m sorry!� She heard the tone in my voice.
�You FORGOT?�
�Ben. It was an accident. I��
�You know what? Never mind,� I cut her off. �I�ll just call up my other girlfriend and fuck HER brains out tonight,� I barked vehemently.
�Ben!� Adrienne pleaded. I doubt she minded me fucking Paige, but she didn�t like my tone.
�Go have fun, Adrienne. I�ll see you tomorrow ... or ... whenever.�
�Ben, please!�
�Bye.� I hit END on the phone.
Two seconds later, Paige picked up her cell phone. �Ben?�
�Hi. Adrienne canceled. Wanna come over?� I barked gruffly.
�Ben, is everything okay?� Paige�s voice quivered. �You sound upset.�
I heard the faint beeping of call waiting. I glanced at my screen and saw that Adrienne was trying to call me back. I ignored her. �Adrienne canceled,� I informed Paige. �Of course I�m a little upset.�
�I�m sorry. I�ll be over as fast as I can, okay?� Paige said warmly.
I sighed, feeling some measure of peace knowing that�someone�still cared about me.
�And Ben?� Paige added.
�Yeah?�
�Do you want to take my underwear off with your teeth or should I just skip them to save time?�
I grinned. Thank God for horny little schoolgirls. �Surprise me.�
* * *
We didn�t even bother getting re-dressed after the first quickie assfuck; it was Paige�s fertile time again and she said she wanted to feel my cum squishing around her bowels a little longer.
We kept a box of baby wipes in the nightstand for occasions like this and we just wiped ourselves up and laid down side-by-side on the bed. With our lust sated for the moment, I spent a good fifteen minutes catching up on the foreplay we�d skipped, simply holding Paige�s body in my arms, caressing her soft skin while we played tonsil hockey together.
And then, since the house was completely empty, Paige decided to prance outside into the living room so we could fuck somewhere a little less private. It was unlikely anyone would walk in on us, but my redheaded pixie got a real kick out of being more exposed than usual.
�Where do you want me, lover?� the stark-naked, adorably cute girl turned and wiggled her ass at me. She lay her chest down on top of the dining table, reaching across it to grip the far edge and pull herself fully atop the flat, wooden surface. She was short enough that her toes didn�t quite reach the floor. And I observed her alabaster skin completely unbroken from neck to heels, save for the slightly reddened buttcheeks where my pelvis had just recently been smacking against.
�Nah. You look great, but that edge will really dig into your hips if you can�t plant your feet on the floor,� I gestured.
Paige giggled and got off. �Aww ... still looking out for my well-being?�
�Always.� I smiled warmly.
�The couch it is then.� My pixie pranced over to the sofa, planting her feet on the floor this time and bending over the armrest while propping herself up with her arms on the seat cushions. She was in a nearly identical position, but this time the padded armrest assured me she wouldn�t seriously get hurt.
I grinned and nodded, walking up behind her and lifting my half-hard cock to drape it in the crease of her buttocks. �You look sooo sexy, Red,� I hummed, running my hands along the baby-soft skin of Paige�s back.
�Oooh...� she moaned, the sound so enticingly erotic that I felt a rush of blood pouring into my prick from the sound alone. And taking advantage of her stabilized legs, she wriggled her hips to slide her own asscrack up and down the length of my growing prick.
�Sooo sexy, Red,� I repeated, my voice a throaty mumble.
�Are you gonna fuck my little ass again, lover? I�ve still got your last load swishing around inside me. My tiny asshole has already been stretched for your thick cock. You don�t have to be gentle at all. Just grip my hips and shove your big dick into me! Pound me. Sodomize me. Blast your unholy spunk into the depths of my young, virginal body! Take me Goddammit and-�AHHH!!!�
Paige knew damn well what that kind of talk would do to me. And three seconds after letting out that ear-piercing scream, the little teenager was giggling maniacally while I flexed my dick, which was buried almost eight inches into her bowels. �Oh, fucking hell yeah...� she crooned.
I never ceased to be amazed by the filthy language coming out of Paige�s mouth when she was turned on, such a stark contrast to her usually sweet demeanor. Yeah, she was playing around with street slang and even Ebonics, but her frequent �Oh my words� and �Oh, poos� seemed to come from an entirely different girl from the one who currently had her ass skewered on my cock.
�I�m such a slut for you, lover,� Paige began panting while I withdrew and started a pumping motion. �I�m your sinful, lustful slut. I want to commit every cardinal sin with you. I lust for you. I want to be a glutton for sex, fucking as often as fucking humanly possible! I wanna be greedy for you, desiring more and more. And ... well, I�m not sure how to do sloth or wrath or whatever. Forget it. Just fuck me! Fuck me more! Harder!�
I pounded her with fierce strokes, gripping Paige�s tiny hips. Her sphincter was fully dilated and her anal chute was already well lubricated from KY jelly and a previous load of spunk. I was able to slam in and out of her with minimal friction, although her canal was still exquisitely and pleasurably tight for my invading rod. And as I both sped up and increased the force of my thrusts, I began to wonder if even the padded armrest could save her from bruising.
Not that Paige minded. �FUCK ME!� she screamed. �HARDER, GODDAMMIT!�
I blasted my hips forward, rocking her into the couch. Bent before me, pinned over the armrest beneath me, the petite girl looked even smaller, almost childlike. I felt like I was crushing her. But this far gone into my pleasure, her well-being was no longer something I actively concerned myself with.
Besides, she was yelling, �HARDER!�
I gave her another powerful thrust, pressing my short and curlies up against her now reddened asscheeks with my dick stretching her anus even wider.
�HARDER!!!�
I did it again.
�FUCCKKKK!� Paige�s voice cracked. �I�M CUMMING!�
Another thrust.
�FUCKING CHRIST!� she squealed. �I�M CUMMING!!! AAAHHHH!!!�
And I was joining her. Paige�s body twitched and jerked beneath me, her arms wobbly as she struggled to support both her own and my heavy weights. And then my hips were pressing her pelvis even harder against the padded armrest while I buried my cock to full depth and let fly with another massive load of spunk, sending it to join my previous load in coating her rectum with hot splatters of creamy jism.
�HOLY MOTHER OF GOD!!!� Paige screamed as her body jerked again beneath me. She arched her spine and her head came up so she could scream towards the ceiling, like a wolf howling at the moon.
I threw my own head back as well, yelling my own orgasm to the ceiling while my arms fully extended, gripping Paige�s body as the final spurts of cum raced out of my shaft to disappear into the little girl�s bowels.
When my energy gave out, I simply fell straight onto Paige�s naked sweaty back, the impact collapsing her arms and sending her face and chest down onto the sofa cushions. Her pelvis lost its perch on the armrest and together, we slumped forward and slid onto the couch, sweaty and sticky and with my dick still lodged up her rectum.
And that�s how Adrienne found us.
Before I�d realized her presence, my stunningly gorgeous blonde girlfriend stepped up next to me and pulled at my shoulders, tugging me off the exhausted, semi-conscious little redhead. I slumped onto my ass on the floor while Adrienne knelt next to the sofa. And then she pulled on Paige�s leg to spread her thighs to the side, ducking her face between the redhead�s asscheeks and slurping my still hot cum directly out of the little girl�s asshole.
�Holy Mother of God!� Paige moaned, her eyes fluttering, and I realized that Adrienne was not only hoovering out my jism, but two of her fingers were shoved into the redhead�s twat. Already brain-fried from the recent assfucking, Paige was completely helpless before the blonde�s oral and manual assault.
I wasn�t sure who was more surprised that Adrienne was eating out Paige�s ass: Paige or me. But both of us were�incredibly�turned on by it and the hyped-up redhead was thrashing and moaning ecstatically. And after only a couple of minutes, I saw Paige�s dark blue eyes open up WIDE, flashing with luminescent intensity as she whimpered and moaned in�another�orgasm, her whole body twitching spastically.
Only then did Adrienne lean back and turn around to face me. Her jaw was thrust outward and she cupped a hand beneath her chin just in case as she opened her mouth to show me the semen she�d sucked out of Paige�s asshole. And then after making well and sure that she had my full attention, Adrienne tilted her head back and noisily gulped the entire mass down.
All three of us lay there panting for several minutes. Paige was shell-shocked from her orgasms, her eyes heavy-lidded. Adrienne was panting to catch her breath after holding my cum in her mouth for some time, waiting me out. And I was still in shock that she was even here.
When I found my voice, I asked softly. �What about your sorority thing?�
Adrienne blinked, her hazel irises burning straight at me. �I had to come back to you. I�m so sorry I forgot about our date.�
I blinked and nodded. She�d walked away from an event with Grace to come to me. �You could have just stayed. You were already there.�
Adrienne blinked several times, looking crushed. But she took a deep breath and looked me dead in the eyes. �I choose you, Ben.�
My lower lip quivered at the intensity in Adrienne�s voice. Just hearing her say those four words made the stone-cold anger around my heart completely melt. But my brain was still processing. I gestured to Paige. �I thought you couldn�t do that behind Grace�s back.�
Adrienne sighed, looking sad. �I probably shouldn�t have. But I HAD to get your cum, whether it was inside Paige or not. I did it so I could show you how much you mean to me. I need you to understand. I�love�you, Ben. I�m exploring this relationship with Grace because I need to understand myself, to understand my sexuality, and to understand my romantic feelings for another woman. I�m dating her now; but I�ll be with you forever. I love you more than I love her. Don�t ever doubt that.�
I took a deep breath, nodding. �Okay.�
Adrienne now reached forward, tentatively taking my hands. She managed to crack a smile when I squeezed them. �Really?�
�Yeah. I believe you,� I smiled. It had been a rough year with Adrienne, full of ups and downs. From roommate conflicts to not spending enough time together to dating other girls, our relationship had not exactly been smooth. But in the end we always made it through. �I love you, Adrienne. Forever and always.�
My beautiful girlfriend smiled radiantly. �I love you, too.� Then she blushed and took a deep breath, glancing away in shame. �Still, uh ... can you not tell Grace about this?�
I chuckled. �Sure.�
* * *
I arrived home on what felt like an ordinary Wednesday, heading into my bedroom before stopping dead in my tracks.
�Hiii, Boyfriend...� Paige chirped, sitting upright on the floor at the foot of the bed. Her hair was up in pigtails and her Catholic schoolgirl uniform was even more scandalous than usual. The black tie was perfectly done, but the white blouse beneath it was unbuttoned from throat to tails and pulled apart to reveal all of her pale skin, including both perky breasts. The plaid skirt was pulled up to show off her own bare-shaven twat, sans panties. And she had spread her legs to the side in invitation, knees in the air while lightly rubbing the knee-high white socks and black saddle shoes.
�Welcome home, Stud...� Dayna was draped across the front edge of the bed, posing as if she were in a swimsuit calendar with one arm holding her head up and brushing back her sunny blonde hair. Only instead of a swimsuit, she wore a lace set of lingerie with see-thru holes that completely revealed her erect nipples and bare-shaven twat. My mouth watered as I fantasized about sucking on all three.
�Heyyy, little brother...� Brandi drawled from right behind Dayna, posing on her side in the opposite direction, propping her head up on one elbow. She wore a violet demi-bra and matching boyshorts that I knew would outline her world-class ass without actually letting me see her buttcheeks. And I already looked forward to peeling them off her to get a better view.
And last but certainly not least was Adrienne, kneeling upright behind the two older girls. My stunningly gorgeous girlfriend wore her black and white shelf-bra, the one with half-cups that left her nipples exposed. She bent over, letting me ogle the pendulous mounds as they swung forward, and rubbed her hands on both Dayna�s and Brandi�s asses while flashing me a wide grin.
�Happy birthday, Tiger...�
MAY 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
It was like a whole new relationship. For the past month straight, Adrienne had been making an extra effort to spend time with me, and it showed in my vastly improved demeanor.
�You sure are chipper today,� Dawn bumped her hip into mine as we headed up the hill to Cheit Hall. With the warming weather, my gorgeous best friend was in short shorts that showed off her legs and a baby T-shirt that hugged her upper body�s assets quite nicely. She was also in her customary Cal baseball cap with a ponytail through the back. A guy walking past us turned around to check out her ass and let out a wolf whistle, but Dawn just ignored him and asked me, �Did you forget that we have finals in two weeks?�
I shook my head. �Didn�t forget. Just don�t care.�
Dawn leered at me. �Does this have anything to do with what I heard coming out of your bedroom this morning?�
A shit-eating grin spread across my face. �Maybe...�
Dawn chuckled. �I seem to recall that both Adrienne and Paige were in there.�
�Yeah...�
Dawn arched an eyebrow at me. �Thought Adrienne couldn�t do that.�
I grinned, thinking back to the morning. While we WERE having a threesome, technically Adrienne wasn�t having sex with Paige. The petite redhead was in a �safe� time and she was riding my cock cowgirl-style while the statuesque blonde sat on my face, rubbing her fabulous tits and watching the smaller girl fucking herself on my pole.
But instead of letting me fire away into her unprotected womb, Paige pulled off me and Adrienne bent over to complete the sixty-nine, taking my load down her throat and tasting the redhead�s pussy juices at the same time.
�They don�t touch each other,� I informed Dawn with a smirk. And then it was my turn to leer at her. �And don�t think we couldn�t hear what was going on in your bedroom, either.�
My best friend blushed and then shrugged. �What can I say? We�re unwinding before finals.�
I arched my eyebrow. �Don�t think I�ve forgotten what happened the last time we wanted to unwind before finals.�
Dawn blushed even redder, remembering the blindfold orgy Dayna had orchestrated, at which Dawn had sucked me when she thought I couldn�t tell it was her. �Hey, we�re talking about you, not me. Seriously, I�ve noticed Adrienne�s been around a lot more lately.�
I nodded. �Maybe the initial honeymoon phase with Grace is wearing off.�
Dawn shook her head. �Not really. I still talk to her a bit myself. She�s crushing on Grace just as hard as always. Although maybe it�s wearing off for Grace.�She�s�the one who�s been asking for more space.�
�Really?�
Dawn nodded. �But don�t take it like you�re just Adrienne�s fallback. She�s also told me about how she realizes she was taking you for granted.�
I nodded. �That�s okay. I actually find that the ultimate level of trust and love, when she can take me for granted. It means she knows I love her unconditionally. It means our relationship has gone beyond �dating� and into ... I dunno how to put it in words. Do you know what I mean? When she knows with absolute certainty that I�ll always be there for her?�
Dawn smiled and squeezed my hand. �I know exactly how that feels,� she said with quiet sincerity.
I chuckled and smiled, squeezing her hand back. �I�ll always be your Ben, Dawn.�
�I know.�
We just smiled at each other for a few moments while continuing along. Another guy passing started obviously checking Dawn out, but he looked at me and immediately looked away. Besides holding my hand for the simple pleasure of it, Dawn also liked having me around as a guy-deterrent. And right now I�m sure we looked like a couple completely in love.
As it was, Dawn just nodded and then mused, �On the other hand, I haven�t been seeing Paige around quite so much. Before last night, she actually spent a few nights in her own dorm room, right?�
I exhaled slowly. �Yeah ... well ... This whole drama with Adrienne? I think Paige looks at the way Adrienne and I are together, and she compares it to the way I am with her. Paige is starting to figure out that while I�ll always feel protective of her and care about her, I just don�t have romantic feelings for her.�
�You told her that way in the beginning, right?�
�Right. But now it�s starting to sink in.�Her�honeymoon phase is starting to fade away.� I sighed. �I don�t think this dating relationship will last through the summer. We�ll enjoy it for now, but she�s really been growing up and by next semester, I don�t think she�ll need me as a safety net anymore.�
�Sad about that?�
I shrugged. �It�s never fun when people start drifting. But it�s actually a good thing. I�ve had more time myself to spend with Adrienne. And for the first time in our relationship, I think we�re�really�going to work out.�
Dawn stopped in the middle of the path, turning to look at me. �You mean that, don�t you?� Her crystal blue eyes searched through mine, her expression inscrutable. And in one of our rare moments, I had no idea what was going through my best friend�s head.
So I just nodded. �Yeah. I do.� My heart fluttered with butterflies, the way the mere sight of Adrienne used to make me do whenever she showed up at my house on a Wednesday afternoon before dinner. I could imagine being with her for the rest of my life.
�I�m happy for you,� Dawn said, although just a little bit flatly. And then before I could respond, she let go of my hand, turned, and continued on toward the classroom.
I blinked a few times, not sure exactly what emotions I was feeling. But it was almost class time, so I hurried to catch up.
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�You got everything?�
My cute redheaded girlfriend who smiled and nodded. �Should I expect something similar for�our�anniversary?�
I grinned, but in the back of my head, I wondered if Paige and I would ever get to an anniversary. It was only May, and next Valentine�s Day seemed a LONG ways away. Not that I let that on to her. I leaned in, hugging the petite girl to my chest. �Not similar. Different. Unique. Like you.�
�Good. I don�t think this stuff is my style, anyways. But I�m going to hold you to that next February.� Paige clutched me fiercely.
I chuckled and released her enough to bend down and softly kiss her forehead. Then I said warmly, �I�ll see you tomorrow.�
Paige nodded and then turned to leave my bedroom. I followed shortly after to find she was already sitting down on the couch, joining in on the conversation with Adrienne, Dawn, Gwen, and Robin. I felt like I hadn�t seen Ryan or Bert much all semester, but that�s what happens sometimes when the guys spent their weekends back home.
I simply walked up behind Adrienne and tapped her on the shoulder. �Let�s go.�
My girlfriend tilted her head straight over the couch�s backrest, looking at me upside-down with a confused expression. She immediately noticed that I was dressed to the nines in a sport coat and tie over my jeans. �Go? Where?� she asked with some alarm in her voice.
�C�mon already. We�re gonna be late.�
�Late for what?�
I grinned, which must have looked really weird from Adrienne�s inverted position. �You�ll see...�
Adrienne picked her head up and stared at the other girls, looking for some hints. Dawn, Gwen, and Robin looked thoroughly confused. Paige just covered her mouth with a stifled giggle. Adrienne then zoomed in on the petite redhead, boring her eyes into Paige as if she could somehow telepathically extract what the heck was going on.
�Let�s go already,� I tapped my foot impatiently.
�Ben...� Adrienne growled in warning. �Where are we going?�
I flashed a grin, perhaps with a little bit of Brooke�s evilness in it. I leaned forward, offered her my hand, and said, �Trust me.�
Oh, it was sooo delicious to say THAT to her every once in a while.
Adrienne just rolled her eyes in annoyance, but she got up off the couch and put her hand into mine. She smirked and shook her head, asking, �What�s the occasion?�
I shrugged. �You tell me.�
�Well,� Adrienne began. �It�s a Sunday. And Finals start tomorrow...� She glanced around at the other girls as if they could still help clue her in to what she was missing. �And if you�re dressed like that ... uh ... It�s not my birthday...�
I just grinned and started pulling her away from the living room.
We only got two feet before she came to a dead stop. �Ohmigod! Are you counting TODAY?�
I grinned. �Yep. I thought all girls had their anniversaries memorized?�
By now, Dawn, Gwen, and Robin were all leaning over the couches, watching us like a sitcom unfolding. Gwen was the first to bark, �It�s your anniversary and you didn�t know it, A.D.?�
�It�s not! Or ... well...�
I smiled. �What would YOU count as our anniversary?�
�But we�ve been together WAY longer than a year!�
�Have we?� I chuckled. �Where would you start? The day you first seduced me...� I arched an eyebrow. �The day we started being �nottogether�? Face it, this is it. A year ago today was Senior Prom.�
�Wow...� Adrienne broke into a wide grin. Her eyes drifted to the side as she flew back through her memories. I�m sure she was thinking of all the emotional drama over her desire for me and my relationship with Allie. Maybe she was even thinking of how guilty she�d felt abandoning her date, Kyle McGinley. The big lug had taken things in stride, but it had still made for an awkward conversation the following Monday.
But then Adrienne just nodded and reached forward to hug me. �Okay, okay ... I guess it is. Wow. I�ve never even MADE it to a one-year anniversary.�
I smiled and patted her back.
But just as Adrienne started to relax, she suddenly jerked away from me. �Oh, HELL. Ben, you�re NOT taking me someplace fancy, are you? I�m not dressed! My makeup�s a mess! Ohmigod. I�ll need at LEAST two hours and��
�Hey, hey...� I soothed, holding her shoulders. �Trust me. Alright?�
�But Ben...� Adrienne pouted, furrowing her eyebrows. She trusted me. She loved me. But this was HARD. She was a girl who knew her beauty and the mere thought of going to some fancy restaurant for an anniversary dinner�without�being properly made up frightened the hell out of her.
�Trust me...� I repeated, willing all my love for her through my eyes.
�Okay...� she sighed.
I waved to our friends, crooked my elbow, and Adrienne steeled her spine and looped her arm through mine. Then we headed out.
* * *
Dinner was Panda Express. Adrienne had been so keyed up, worrying about not looking her best for a fancy restaurant that she just burst into a fit of giggles when I took her inside.�I�was the one out of place in the coat and tie, but this being Berkeley, I wasn�t looked at too oddly.
The food was nothing special. I knew that going in.
But I didn�t mind. We spent more time chatting than eating anyways. Although Adrienne DID comment, �You know that Chinese food makes me horny, but I�m not sure this�ll cut it.�
�Okay,� I mused. �I guess I�ll just have to spend more time on foreplay.�
Adrienne giggled at that.
After �dinner�, we went bowling, of all things. If Adrienne had looked at me like I was a nut for taking her to Panda Express for our anniversary, she was absolutely in disbelief that I was bringing her BOWLING. But to her credit, she readily rose to the challenge and even got two strikes during the round.
The entire time, we kept chatting, getting into philosophical discussions about whether heavier balls had an advantage at knocking down the pins and whether Adrienne should switch to the heaviest ball she could manage while I started lecturing her about physics calculations and force equaling mass times velocity, which led to Adrienne lecturing me about boring her with my lecture and resulting in the both of us laughing our heads off.
By the end, Adrienne sat back and commented, �That was fun. But it wasn�t exactly the sort of thing that puts a girl in the mood.�
I smiled right back. �This isn�t a first date and I�m not trying to �put you in the mood�. We�ve been together, officially, for a year now. Much, much longer if you think about our history. This isn�t about seduction. It�s about spending quality time together.�
Adrienne simply wrapped her arms around me and hugged me fiercely. �Yeah ... this has been REALLY fun. Why haven�t we done this more often?�
I shrugged. �Maybe now we will. We�ve got a lot of time in our future together.�
My adoring girlfriend rolled her eyes up to me, clear invitation in her eyes. And her slow-burn kiss was all the confirmation I needed that I�d done the right thing for this anniversary. But then it was time to head home. We DID have finals the next morning, after all. Well,�I�did. Due to a quirk in scheduling, Adrienne�s first final wasn�t until Tuesday. So I wasn�t too worried about keeping her out late tonight.
�I still can�t�believe�you pulled that shit on me,� Adrienne slapped my shoulder as soon as we came in through the front door. �Making me freak out about my clothes and makeup like that.� But there was no heat in her voice and the smirk on Adrienne�s lips betrayed how happy she really was.
I just grinned and rubbed my shoulder, feeling happy with the way the evening had gone so far. It hadn�t been very �romantic�, but that was all about to change. I led Adrienne to the door of our bedroom, pausing and taking her into my arms. Sensing the moment, she let me dip her backwards and share a passionate nuclear kiss.
I stood her up then, a wry smirk spreading across my face uncontrollably as I said. �Goodnight, Adrienne.� And then I stepped back.
She frowned and latched onto my hand, tugging me back to her. ��Goodnight�?� she queried in confusion.
I smiled, struggling not to laugh as I said, �I didn�t want to presume anything.�
I delivered the line�horribly. We both knew I was completely bullshitting. Adrienne just growled at me. �We have finals tomorrow. Tonight is our anniversary. If you don�t fucking get into that bedroom and fucking DROWN me in orgasmic fluids until I pass out from pleasure, I�ll fucking cut your balls off and feed them to you in tiny little pieces in the morning. Got it?�
I grinned and opened the door. And then my jaw dropped.
Paige had outdone herself. While I�d told her what to do � and therefore had an idea of what to expect � I never thought the room could look THIS good.
Two dozen candles flickered all over the room, freshly lit. I�d given Paige a specific time to get all of our study partners out of the house and to have the room set, and it looked like she�d finished just in time. The desk and table lamps were the only other light sources in the room, bathing the place in a warm glow that was just right for romantic seduction, neither too bright nor too dark. And a veritable carpet of flower petals led the way from the door to the bed, finishing on the bed as well. None of them were rose petals. Adrienne thought roses were too clich�. And topping things off, in the center of the bed was a simply gorgeous bouquet of pastel lilies and tulips. This was the romance making up for the cheap dinner and bowling.
�Oh, wow...� Adrienne breathed, clearly impressed. And then she gasped as I scooped her up in my arms, carried her into the room, and kicked it shut behind me.
�I�ve only got one warning, Adrienne.�
My stunningly gorgeous girlfriend turned to me, golden fire in her hazel eyes. �What�s that?�
�I�m NOT stopping until you pass out from pleasure.�
* * *
�Oh, gawd ... oh, gawd ... oh, gawd...�
I grinned and bore down, willing myself to ignore the tiredness and make my tongue move even faster. So what if Adrienne had spent most of the semester in a new lesbian relationship with Grace? I was showing her that her man still knew how to eat her out better than anyone.
�No more ... Uncuff me, Ben ... uncuff me...� Adrienne groaned.
I popped my eyes up. For every time Adrienne and I had brought out the bondage toys, she had�never�asked me to release her. This was the very first. And weakly, she tilted her head down to look at me, her eyes drooping in sheer exhaustion as she whimpered, �Please ... make love to me one more time before I pass out...�
I smiled. Our lovemaking was never about restraint. Most times she was totally willing to surrender sexual control to me and let me drive her; and up until now, this night had been no different. I�d started by slowly stripping away Adrienne�s clothes, just casual clothes and typical underwear for a lazy Sunday. But I�d treated them like the finest raiment and most seductive lingerie, and I�d relished every square inch if bare skin I revealed along the way.
The blindfold went on first. Then the choker with leash. Finally, I�d handcuffed Adrienne to the bed and proceeded to fuck the absolute shit out of her. For some, �making love� is tender. For me and Adrienne, FUCKING is making love. I spanked her ass. I came on her tits. She sucked me hard so I could fuck her again. And then I pried open her jaw so I could fuck her face and spew my load straight into her throat. I pushed her to the limit, and she never feared for her safety because she had absolute faith that I would never push too far.
And then to warm up for round 3, I ate her out to SIX orgasms, pushing for lucky number seven when she pleaded for me to stop.
Yeah, she usually let me do the driving. But on a night like this, our Anniversary, she�d made one request and I wasn�t about to turn her down. So I climbed up my girlfriend�s sweaty, overheated body. And then I straddled her chest with my third erection lying in the valley of her cleavage while I reached over to undo her handcuffs. They were safety cuffs, designed to come loose if you thumbed the release just right, but apparently Adrienne was too tired to even manage that.
I watched her wriggle her arms, stretching them out while I slid back down her naked body. Her proud tits thrust up into the air, still shiny and wet from where I�d been suckling on them for the past hour. And I asked softly, �Where do you want it?�
�In my pussy,� she breathed. �I want to feel your warmth inside me.� She spread her legs to the side invitingly.
And so, lubricated by her many, many previous orgasms, I slid my throbbing cock in to the hilt. Internal it would be. After so much time in half-paranoia that I might accidentally knock up Paige, it certainly was a relief to know I could safely blast Adrienne�s womb full of sperm.
�Oooh ... Ben...� Adrienne crooned, summoning enough energy to wrap her arms around my shoulders as I held myself at full depth and did a slow hip rotation to carve out her inner walls. She then crossed her ankles around my ass and arched her back to feel me even deeper.
�Fuck me, Ben,� Adrienne said softly. The tone and cadence of her words said �I love you, Ben� instead.
�Fuck me,� she repeated, making sure I understood her underlying meaning.
So I fucked her. And I loved her. And our entire history flashed before my eyes.
When we were 10-years-old, I was the new kid on the block and she just a pretty neighbor. In High School, she was the hottest and most popular girl in school, wielding her beauty like a blade and seducing me away from my girlfriends just because she could. But then lust became affection, affection became trust, and after another year, trust became love. And in College, she was my roommate, my lover, my partner in life.
Even after all the drama, we were still together like this. Even after all the headaches and mental anguish and even romances with other people, Adrienne and I still loved each other. Knowing all that gave me confidence that I was making the right decision.
We would make love this last time. I would give her every drop of cum in my body. And then I would give her the special present I�d been saving for this night, the present housed in a little velvet box.
Together, our bodies undulated on the bed.
Together, we moaned endearments of devotion and love.
And together, we came.
When my orgasm began, Adrienne�s arms had circled my head, trapping my cheek against the upper slopes of her bosom. My hands were on her ass, jerking her body towards me with every thrust while she squeezed with her legs to draw me close as well.
The next time my pelvis slammed into her buttcheeks, at the point of deepest penetration my cock spat out its first wad of cum. Adrienne gasped and tilted her head back as she felt it splatter against her inner walls. And then she had just enough time to breathe before gasping and tensing again as the second wad splashed beside the first.
�I�m cumming,� I grunted, even though she already knew. My own tone and cadence said, �I love you�. And over and again I repeated in my heart �I love you�, matching each successive ejaculation.
�Oh, Bennn...� Adrienne moaned deliriously as she came as well. Spasming with her own orgasm, her pussy milked me for every last drop of sperm. Her entire body quivered while my hips jerked and fired again. And she gasped while her pussy sucked my cum deeper and deeper into her womb.
And then I collapsed on top of her. Spent from my unrelenting thrusts, I dropped like a dead weight onto Adrienne�s body. My heart was pounding in my ears and I was dripping with sweat. But she simply accepted my weight and wrapped all four limbs tightly around me. My cheek was now on the pillow beside her, and Adrienne turned so that we were face-to-face, just an inch apart, warm and happy smiles on our faces.
�I love you, Ben,� she smiled radiantly. �Forever and always.�
I grinned. It was a phrase she�d said to me many times in recent memory, but it was also a perfect lead-in. �About that,� I smiled. And with my cock still inside her, slowly deflating, I reached across to the nightstand and pulled open the drawer. My hand fished around for only a second before I found the velvet box, pulling it back with me as I settled onto my elbows above her chest.
Adrienne caught sight of the box and gasped in shock.
�Before you get your hopes up,� I cautioned. �This isn�t what it looks like.� I tilted open the hinged box to reveal a thin gold band topped with a small diamond, centered amidst a gold leaf flower with diamond accents. It was very pretty, but it wasn�t a big solitaire rock or anything and only cost a few hundred dollars. Adrienne certainly had finer jewelry than this; but nothing like it from me.
Engagement ring or not, Adrienne�s eyes went REALLY wide.
�This is just a promise,� I said softly. �A promise to always be there for you. A promise to always love you and never judge, no matter what. A promise that you will � forever and always � be one of the most incredibly important things in my life. I love you, Adrienne.�
�Oh, my gawd...� Adrienne just gasped and blinked rapidly as I reached out to her right hand. Still blinking, she let me take it and slide the band around her fourth finger, gently pushing it past each knuckle until it was firmly seated. And only then did I slide my half-hard cock out of her and settle next to her side.
Adrienne cradled her hand as if it were precious, staring in shock and awe at the delicate little piece of jewelry adorning her finger. I slid my arms around her and spooned myself behind her, delicately kissing her neck.
And then feeling happier than I ever had in my entire life, I closed my eyes and went to sleep, breathing in the sweet scent of my lover�s skin pressed against my face.
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Adrienne was still dead asleep when I got up to get ready for my morning final. Since she had the day off, I decided to let her catch up on rest. After all, I HAD exhausted her last night. And she only mumbled slightly when I kissed her cheek before leaving the room.
I hadn�t proposed, but I�felt�like I�d just gotten engaged. You know how in the movies the guy looks so TOTALLY relieved and happy when his girl accepts a marriage proposal? That�s how I felt. I was floating on air and nothing could bring me down.
My first final took me down a notch. I wasn�t sad or upset or anything, but after three grueling hours, I wasn�t floating anymore. Still, I was quite pleased and that�s when I met up with Dawn before our afternoon final. She obviously noticed my happy demeanor.
�You�re looking good. Ace your final?� My beautiful best friend smiled from the next bar stool beside me.
I shook my head, still grinning goofily.
�Ah.� Dawn nodded in realization. �Something to do with your little anniversary date with Adrienne?�
I nodded. �I gave her a promise ring last night.�
Dawn nearly choked on her soda. �Excuse me?�
I laughed, patting her back to help with the choking. �A promise ring. Remember those?�
It took a few seconds for Dawn to regain her composure. When she did, she took a deep breath and gave me an even deeper look. �Are you sure Adrienne�s that kind of girl?�
�I�m sure she�s my kind of girl.�
�But a promise ring is pretty serious, Ben. You�re still nineteen.�
I shrugged. �Relax. It�s not like we got engaged or anything. But with Adrienne dating Grace and me dating Paige at the same time, it seemed the perfect opportunity to remind Adrienne just how special she is to me. We�ve been through a lot.�
Dawn looked skeptical. �I know. But a promise ring?�Adrienne? Seriously?�
I gave her a wry smile. �What? Jealous?�
�No!� Dawn said very quickly. And absent-mindedly she started rubbing her right wrist. �Of course not. I�m happy for you.�
I grinned. �Good. And don�t feel threatened, Dawn.� I slapped her back encouragingly. �You know I�ll always be your Ben.�
�Forever,� Dawn sighed, looking away from me and furrowing her eyebrows.
I just shook my head. Dawn was my past and even most of my present. We�d grown up together and I would always have a love for her. But Dawn had made her choice and I mine. Adrienne was my future. And now that Adrienne was wearing my ring, I felt like nothing could stop us from being happy forever.
I was wrong.
* * *
I knew something was amiss the moment I walked in the door. First of all, Grace was sitting with Adrienne on my bed, and both girls were fully clothed. More to the point, neither of them had sex on their mind, both girls with somber expressions on their faces. Adrienne wouldn�t look me in the eye, and Grace squeezed her girlfriend�s hand reassuringly, patting her forearm as well.
But what made my knees wobble was when I looked to Adrienne�s right hand, where my promise ring was no longer around her fourth finger.
�Adrienne...� I began slowly, my mouth suddenly dry.
�I can�t do this, Ben,� she said softly. Staring more or less at my feet, she raised up her right hand, showing me the promise ring pinched between her thumb and index finger. �I�m sorry. But I can�t do this.�
My backpack hit the floor with a heavy thud, loud enough that Dawn, coming out of her own bedroom, came over and showed up in my doorway to investigate. She took one look at the scene and gasped.
Only now did Adrienne pick her head up, her red-rimmed eyes showing that she�d been crying an
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�I can�t do this.�
Such a simple phrase, four little words that individually are so common and mundane as to be irrelevant. But strung together, with the weight of Adrienne�s emotions behind them, the phrase managed to wrap around my heart, squeeze until it simply collapsed, and left me a crushed and vacant shell of the man I used to be.
What does �I can�t do this� even mean? Did Adrienne mean �I can�t deal with these weighty emotions right now because it�s finals but we�ll talk about it at the end of the week�? Did she mean �I love you but I�m not ready to take that next committed step in our relationship but I still want to be your casual girlfriend�?
Or did she mean �The relationship is over; I�m dumping your overbearing ass and never talking to you again�?
I didn�t know. I wasn�t sure. And all I really knew was that I HURT inside. I hurt so much that I didn�t even know how badly I hurt. It was as if my emotions � shocked so suddenly and so abruptly � merely shut down in self-defense. I felt cold and detached and ... nothing else.
Well, my kneecaps hurt. Kneeling on hardwood will do that to you. So I rocked back into a full squat, rubbing my knees before standing upright. Only then did I look around the room and notice that Dawn was still standing in the doorway, one hand covering her mouth in abject shock herself. She blinked several times as I simply started walking toward her.
At first, she removed her hand from her mouth to reach out to me, but I ignored her motion and simply walked past her and out into the hallway. I didn�t need comforting right now. Robots don�t need comforting. Robots can�t feel. I simply wanted to verify that Adrienne was well and truly gone.
She was. The hallway was empty. The front door was closed.
But I wasn�t alone. Dawn still stood right behind me. And crowding the entryway between the hallway and the living room were Paige, Ryan, Bert, and Robin. The four of them had been studying for finals, but now looked back at me with surprised expressions on their faces. Clearly, they�d seen a sobbing Adrienne hurry out the door with Grace holding her. And as one, the four of them studied me as if an explanation would come tumbling out of my lips.
None was forthcoming. Robots don�t need to explain unless a direct question is asked of them. I simply nodded to myself in confirmation that Adrienne was gone, and then I turned back to my bedroom. Going into a catatonic shut-down right now seemed like a very good idea.
But just as I was turning about, Gwen stepped out of the bathroom and came to a dead stop, startled to find six people staring at her. Her mouth opened slightly and she quickly glanced around at all six of us, silently standing around the hallway. �Uh, what�s going on?�
To this day, I�m not entirely sure why I did what I did next. I search back through my memory and wonder what processes of logic led me to that particular course of action, and I come up empty. Perhaps my brain had already shut off and I moved entirely on instinct. I simply�reacted�according to my nature.
And I am a sexual creature.
Without warning, I reached out and grabbed Gwen�s arm, yanking her abruptly through my bedroom doorway and slamming the door shut before Dawn could even react. I�d flipped the lock and propelled the dirty-blonde babe over to my bed before she even realized what was happening to her, and had Gwen seated at the edge of the mattress by the time the urgent banging on the door began.
�Ben!� Dawn called, alarm in her voice. The sound of the doorknob being twisted soon followed.
�Ben! What�s going on?� Paige�s voice plaintively joined her.
�Ben, what�s going on?� Gwen repeated, a note of fear creeping into her voice. I can only imagine what was going through her mind at that point. My face was impassive, my expression cold. But then she had no more time to react as I simply tackled her flat on her back across my bed and shoved my tongue into her mouth.
�MMPH!��Gwen grunted in surprise and at first, her lips fought to resist me. But then as my hands raced across her body, I felt her mouth go slack and accept my tongue while lightning bolts of pleasure shot through her. And her grunt turned into a soft, aroused moan. �Mmm...�
I was completely on autopilot. Completely absent of rational thought, I didn�t bother to contemplate what I was doing or why I was doing it. I simply�MOVED. My fingertips ran up the naked skin of her sides, pulling the hem of her polo shirt up her torso and out of the way. The sensations tickled her gently and caused her to spasm momentarily and tighten up her muscles. And while she was still in this tense state, my right hand slipped beneath her bra and pinched HARD onto her left nipple, the more sensitive one, causing her to squeak in pain and surprise.
While she was still squeaking, I bore down even harder with my mouth, forcefully pressing my lips into hers and shoving her head deeper into the mattress. Without words, I told her that she was�mine. I�owned�her body. And she would�submit�beneath me. My right hand gripped her boob and pinched the nipple again while my left hand slid back down to her hips and deftly undid the clasp of her jeans. Once the jeans went slack around her waist, I slipped my hand beneath the band of her panties and slid my palm around her hip to cup her right asscheek. And then I mounted her body and ground the bulge in my own jeans against her crotch, crushing her beneath me while I once again imposed my will over hers with my mouth.
I�d only ever been with Gwen the one time, that Thanksgiving weekend when I gave Dawn to Ryan. But that was all the experience I needed. Her user manual was pretty simple, and I had all the procedures committed to memory. And after running my right thumb along the crease beneath her left breast and rubbing my left index finger through the valley of her butt-cleavage, I had her right where I wanted her as I slid off her body to lie beside the trembling girl.
Gwen let her head fall back as I moved my weight off her, gasping for oxygen and struggling to focus. Her mind was racing from the incredibly passionate kiss I�d just finished planting on her and even though I was no longer physically smothering her, my right hand was still stimulating her body. But she managed one tiny moment of clarity. �Ben!� she gasped. �What�s going on?�
I didn�t bother to answer. I was already shifting myself into a better position as my left hand came out from palming her ass, sliding around inside her panties until I once again was in front, my fingers rustling through her trimmed pubic hairs. All the little touches and caresses up until this point had been solely to stoke her arousal and get her just barely wet enough for what I wanted to do next. And without further ado, I plunged my middle finger between her slightly damp labia.
�Oh, SHIT!� Gwen threw her head back, her eyes popping WIDE open. Her dirty blonde hair had been growing out ever since I first met her, now practically a mane of elegantly done curls and waves that haloed around her head, longer than pretty much any other girl I knew. The mess of dark and blonde mixed together gave her a wild look. And her light brown eyes, accented by her dark mascara and heavy eyeshadow, made her look even wilder.
I nibbled on her neck, groped her tit, and plunged my finger in and out of her rapidly moistening pussy. Gwen panted and moaned in obvious heat despite being unceremoniously yanked into my bedroom just minutes before. My right hand was now racing across her body, unsnapping her bra and shoving both it and her shirt above her perky tits. I also tugged down at her jeans and thong panties, giving my left hand more room to maneuver. And then I abruptly pulled myself away from her neckline as I used both hands to jerk her bottoms off her legs in a single, smooth motion.
�Ben!� Gwen picked her head up as she found herself completely naked below her shoulders. A measure of clarity had returned once I no longer had a finger wriggling inside her pussy. And she held her hands up to me in a �wait, wait� gesture. �Ben we can�t do this! I�m a slut! Not a cheater!�
The word �cheater� was the first thing that stirred my brain from its self-imposed slumber. She was right. Gwen had a boyfriend now: Rick Rusedski. He was a nice enough guy. A little frat boy for my taste, but he was still Gwen�s boyfriend. And I had his girlfriend naked before me.
Maybe I should have stopped then. But while my brain had awoken, it was not yet in control of my body. I simply stared at the pretty girl, seeing the indecision on her face as I crawled between her legs and gripped her thighs in my hands. All year, Gwen had been begging me for an encore to what she termed �the greatest sexual experience of her life�. Now, she was about to get it.
So I left the decision up to her. �You wanna stop? Just say �stop�,� I said gruffly. Then I pulled apart her thighs and ducked my head a little lower. Exhaling straight onto her pussy, I waited to the count of three.
One...
Two...
Three...
She didn�t say �stop�. So I stuck out my tongue and swiped it along Gwen�s slit from base to clit. She shuddered, shivered, and moaned.
And then I fucked the shit out of her.
�Unnnghhh...� Gwen groaned, her eyebrows furrowing. She lay on her side, right cheek pressed into the mattress, an obvious dark spot of wetness radiating out from her mouth where she�d been drooling for the past ten minutes. Her dirty-blonde hair was still a mess, her sweaty bangs now sticking to her forehead. Her eyes were pinched shut and she whimpered constantly while I continued sawing in and out of her sopping wet pussy.
I was currently straddling Gwen�s right leg as I fucked her. Her left knee was bent back to her own belly, propping her on her side while I drilled myself in and out of her body. Her light skin was flush with heat and moisture, now slightly pink. Her asscheeks were even redder from where I�d been repeatedly spanking her. Save for the blonde�s whimpering, the only sound in the room was that of her twice cum-filled pussy squishing audibly with my every stroke.
And I was about to fill her for a third time.
She�d already gone limp. Gwen was completely exhausted, having endured more orgasms than I could count. There was no tenderness to our fucking. I simply drove her up and over the proverbial wall again and again without mercy or consideration. I didn�t make her cum to make her happy. I made her cum for the visceral self-satisfaction of making the poor girl go so far beyond her limits. I�d made her pass out once before, that first fuck a year and a half ago. I could have done it again an hour ago. But some dark, twisted part of me enjoyed stringing her along, keeping her on the brink of unconsciousness at the razor�s edge between pleasure and oblivion.
But now as I felt my third ejaculation building up inside me, I decided to get it over with. I hadn�t taken my cock completely out of her cunt even once for this entire session, squirting her full of jism twice and continuing to rut inside her until I got hard again. But even in my cold, robotic mode, I was tiring.
So my left hand moved away from her swaying breast and down to her pussy. I grazed my fingertips lightly over her already abused clit, tickling the protruding love button so that the sensations would be impossible to ignore.
Even exhausted, Gwen twitched and wriggled as she felt the direct stimulation, her whimpering turning back into desperate moans. �Please...� she groaned, not finishing the sentence. What did she mean? �Please make me cum�, perhaps? She might even be pleading, �Please just make it all stop; I can�t handle any more�.
I was about to do both, anyways. I teased her clit until her breathing shortened into staccato, gasping bursts. Gwen hyperventilated as the overwhelming sensations flooded her mind; and I watched her neck contorting as mixed pain and pleasure wracked her body. For over and hour and a half straight, I�d manipulated her body like a marionette, making her cum when and how I wanted. And now I would finally finish her off.
Her gasps sped up until she couldn�t possibly breathe any faster, and just as I sensed her reaching her zenith, I clamped my left hand over her mouth and nostrils, suffocating her briefly. At the same time, I rammed my cock in and out of her cunt at a rapid pace while popping my right index finger into her clenched asshole. And deprived of oxygen and overstimulated by the pain and my finger up her butt, Gwen exploded. Her whole body jerked, her spine bending as she arched backwards. With my hand still covering her nose and mouth, I used her body as leverage to lunge my cock to maximum depth inside her cunt. And then I held her there, smothered beneath my heavy weight, unable to move or breathe while the orgasm literally sent her into a seizure.
After about fifteen seconds of this, her eyes rolled up into her head as she passed out. Gwen�s body curled up and went totally limp; and I dropped my hands away, planting my palms on the mattress to support myself while I felt my dickhead expand and begin spitting out my third batch of semen into her now-unconscious body. She was utterly motionless, except for her still clenching and spasming cunt, now so overloaded with both her own and my orgasmic fluids that her pussy muscles started squirting juices out of our joining to soak both her and my thighs.
When I was done, and only when I was done, I finally rolled off her and flat onto my back, panting heavily with my own exertion. I left Gwen a puddle of orgasmic goo beside me, curled in a fetal position and comatose with her still twitching pussy squirting out more and more mingled spunk.
And then I surrendered to unconsciousness myself.
I woke up with my eyes still closed, but somehow I knew exactly where I was and who I was with.
I was buck naked in my room, lying flat on my back on my own bed. My head was currently in the warm lap of a beautiful girl. And she was tenderly stroking my hair back from my forehead and along my scalp.
I stiffened slightly as I came awake, and her soothing hand stroked deeper and more firmly, calming me. I realized that I was cocooned beneath my blankets, which covered my nudity and kept me warm. And still with my eyes closed, I exhaled slowly before asking, �What time is it, Dawn?�
My best friend�s sweet voice answered, �Almost nine. PM. You�ve been asleep for more than two hours.�
Slowly, I cracked my eyelids open and blinked as Dawn�s pretty face came into focus. She had changed and showered since I last saw her, now wearing a baggy T-shirt with no bra and her hair held back in a simple ponytail, more functional than stylish. And her crystal blue eyes looked down on me with nothing but love, warmth, and understanding.
Recognizing these emotions, I realized that my brain was once again active and in control of my body. And with that activity came the memories of Adrienne walking out, as well as of what I�d done to Gwen. Not �with� Gwen. �To� Gwen.
�Where�s Gwen?� I asked, my tongue still feeling a little thick.
Dawn�s eyebrows rose, but she nodded. �She woke up about twenty minutes ago and let us in. Bert and Robin took her back to the dorms.�
I nodded and exhaled slowly. Then wincing, I stared my friend in her eyes and asked, �Does she hate me?�
Dawn arched an eyebrow at my question. She thought about it for a moment before answering. �Well ... she�s confused. She�s exhausted. Bert practically had to carry her out the door. But no, I don�t think she hates you.�
I exhaled in relief and closed my eyes. �Okay...�
�Why�d you do it?� Dawn asked softly.
Slowly, I cracked my eyes opened again. �What? Fuck her?�
Dawn nodded.
I shook my head, both hearing and feeling the friction of my hair in her lap. �I don�t know. It�s all kind of a haze.� And then I sighed before zeroing in on my last really clear memory. It was that of Adrienne walking away. I flashed my gaze up to Dawn�s eyes again and asked hesitantly. �Did ... did Adrienne come back?�
I saw the answer in Dawn�s eyes. She looked so sad and sympathetic for me that I felt my heart cracking anew. My lips quivered and I felt like breaking down into tears again. She was gone. My girlfriend ... my love ... was gone. She�d walked away from me. And somehow I knew this wasn�t just a simple fight where everything would be fine in the morning. My relationship with Adrienne � at least the boyfriend/girlfriend relationship � was over.
Just as I started whimpering on the path to full-blown sobbing, Dawn held both my cheeks and stared down at me. �Hey!�
It was sudden enough that my attempt at sobbing like a little baby was stopped before I really got started. I opened my eyes and looked at her in confusion.
�You want something to eat?� Dawn asked flippantly. �We ordered pizza and there�re plenty of leftovers.�
I winced and then shook my head. Food was not interesting to me right now. But her little shock worked; while still sad, I didn�t feel like crying anymore.
Dawn nodded in understanding and went back to stroking my forehead. I sighed and closed my eyes again, wanting to just melt into her lap and make the world go away. But a male voice cleared his throat. �Ahem.�
I opened my eyes and looked over. Ryan was standing in the open doorway, one arm leaning against the frame. He too, was dressed to stay in tonight. Most of the time he went home, but this looked like a night when he was sleeping over in Dawn�s room. �You coming back out?�
Dawn glanced down at me, clearly torn. I reached up and grabbed her hand, holding it tightly. �Don�t leave me,� I pleaded. �Not right now.�
Dawn sighed and glanced back up at her boyfriend. I kept my gaze on her face as she softened her eyes and told him, �Not right now. Okay?�
Ryan exhaled, a slight note of frustration in the sound. He understood that I was hurting, and it wasn�t like Dawn and I were getting naked behind a locked door. But the guy would forever wonder if when push came to shove, whether his girlfriend would choose him or me. Still, he walked away. And Dawn went back to stroking my hair.
I never did get up to go get something to eat.
And Dawn never went back to her bedroom.
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The clock read 7:05am when my eyes fluttered open. I didn�t need to move to see the digital readout; it was in my line of sight just past Dawn�s right ear. My arms instinctively tightened as the tingling sensation of awareness spread throughout my body, and I realized that not only was my morning wood pressed into Dawn�s panty-clad asscrack, but I was also cupping a very round, very firm breast with only a thin cotton layer between my hand and her bare skin.
Reflexively, my hand squeezed the boob and Dawn moaned lightly. My mind was a blank slate. I�d been so exhausted that I slept deeply and soundly throughout the night, a dreamless sleep that was entirely about recovery. I didn�t know where I was or why. But I knew I was holding Dawn � my Dawn � in my arms and nothing else mattered.
I continued rubbing Dawn�s breast until I heard the barely noticeable change in her breathing. I stopped rubbing just then, but Dawn began taking longer and deeper breaths, and presently she began turning her head towards me. And as the morning light shone down brilliantly on her angelic face, my stunningly beautiful soulmate lit up in a wide smile and said happily, �Mmm ... morning, Ben!�
�Hi...� I smiled happily and squeezed her a little tighter, my hand idly rubbing her breast as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I dipped my face toward hers, puckering my lips as she closed her eyes and moved in to meet me.
And then awareness seemed to hit the both of us at the same time. My eyes popped open and I jerked my hand away. Dawn�s eyes popped open and she backed away from me.
�Oh, Dawn, Dawn. I�m so�sorry,� I muttered. I realized I was still buck naked beneath the blankets, my erection rubbing against her butt, that part of her asscheek uncovered by her thong panties.
�No, no. It�s okay. Not your fault,� she flustered and checked her shirt to tug it down around her waist while rolling her ass away from my cock.
�It is. It is. I�m so sorry.�
�No, it�s okay. It�s nobody�s fault,� Dawn sighed. And after futzing around with her clothes for another few seconds, my best friend nervously looked over at me as she sat up in bed, the blankets falling down around her lap.
Just then, Brandi appeared at the open doorway, a steaming mug of coffee in her hands. �Figures.� My older sister smirked. �One amazingly gorgeous blonde breaks up with you, so you drag another pretty blonde into your bedroom and fuck her brains out. And then you spend the night cuddling with a�third�hot blonde.�
Dawn blushed and looked down before slipping out of the bed. �I�d better go do damage control with Ryan.�
I sat up, keeping the blankets covering my lap while wrapping my arms around my legs. I nodded to my best friend. �I�m sorry about all this.�
�No, don�t be.� Dawn shook her head. �I was right where I needed to be � where I�wanted�to be � last night.�
I managed a smile, despite the melancholic thoughts of Adrienne that were coming back into mind. �Thanks, Dawn. Really.�
My best friend smiled and nodded. Then she headed out of the room.
Once Dawn was gone, I leaned back against the headboard and sighed. Brandi took the opportunity to enter into the room, close the door behind her, and slide onto the bed beside me, coffee mug and all. She sat on top of the covers. �How are you holding up?�
�What? With Adrienne?� I asked with my eyes still closed and my head tilted back.
Brandi nodded. Well, I think she nodded. In any case, I answered. �I dunno. I don�t think it�s sunk in yet. I don�t feel ... anything ... really.�
�Well, you�ve been keeping yourself pretty distracted since then.� Brandi chuckled.
I shrugged. �How do I look like I�m holding up?�
�Honestly?� Brandi smiled and I cracked my eyes open in time to see the typical family eyebrow arch. �You look just fine. If Matt had walked out on me in the middle of Finals Week, I�d be a sobbing mess on the floor.�
�You missed it. That was me last night.�
�Wasn�t for long from what Dawn told me. She said you picked yourself up, walked straight out the door, and then grabbed Gwen to fuck the poor girl�s brains out.�
I winced and sighed. �Yeah. I�m still not exactly sure how that all happened. I was kind of mentally checked out at the time.�
�Checked out?� Brandi snorted. �If that�s how you fuck when you�re mentally checked out, I need to find a way to put you in that state the next time I need some stress relief. Gwen sounded like she was being murdered in here ... in a�very�good way. Dayna and I couldn�t study worth a damn upstairs so we came down to join the party camped out in the living room to listen.�
I winced. �You guys were camped out in the living room?�
My sister nodded, a smirk on her face. But then her expression changed. �Uh, Paige wasn�t too happy about it though.�
My shoulders sagged. I�d forgotten for the moment about my�other�girlfriend. �She pissed at me?�
�Jealous more like it. She declared more than once, and I quote, that it was supposed to be HER job to be the sacrificial lamb at your altar of lustful vengeance.�
I smirked at the biblical undertones in the phrasing. Then, unexpectedly, the weight of Adrienne�s leaving suddenly hit me like a ton of bricks and I promptly keeled over onto my side, grimacing in obvious pain as the desire to bawl like a newborn baby overwhelmed me.
�Eep!� Brandi shrieked as I toppled toward her, just barely managing not to spill her coffee.
I was on my side in a fetal position now, my eyes wide open and staring blankly at nothing. �She�s really gone, isn�t she?�
�I don�t know,� Brandi replied honestly. �I wasn�t there.�
�She�s gone,� I stated. �I know it. I mean, she�s coming back here, obviously. All her stuff is here. But the relationship is�over.�
�You don�t know that. Couples have fights and misunderstandings all the time,� Brandi said reassuringly. �I�ve seen you and Adrienne together, Ben. You two LOVE each other. That girl absolutely worships the ground you walk on and she would like nothing better than to be in your orbit for the rest of her life. She NEEDS you in her life.�
I sighed. I heard the ring of truth in what Brandi was saying, but as I stopped and thought about it, I finally realized what Adrienne had meant when she said �I can�t do this�. Yeah, Adrienne wanted me to be in her life, but I�d pushed her beyond what she could handle right now. The signs were all there before, but I�d ignored them and just plowed ahead with my own vision of the future. I�d promised I would never push her too far, and then I went ahead and did it anyways. And taking a deep breath, I winced and started rocking slightly on the bed, trembling as the weight of my great mistake came crashing over me.
�Ben, what is it?� My sister put her hand on my shoulder to try and calm me.
�I scared her away,� I whimpered.
�Scared her? How?�
I went dead still, eyes staring blankly at the abyss before me. And I quietly answered, �I asked her to be my wife.�
Brandi got me to explain what I meant about asking Adrienne to be my wife. I told her about all my talk of settling down and getting married and raising a family. Meanwhile, Adrienne waffled on whether she ever wanted to get married and told me how she had no intention of ever having kids. I told Brandi about Adrienne questioning her sexuality and how she�d always been more attracted to girls than guys. And I told her about the promise ring. True, I hadn�t actually�asked�Adrienne to marry me right then and there, but I HAD more or less asked her to start down that path with me.
With all of Adrienne�s commitment issues, the gold band sliding around her finger must have felt like a prison chain.
Brandi summed it up. �Adrienne doesn�t want to settle down with you, Ben. That girl adores you, but she�s not the settling down type. Not right now at least. She�s too ... well...�unsettled.�
I sighed. I knew it. Dawn had known it last night, but since the whole thing hadn�t blown up in my face yet, she hadn�t said anything at the time. And even afterwards, Dawn was too good to me to ever say �I told you so�.
But now Brandi was blunt enough for the both of them. �You�re such a moron, Ben. How did you not know? When has Adrienne ever given you a signal that she wanted to settle down with you?�
�She told me she�d love me forever and always,� I ventured plaintively.
�I�ll�love you forever and always. That doesn�t mean I want to settle down with you.� Brandi rolled her eyes. �She was your girlfriend. She enjoyed being your girlfriend. But it wasn�t supposed to last forever.�
�Why not?� I whimpered. I clung desperately to the fantasy of being happily ever after with Adrienne. �She promised �forever�.�
Brandi sighed. �Wake up, kiddo. You�re eighteen. You�re a freshman in college. What the hell do you know about �forever�? And haven�t you been paying attention to the way your girlfriend IS, not the way you might wish her to be?�
I just winced and ducked my head while my big sister went and pointed out all the little things Adrienne did to show me that she didn�t want that kind of permanent commitment. I just kept my eyes closed and absorbed each verbal insight like they were body blows to my mid-section.
In the end, I was exhausted. I was hungry. And my head was spinning. What if I hadn�t given Adrienne the ring? What if I�d been less needy and let her explore her relationship with Grace more freely? Was it all a waste of time anyways if Adrienne didn�t want the same things as me in the future? Was I just blind and rushing things since we�d only really been �together� for a year?
All of these things raced through my mind, so fast and so hard that I couldn�t think straight and my skull was starting to throb. And once again, I felt myself slipping away into catatonia, staring blankly as I contemplated the nature of my existence.
�Ben?� Brandi asked after a while, realizing that I was no longer responsive. My brain had become such a mess that I just ignored her and kept on thinking and thinking and thinking.
�Ben?� she asked again, this time waving her hand in front of my eyes. Still I ignored her.
But Brandi wasn�t about to passively let me retreat into my own little world. My sister huffed once in annoyance and then reached forward, physically rolling me and rolling me until I went right off the end of the bed, coming out naked from underneath the blankets and falling onto the floor in a messy heap.
�Oww!� I only woke up when I realized how much it hurt to fall without cushioning yourself.
�You�ve got a final in an hour, Ben,� Brandi glared at me. �Man up and focus.�
�I can�t...� I groaned, holding my head and feeling pain both from my Adrienne-torment AND from physically landing on the stupid lump of meat. �My mind is going around a million miles an hour. I don�t even know WHICH final I have.�
Brandi sighed and arched her eyebrow, staring at my pathetic body. I was kneeling on the floor, slumped over the edge of the bed grimacing in pain. It wasn�t that landing on the floor really hurt me; it was my agony over how I�d messed things up with Adrienne. Then without another word, my sister got up and headed for the door.
I put my head face-down into the mattress. Now even Brandi was leaving me.
[click]
Furrowing my eyebrows, I turned my head. Brandi had locked the door and returned to me, reaching down to grab underneath my armpits and help hoist me onto the bed. I was still buck naked and she turned me around, immediately taking my cock in hand. And she began to stroke me.
�Brandi! Wha�?� I hissed. The house was NOT very well soundproofed and on this weekday, the likelihood of someone who wasn�t supposed to know just how close my sister and I were might very well be outside. Hell, I was pretty sure Ryan was still in the house somewhere.
Brandi reached forward with her off-hand and put a finger to my lips, telling me to keep still and keep quiet while she glanced at the door. And with that finger still on my lips to silence me, my older sister ducked her head down and gently took my not-quite hard dick into her mouth.
My brain instantly quieted down. It�s hard to think about other things when a warm, wet mouth is surrounding your cock and doing its level best to give you as much pleasure as humanly possible. I let my head fall back across the bed as I surrendered to the bliss. And Brandi�s mouth descended further down around me, humming and sucking and licking the big vein running underneath my growing shaft.
�Ohhh ... Brandi...� I groaned softly; I dared not get any louder. Then I moved my hands to her head, guiding her up and down motions. �So good, Brandi. You�re so good, sis. Suck me. Suck me.�
It was so wrong. It was so naughty...
... It was in her mouth. Brandi had brought both hands into play, jacking me firmly while her mouth danced around the head. And mid-stroke I popped off, sending the first spurt of spunk onto my sister�s tongue which she swallowed eagerly.
�Ohhh ... Brandi...� I groaned again, feeling my head clearing with the ejaculation. I�m a sexual creature. It�s how I work. And Brandi kept milking me. With one hand, she coaxed out every drop of cum, jacking up with every blast to maximize the load that splattered against the back of her mouth. And after the first three of four bursts, she started hoovering me in desperate search for more ... and more ... and more ... until there was nothing left to give.
Smacking her lips, Brandi picked her head up and sighed with deep satisfaction. I saw her left hand was still holding my deflating prick, but she brought her right hand up from her own panties, coated in her own slimy fluids. And daintily, my sister licked her own fingers clean.
�I�ve got your sperm in my belly, little brother...� Brandi sighed, her eyes sizzling. �Isn�t that so...�wrong...�
I groaned and winced. �So wrong...�
�And yet,� my older sister smiled. �So right.�
I just nodded, thinking of absolutely nothing but blissful pleasure.
�Now,� she said sternly, her big sister voice coming back to her. �Get dressed. Get something to eat. And go do your final today. Got it?�
I nodded and gave my sister a look of heartfelt love and warmth. �Thank you.�
After the head-clearing ejaculation, I managed to keep thoughts of Adrienne at bay long enough to take my final. But as the three-hour exam wore on, the harder I tried to keep her out of my mind the more she crept into it. I didn�t completely bomb the test, but I knew I could have done better.
At least this time, I had a plan. Tuesdays, Adrienne and Grace usually met up with Misty and Kim at their usual caf�. I usually met up with them as well, and this was one appointment I intended to keep.
I found the four girls sitting together at a booth, already halfway through their meals. I marched in, grabbed an extra chair, and plopped myself down at the end of the table to face four absolutely shocked faces.
Clearly, none of them were expecting me to just show up.
�Hi, Adrienne,� I said off-hand, but with a slight menace in my voice. �We need to talk.�
�There�s nothing to say, Ben,� Adrienne said quietly and looked away. I noticed Grace glaring at me on the other side of Adrienne, holding her girlfriend�s hand even tighter. On the opposite side of the table, Misty and Kim were merely evaluating me curiously.
�There�s a lot to say,� I started, consciously softening my voice. I wasn�t here to threaten her. �And it starts with me apologizing for pushing you too far too fast.�
�It�s not that simple,� Adrienne shook her head.
�Then explain it to me,� I pleaded. �Neither of us have a final this afternoon. Let�s go somewhere and talk.�
�Not now, Ben.�
�Then when?�
�Please don�t push me more, Ben.� Adrienne was on the verge of tears.
I sighed and physically backed away. I hadn�t realized I�d been leaning forward, looming over her. �The last thing I want to do is push you, Adrienne.�
�Then�don�t.� For the first time, she raised her eyes to mine. �Just let it be.�
I felt like we�d had this conversation before, back when Adrienne just wanted to be �nottogether�. I exhaled slowly, looking down before stating, �You HAVE to come home eventually. All your stuff is in our room.�
She blinked and took a deep breath. �Of course. But not right now.� Adrienne�s hands suddenly shot out to mine, grabbing the tops of them and holding on firmly. �Please, Ben. Just give me until the end of finals. This is what I need to do to focus on my exams. I�can�t�try to work out the details of our relationship and study at the same time, alright? But come Friday, we�ll talk. I promise. I�ll be home when you get back from your last final. Please ... can you wait for me?�
I sighed, slowly turning my hands over so that I could meet Adrienne palm to palm. But she pulled her hands away from mine before I could grab her. For a few seconds, I just stared at my empty hands, feeling absolutely and completely heartbroken. I wanted answers. I wanted resolution. Maybe Adrienne could suppress her feelings and keep them locked away long enough to finish her finals, but I wasn�t sure I could do the same.
But I would. I would have to. For�her. I still�loved�her. And she hadn�t officially come out and said we were broken up ... yet.
�Okay,� I sighed. �I�ll wait for you. Friday. I�ll leave you alone until then.�
�Thank you, Ben,� Adrienne said softly. And then she stood. Grace stood up with her, and with only a head nod to their friends, the pair of them walked out of the caf�.
I left my elbows on the table and raised my palms up just in time to meet my face as I hunched over, fighting the urge to start crying anew. How the hell was I going to last three more days without some sort of closure?
�You never should have let her date Grace,� Misty remarked.
I peeked my eyes out, a confused expression on my face.
�Don�t get me wrong,� Misty continued. �Grace is my roommate and my friend. I like to see her happy. But you were playing with fire when you agreed to let your girlfriend regularly date someone else, another girl or not.�
I sighed. �That wasn�t the problem.�
�Oh? Adrienne�s practically LIVED in our room for the past few months,� Misty went on. �It�d bother me if I wasn�t spending all MY time at my boyfriend�s.�
I shrugged. �The time away wasn�t our problem. Nor was the sharing. Adrienne and I had a very unique relationship.�
�I�ll say...� Kim mused.
I arched an eyebrow at the pretty Japanese-American girl, but she just blushed and shook her head. �So if it wasn�t the time apart, what broke you guys up?� she went on to ask. �Grace and Adrienne didn�t tell us the details.�
I sighed and said it again,�still�not quite believing it. �I gave her a promise ring.�
�Ohhh...� Both girls nodded in understanding. And then Misty added, �Uh, didn�t you KNOW Adrienne didn�t want to settle down?�
Jeez, did EVERYONE know but me? I buried my face in my palms again, moaning in agony.
Kim just reached over and patted my back. �Apparently he didn�t.�
Since I didn�t have a Tuesday afternoon final, I wandered around the campus for about an hour, just walking to nowhere and letting my mind spin and spin and spin. Like a piece of debris adrift on the ocean currents, I simply went wherever fate took me.
A part of me hoped fate would take me in front of a bus.
But no bus came, and none would come unless I got myself off the middle of campus and over to one of the streets. Even then, I didn�t trust myself not to ignore Adrienne�s Friday edict and run to find her, to plead with her to take me back. So I just kept walking.
Eventually, I just got so exhausted that I had no choice but to head home before I collapsed on some random sidewalk.
When I got home, I found that the room I�d shared with Adrienne all year had changed quite a bit in my absence. Books were gone, clothes, and most of Adrienne�s makeup kit. I nearly sank to the floor when I realized that she�d come home at last, only to leave again before I returned.
Dawn appeared in the doorway behind me. �She and Grace came to pick up her stuff. Adrienne said she�d be back on Friday to pack up.�
Without turning to face my best friend, I simply nodded. She walked up and put her hand on my shoulder, clearly asking without words if I wanted some company. I reached up and patted her hand, then stepped forward into the room. Dawn took the hint and left me alone, closing the door behind me.
And then I did what I always did in situations like this. I made sure all the curtains were shut, plunging the room into semi-darkness. Then I moved to the bed and sat down, simmering under my own personal dark cloud, determined to radiate �get-the-fuck-away-from-me� signals to anyone who dared intrude on my melancholy.
Paige didn�t get the memo.
I�d been sitting there in the dark for about an hour when the door opened again. Half of me expected to see Brooke standing in the doorway, wearing nothing but a towel. And for a brief moment I thought I�did�see my little sister.
But then the face coalesced into Paige�s elfin features, the hair a shade of auburn instead of a deep, dark brown. And this girl didn�t bother approaching me slowly or waving her hands in front of my unblinking eyes. The little redheaded hurricane more or less tackled me and pushed and shoved until I was flat on my back and she was sitting astride my chest. �What the FUCK is wrong with you?�
This was not my day for contemplation. First Brandi rolled me off the freakin� bed; and now this. Maybe I�should�have stayed out on the sidewalks.
�I�m supposed to be your�girlfriend, remember?� Paige whined plaintively. �You�re supposed to TALK to me when something�s bothering you. And if you don�t want to TALK,�I�M�the one you�re supposed to bend over and fuck until you get it out of your system. Got it?�
I just blinked rapidly, still a little in shock by the petite girl sitting on my chest and glaring at me from inches away.
�So what�s it gonna be?� Paige narrowed her eyes at me. �Talk or fuck?�
A surge of annoyance and pain raced through my veins. I rolled my eyes and then suddenly gripped Paige�s arms almost too tightly in my hands. And then I sat up and violently flipped us over, lifting up the petite girl�s light weight before slamming her down onto her back.
�Goody!� my pixie giggled breathlessly. �I was hoping you�d pick �fuck�. Goddamn I got so horny listening to you last night!�
I didn�t answer coherently. I just growled and ripped her schoolgirl blouse open.
�Holy fuck! Holy shit! Mary, Mother of God,�FUCK!� Paige squealed as she felt my cock unexpectedly burrowing up her asshole.
She was still wearing her entire schoolgirl outfit, minus the panties. Those I�d ripped to shreds in my urgency to get them off her; and the pieces were jagged rags on the floor somewhere. The back of her plaid skirt was folded up and tucked into her waistband to keep it out of the way, baring the young girl�s creamy white ass. I�d been pounding her doggy-style. And at the last moment before my climax, I�d pulled out, jizzed straight onto her winking anus, and then used my own cum to push through Paige�s now-lubricated sphincter to embed myself inside her anal chute.
The last two or three little pulses of cum squirted out of me and into my little girlfriend�s rectum. Moaning and groaning, I pumped two or three more times, feeding Paige�s tight asshole the full length of my cock as the last sensations of physical ecstasy passed through me. And then as the last of my energy drained away, I collapsed flat on her back, sending us both sprawling on top of the mattress.
Still working to please me, Paige clenched her anal muscles around me to revive my cock. But even her tight ass couldn�t put raw energy back into my body and in the end I simply flopped over in exhaustion.
I couldn�t go on. But even though the sex was over, Paige wasn�t done trying to make me happy. She fetched some baby wipes and cleaned us both up before falling back into my arms. Showering my face with perky little kisses, she looked on me with motherly concern and asked me to tell her about how I felt. And then I finally told my other girlfriend the story of what went on with my first girlfriend.
It didn�t take very long. After all, I�d already gotten the weight off my chest talking with Brandi. But there was still a lot of pain in my voice as I rehashed all my mistakes.
Too wrapped up in my narrative, I never noticed Paige�s mood darkening as I told her my story. Over the course of a few minutes, she went from lovingly concerned to nervously worried. �You were really that serious about Adrienne? You wanted to settle down and get married and have kids and all that?� Paige asked quietly.
I sighed and nodded. �Someday. Even now, I want to find her and plead with her to take me back.� It wasn�t a secret. After all, I�d been talking with Dawn and Brandi about the same thing.
But then neither of those girls was my�other�girlfriend. And Paige sounded hurt as she asked, �You were never that serious about ME, were you?�
I furrowed my eyebrows and looked down at the pretty girl, who�d rolled her own dark blue eyes up to meet my gaze. �Uh...�
�I love you, Ben. You know that, right?� There was no doubting the emotion in Paige�s voice. �I really, really am in love with you.�
I nodded, stroking her hair.
She took a deep breath and then quietly asked, �But you don�t love me, do you?�
I glanced down at her. �Paige, we�ve been through this. I care about you. You know I do.�
�But you don�t love me like you do Adrienne.�
I blinked. �Were you expecting me to?�
Paige sighed, pouting. �Well ... I hoped ... Maybe ... Y�know, it�s been a few months now. We�ve been spending a lot of time together and I thought ... y�know ... feelings would ... develop...�
I sighed. �Paige, I will always care about you. But I told you I didn�t have those feelings. That�s why I said way back in the beginning that we shouldn�t be together; because it wouldn�t be fair to you.�
�I thought I could change your mind,� Paige whimpered pitifully.
I didn�t answer right away. I just kept stroking her hair. And then taking a slow, deep breath, I exhaled and said, �I�m sorry, Red.�
My petite little girlfriend snuggled closer in to me, burying her face against my chest. She whimpered a few more times, grabbing at my chest and then gripping my arm before turning her face up to look at me. There was no mistaking the sorrow in her deep blue eyes. �Adrienne leaving you doesn�t change things, does it?�
�What do you mean?�
Paige blinked rapidly. �I was hoping that with her gone, you�d have more for me. I was hoping that if she wasn�t taking up your time, your attention ... your love ... then you could give me more.�
�Oh, Paige...� I sighed, stroking her hair again. �It doesn�t work that way.�
�Why not?� Paige pouted.
I sighed. �You�ll learn ... little one.� I brushed her bangs back from her forehead. �Feelings just don�t work like that.�
The pretty girl then scrunched her face up, looking angry and upset. ��Feelings don�t work like that�?� she hissed.
�Paige...� I began.
��Feelings don�t WORK like that�?� she repeated in a clearly annoyed voice.
�Paige...� I pleaded.
�Nuh-uh,� she cut me off. Quickly, the half-dressed girl pushed herself upright and wrapped the sheets around her body to cover herself, as if she was suddenly ashamed to let me see her nakedness. And then she tugged down her bra and shirt, fixing the schoolgirl outfit we�d shoved to the sides in our lovemaking, before darting off the bed to find what remained of her panties.
�Paige...�
�Forget it, Ben,� she spat at me.
�Paige, please.�
�No! I think I�ve wasted enough time on you, don�t you think?� Her voice was a world of hurt. �I gave you everything! I gave you my virginity! And you can�t even muster up enough of yourself to love me?�
�I do love you!�
�Like a little sister, right, you incestuous bastard? Not the way I want! Not the way I need! But I�m just not good enough for you, am I? Not good enough to be a girlfriend you actually LOVE! Noooo, only�Adrienne�� with her big tits and gorgeous face and perfect body � was good enough for you!�
�I can�t help the way I feel,� I pleaded. �I care about you. You KNOW I do.�
�Goodbye, Ben.�
�Paige��
�NO.� Paige�s voice was deeper and more intense than I�d ever heard it before. �I�hate�you. We�re�done. Now you have ZERO girlfriends left.� With that, the angry redhead stomped over to the door and flung it open. And without a backwards glance she stormed out the front door as well.
Ah,�hell.
I was sitting up in bed by now, rubbing my forehead vigorously as if I could physically yank out all the bad emotions and fucked up situations from my brain. I felt a surge of adrenaline pushing through me, setting my limbs on fire as the frustration built inside me. Why was this happening? Did Paige really just dump me a day after Adrienne walked out on me? How did my life get sooo fucked up?
The longer I rubbed my forehead, the more my forehead began to hurt from the skin getting friction burn. FUCK! Why the FUCK was this happening? I couldn�t take it anymore. I couldn�t handle it. It was all just TOO FUCKING MUCH.
Adrienne doesn�t want to BE with me anymore. She loves me but she can�t be tied down. And FUCK! My fucking GIRLFRIEND turned out to be a LESBIAN. She fucking picked GRACE over ME! FUCK! I stopped rubbing my forehead and switched to clenching the sheets in my hands, squeezing tighter and tighter as if I could compress the fabric into diamonds.
And Paige!�I�never wanted to START a fucking relationship with her. I always cared about her, but I KNEW I didn�t have those kind of feelings for her. I�d TOLD her as much. But NO ... SHE said �I�ll take whatever I can get�. SHE said she�d accept however much I could give her, and wouldn�t expect any more from me. But�NO. She DID expect more. She DID want more. And when I couldn�t give it to her, SHE fucking dumped ME! How fucked up is THAT? Why the FUCK was this HAPPENING?
ARRRGHHH!!!
A quiet knock sounded off by the open door. I jerked my head up, my hands gripping at my own forearms while I did my best to give myself an Indian Burn. And I saw Gwen standing in the doorway, her mane of dirty blonde hair hanging beautifully over her shoulders, her dark eyeshadow and mascara making her look dangerously alluring.
�Hi, Ben,� Gwen said rather nervously. �We need to talk.�
Talk?
Or Fuck?
Mechanically, I got off the bed and strode directly for her. Her eyes went wide as she looked down at my naked body, since I hadn�t re-dressed after fucking Paige. And her eyes went even wider as she realized I had an erection.
Gwen only had time to squeak before I roughly grabbed the back of her neck with my left hand and gripped a breast with my right. I spun her into my bedroom, mashing my lips against hers and kicking the door shut at the same time. My tongue darted into her mouth as I bent her backwards and my right hand slid beneath the waistband of her jeans and into her panties, where a finger wormed its way inside her rapidly moistening pussy.
When we got to my bed, I dropped Gwen flat on her back where the dirty blonde babe simply gasped and looked at me with abject fear in her eyes. And as I climbed onto the bed to loom on all fours above her supine body, all she could whimper was, �Oh, God. Not again!�
I didn�t give Gwen the option of saying �no� or saying �stop� this time; I just used her. And I didn�t bother keeping her at the razor�s edge of unconsciousness for a protracted amount of time before sending her over. This time, I just fucked her brains out.
Fifteen minutes after she showed up in my doorway, Gwen was a limp puddle of orgasmic goo. She was unconscious and lying on her right shoulder, the right arm extended straight out and the left arm flung behind her head. Her ass was flat on the bed with her legs spread to the sides and bent like a dead frog�s. And her still spasming pussy was leaking creamy white semen, creating a wet spot that slowly crept outward as the sheets absorbed our mingled sexual fluids.
I, on the other hand, sat up at the edge of the mattress, my heels perched on the bed frame while I held my head in my hands.
A knock sounded at the door and I called, �Who is it?�
My best friend replied. �It�s Dawn.�
I sighed and hung my head down while replying, �Come in.�
Dawn didn�t care that I was still buck naked. I think my thigh blocked the view of my genitals anyways. But her sharp eyes did lock in on Gwen�s lifeless body. She arched an eyebrow at me and stated, �You did it again.�
I sighed and said, �Paige dumped me,� as if that would explain everything.
�Ah.� Dawn popped both eyebrows, nodding in understanding. Then she held up a silver Samsung cell phone. �Well, I just wanted to tell Gwen that her boyfriend called. But I guess he�ll have to wait for her to wake up.�
I grimaced and put my forehead in my palm again.
Dawn just turned to leave. �Dinner will be ready soon,� she said, and then she pulled the door shut behind her.
I got myself dressed and located my books. Once again, a powerful ejaculation had cleared my brain enough to let me focus on my upcoming finals. Gwen stirred awake a minute later and I paused to help her get back into her clothing. Neither of us spoke about what we�d just done.
When we emerged, everyone in the living room turned to look at us. Afternoon finals were over and our regular guests had returned to the house. Dawn and Ryan sat together on one couch. Bert was at the other end of the same couch, with Robin sitting on the floor at his feet, hunched over the coffee table. And it wasn�t just my crew, either. Dayna was sitting with Kevin Weiss on the opposite couch. Kerri Trainor, Monique St. Claire, and Matt Kanemura were sitting at the dining table. Tracy McMillan and Julie Carpenter were in the kitchen with Brandi.
�Sounded like fun.� Kerri was the first one to speak, dropping her elbow onto the table, resting her chin in her palm while she smiled dreamily in my direction, her green eyes simmering.
�Oui, oui,� Monique chimed in. �When�s my turn?�
Gwen blushed beet red and looked ready to bolt. But Robin quickly got up and went to her friend. Together, the two of them fled into Dawn�s bedroom.
I frowned, feeling bad for Gwen. And I glared at Kerri. �Nice,� I grumped.
Dayna snorted and rolled her eyes at me. �Your fault.�
I sighed and just waved my book. �Can I just study? Please? Or do I have to go back into my room?�
�Back to your room,� Kerri remarked, nibbling on one end of her pen while grinning at me. �But can I come with you?�
Brandi came to the rescue. My sister popped through the kitchen doorway and said, �Tease him later, girls. Let�s eat.�
I did have a girl in my bedroom that evening, but not for sex. Not this time, at least. After dinner, Gwen and I went back into my bedroom, and fully clothed I sat down on the bed while she sat on the daybed. �Ben, this time we really need to�talk.�
I nodded. �I�m sorry about before. Well, I�m sorry about yesterday, too. I...� I sighed. �I�m not really sure where my head is at right now. You managed to catch me at two really bad times.�
Gwen nodded. �Dawn told me about Adrienne and Paige. I�m sorry.�
I shook my head. �Doesn�t excuse what I did.�
Gwen exhaled slowly, bending her head down. She blinked rapidly before picking her head up and giving me an intense look. �I�d be lying if I said I didn�t enjoy it, though. I�d begun to wonder if I over-hyped that one time we fucked way back when. I spent all year thinking about those orgasms, Ben, imagining up situations where I could feel them again. I can�t help it, you�re ... you�re a machine.�
I raised my eyebrows.
�The way you just...�TOOK�me...� Gwen shivered visibly. �I tingle just thinking about it again.�
I bit my lower lip nervously, not sure where this conversation was going. Gwen just leaned back with her hands planted on the mattress behind her. She�d turned her head away, the mass of waves and dirty-blonde tresses spilling over her shoulder. And her eyes were unfocused as she lost herself to memory. And a little smile tugged at the corners of her lips.
The absolute LAST thing I needed right now was another girl getting attached to me when I didn�t have strong feelings for her. �Gwen...� I began slowly. �I don�t want you to get the wrong idea. What I did...�to�you ... was impulsive. I, uh, it...� I sighed. �It was just about sex. Nothing more.�
Gwen turned her face back to me and smirked. She gave me a funny, but amused look. �Don�t worry; I�m not falling in love with you or anything. You�re a fantastic lover, Ben. But I don�t have the slightest romantic intentions toward you.�
I exhaled and smiled in relief. But Gwen turned and put her face in her palm. �Still, you�ve ruined me, Ben.�
�What?�
She shook her head. �I can�t go back to Rick, now. He just can�t measure up. Not after you destroyed me two nights in a row.�
�Gwen, I�m sorry. I��
�Don�t worry about it,� Gwen waved. �I wanted it. I already knew I�d let you fuck me if you ever wanted to, Rick or not. You�re off the hook.�
�No, I�m not. You�re in a relationship and I just��
�I was breaking up with him anyways,� Gwen interrupted me and shook her head. �I�m not good with long-term relationships and six months has been long enough. I don�t love him. It was fun while it lasted, but we�re in a rut and I�m not interested enough to fight for it. I was already thinking of new horizons, and what you and I did just clinched it.� She shivered and looked right at me. �And I would fuck you again in a heartbeat. Or should I say, I�d let�you�fuck�me.�
I winced in worry. Even if Gwen wasn�t falling in love with me, I wasn�t looking for any sort of regular expectations, either. �Uh, well, those were two very unique situations. I, uh, I don�t really know how I would feel about��
�What?� she cut me off, smiling at me wryly. �I�m not fuckable unless you�re all emotionally messed up?�
�It�s not that. We got to being friends and��
�ReLAX,� Gwen held her hand up. �This is really why I thought we needed to talk. Look, I know that if you hadn�t been seriously messed up from Adrienne, and then Paige, you never would have slept with me. It�s cool.�
I arched an eyebrow in surprise.
�We�ll never be more than friends, Ben. And personally, I don�t think we�ll ever even be close friends. We just don�t mesh like that.�
I shrugged. Made sense.
�So I�m willing to accept things for what they were. You were distraught, you needed a fuck, and I was there. It�s good enough for me.� A sly smile crossed Gwen�s face.
My eyebrow arched again.
�And if you ever need me again?� Gwen�s smile turned into a predatory grin as she sat up straight and leaned forward, thrusting her cleavage forward. And her voice dropped to a seductive purr. �Don�t tell me. Don�t even say a word. Just...�take�me...�
My eyes popped open.
Her grin turned into a smirk. �But, uh, next time? Maybe not with twenty people outside in the living room. I�m a total slut for you, but exhibition�s not really my thing.�
And with that, Gwen got up off the daybed. She crossed over to me, leaning forward and taking hold of my head while I just stared in amazement into her light brown eyes, piercingly bright amidst the heavy eyeliner. She turned her head and planted a fierce kiss on me, delving her tongue around the inside of my mouth
But almost as fast as she started, Gwen pulled back and then almost tenderly kissed my cheek. �See ya around, stud.� She smiled again, flashing a row of pearly white teeth. And then she left.
My life was getting crazier and crazier.
WEDNESDAY, MAY 21, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
I�d gone to sleep early last night. Dealing with thoughts of Adrienne, my morning final, and Paige dumping me had exhausted me. Gwen�s reaction to my, ah, �taking� of her (twice) had been a momentary bright spot. But my pathetic attempts at studying for a Wednesday final wiped me out the rest of the way.
For the first time in a long time, I�d slept completely alone.
I didn�t sleep very well.
There was no warm body to snuggle up to. No firm breast to cup in my palm. No tight ass to grind my erection into. And several times in the middle of the night I awoke to find myself dry humping the mattress while face down and drooling. It wasn�t pretty.
I missed Adrienne. I missed her terribly. I loved her. I was IN love with her. And I wanted her back. I missed the smell of her hair as I spooned up behind her. I missed the warmth and feel of her body nestled in my arms. I missed the feeling of absolute contentment knowing that she loved me always and forever the way I loved her.
Only she didn�t anymore...
So I slept fitfully, tossing and turning and waking and zonking out repeatedly every so often. I�d never set my alarm. I wouldn�t have needed to. I woke up every half-hour as it was. And so I was a semi-conscious zombie when the door opened up and a blonde head poked inside.
�Hey, sleepyhead.� Dayna beamed at me as she entered in and closed the door behind her. The blonde bombshell was clad in a long pajama shirt that dropped like a cliff off her prodigious bosoms and fell down to mid-thigh. She happily moved to my bed and slid herself beneath the covers, scooting alongside and then pushing me over while she moved herself into the warm spot. �How�d you sleep?�
I winced. �Not well.� I still felt bone-tired, every muscle in my body tense and yet weak at the same time. And my head still hurt. Thoughts of Adrienne and Paige had been fluttering through my brain for the past few hours, preventing me from sleeping soundly. And yet I wasn�t awake to really process the random thoughts, either.
�Aww, you look terrible.� The beautiful babe frowned at me.
Thick-headed, I frowned at her and asked, �What are you doing here?�
�Getting you ready for your final,� Dayna giggled. She scooted right up next to my body, pressing her tits against me while her hand snaked down my side, over my hip, and began rubbing over the bulge in my shorts. �Brandi said you�d probably need a good flushing in order to focus.�
�Huh?�
I�d already been hard with morning wood. Dayna rubbed me lightly from outside before sliding her hand into my shorts and wrapping her fingers around my shaft. She hummed playfully as she began stroking my length, and then turned her crystal blue eyes up to my gaze. �Clear the pipes; clear the mind,� she intoned before giggling again. And then she physically rolled me onto my back, pulled the covers away, and yanked my shorts down to my knees.
�Just relax, Ben.� Dayna flashed me a brilliant smile as she moved her face over my erection, her hot breath tickling my sensitive cockhead. �I�ll want a good fucking before we�re done. But for now, let me do all the work.�
I opened my bedroom door and came to a dead stop in surprise. After the quickie with Dayna upon waking, my Wednesday had been fairly normal. I took my morning final. I met up with Dawn, Gwen, Robin, and Bert for lunch. And then I returned home to attempt studying without dwelling on the dual losses of Adrienne and Paige.
In that, I failed. It seemed that unless I was in the middle of a final that demanded all of my focus, or preoccupied by sexual pleasure with a beautiful girl, my thoughts constantly strayed to my romantic failures. I wondered how Adrienne was doing with her own finals and dealing with her own emotional demons after breaking up with me. Once again, I even briefly contemplated tracking her down before her Friday deadline to try and talk her into taking me back. I thought of Paige, and how she had deserved more from me. Maybe I couldn�t fake those kinds of feelings for her, but I could have treated her better. And perhaps selfishly, I hoped that either Brandi or Dayna was waiting for me in my bedroom to once again clear my head with blissful orgasms.
I hoped; but I wasn�t expecting. So it was still a surprise to find a hot girl in my bed. And I was even more surprised by who it was.
�Venez � moi, mon ami...� Monique purred, crooking a finger at me. The statuesque French babe reclined back against my pillows, clad in an eye-popping set of lingerie. Her curly bottle-blonde hair fell to her shoulders over a strapless red bustier that did much to lift and present her massive double-D tits for my viewing pleasure. Red garters and stockings covered her long legs, ending in fuck-me red heels. Humming, she slid two fingers into the matching lace panties, which were transparent enough to let me see the dark pubic hairs of her trimmed bush.
�Uh, Monique?� I arched an eyebrow in question while my eyeballs ogled her body. While the French babe had a completely different facial structure from Adrienne, her 5�10� height and stacked body were just similar enough to remind me of my lost lover. �What are you doing here?�
�Zhat should be obvious, no?� the older girl replied sweetly in her cute accent. She sat up and knelt on top of the mattress, hunching forward to push her cleavage out. �I have just finished a weary exam and I feel very stressed. You are very stressed. We can find ways to relax each other, I think.�
�Monique...� I began slowly, thinking that there had to be some reason why we weren�t supposed to do this. But all I could come up with was, �Does Brandi know you�re here?�
The beautiful, busty babe nodded. �Your sister and Dayna lifted zee ban on you.� I swore her accent was even thicker than usual. �You are now free game; I just got here before zee others.�
My eyebrows shot up at the notion that my two older roommates had previously declared me off-limits, but had now given their friends permission to seduce me. �Really?�
Monique nodded. �Besides, I think you know that we are already lovers. I wasn�t trying to hide my identity during Dayna�s party last semester. And after you fucked me so well zhen, I knew you would be exzactly what I need right now.�We�re�exzactly what we need right now. Nothing serious. Just some fun. Okay?�
I stepped to the bed, sighing with some relief. Fucking Monique wouldn�t make my problems with Adrienne or Paige go away; but it would keep me from having to dwell on them for a little while. And it would keep me from going crazy and running away to find Adrienne. So I started removing my shirt while Monique crawled forward, her hands going to my jeans.
�How much time do we have?� I asked, my eyebrows raised.
Monique grinned. �Until dinnertime. Zhen Tracy wants to spend the night.�
I sat up at the edge of the mattress, my heels perched on the bed frame while I held my head in my hands. Monique�s body had been a lush wonderland of pleasure, and she certainly knew how to use it. But just like the one and only time we�d previously fucked, she went dead limp beneath me, her head turning to the side and her eyes dropping closed.
So I�d pulled out of her and then covered her with the blanket, leaving the gorgeous French babe to sleep off her orgasm while I stared at the ceiling. Fucking her had been quite pleasantly diverting and my own ejaculation had done a satisfactory job of clearing my head. But after a while with no conscious girl to continue distracting me, thoughts of my broken relationships crept back into my head. And as the pressure built and built in my mind, I found that I just HAD to sit up and hold my head.
It was actually a relief when the knock sounded at the door. I called out, �Who is it?�
�It�s Dawn.�
Feeling an odd sense of d�j� vu, I furrowed my eyebrows and said, �Come in.�
Dawn still didn�t care that I was still buck naked. But her sharp eyes went to Monique�s lifeless body. My best friend arched an eyebrow at me and stated, �What�s this with girls passing out on you?�
I shrugged. �Don�t ask me.�
Dawn arched her eyebrow and then turned to leave. �Dinner will be ready soon,� she said. And just before she pulled the door shut behind her, she raised her eyebrows and said, �Just a warning: Paige is here.�
For a few seconds, I contemplated just dressing and walking out to talk to Paige. I was half-afraid of seeing her and half-afraid she would leave before I had a chance to talk to her. But the chivalrous part of me didn�t want to just abandon my lover, even if she was only temporary.
So I bent down and gently stirred Monique awake. She�d curled onto her side and as her eyes fluttered open, she instinctively tugged the blanket up to cover her big, naked breasts. �Hmm? Ben?� she asked in a daze.
�Yeah,� I nodded. �It�s almost dinnertime.�
�Oh, right.� Monique blinked as she remembered what we�d been doing earlier. She exhaled and remarked, �I�ve only passed out three times from sex. Two of them were with you.�
I smirked and stroked her cheek before she sat up, now unconcerned with her nudity as she hunted around for her clothes. I also got dressed and in the end, the statuesque beauty pulled me to her for a quick French kiss. �Mmm ... If you�re not too busy next year, we will have to do this again. I will find out if you can do that to me three times out of three. And besides, Dayna always bragged about how good it felt when you fucked her ass. I certainly am going to want to try that at least once.�
I smiled and patted her cheek. And then we exited the bedroom.
As now expected, the combined crews of both Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends, as well as mine and Dawn�s, were scattered around the living room. Dinner was salad and home-cooked spaghetti, both easily made in large vats for big groups.
Tracy McMillan, seated at the dining table, winked at me as I entered into the room. Only then did I remember Monique informing me that the graduating Senior had wanted to spend the night. But almost as soon as she winked, Tracy blushed and darted her eyes over to the petite redhead who was sitting with Dawn and Gwen on the couch.
Paige herself turned to look at me. Her cool blue eyes darted behind me to Monique, who still looked rather disheveled and in fact was heading over to the bathroom to fix herself up. And then my redheaded ex-girlfriend returned her gaze to me.
Not yet sure whether I was supposed to sit down and talk privately with Paige or just go about my business as if everything was normal, I first went into the kitchen to get myself some food. I came out with my plate and after a little non-verbal communication with Dawn, I did as I was told and went to the dining table to sit between Tracy and Brandi. I then spent the next half-hour chatting somewhat awkwardly with the people around the table while wolfing down my food. Fucking takes a lot of energy � at least the way I do it � and I definitely needed to recharge my batteries.
But after I bussed my plate, I returned back into the living room to find Paige heading for my bedroom. Just as she got to the doorway leaving the living room, the petite girl turned and gave me a pointed look, and I obediently went to follow her.
I found Paige sitting cross-legged on my bed. Her hair was in a functional ponytail, nothing cute or sexy, just efficient. She was wearing jeans and a casual top, an outfit I�d come to understand as non-sexual from the often flirtatious little pixie. As the academic year had progressed, she�d been wearing the Catholic schoolgirl outfits less and less, only bringing them out for the times she deliberately wanted to titillate me into bringing her home and fucking her senseless.
This, therefore, was not one of those times. Paige was in �adult-mode�, or at least as adult as a 5�2� 19-year-old-girl could be. And I cautiously went to sit on the daybed across from her. �Hey,� I ventured, just trying to break the ice.
�Hey.� Paige took a deep breath. As hard as it was to believe, she�d only dumped me yesterday afternoon, little more than 24 hours ago. Only a day before that, Adrienne had walked away from me. And the day before that was Adrienne�s and my ill-fated one-year anniversary. Not even four days were done yet, and it already felt like the longest week of my life.
�I�m sorry, Paige,� I began softly. I wasn�t entirely sure what I was apologizing for right now, but it seemed like the right thing to do.
Paige shook her head. �No, I�m sorry. This is all my fault. I knew how you felt about me. More to the point, I knew how you didn�t feel about me. And�I�needed to come back and apologize to you.�
I arched an eyebrow. After Paige�s tantrum yesterday, I wasn�t expecting a grown-up reaction from her so soon. �Really?�
She nodded. �I still want to be your friend, Ben.�
I was still surprised by her maturity. She�d been a sheltered, young girl who�d rather recklessly been throwing herself at me for the entire year. Thoughtfulness and maturity were not qualities I was expecting from her. �So you don�t hate me?�
Paige chuckled. �I could never hate you, Ben. I feel hurt that you don�t love me the way I want, but that�s my own fault. I never should have pressured you into a relationship.�
I sighed. �Then why did you?�
She smiled wanly. �A girl could have hopes, right? It all seemed so perfect: You were my rescuing White Knight. You�re the man who took my virginity. Wouldn�t it be great if you came to me for comfort after Adrienne left, and we fell in love and moved in together and got married and had a family and...� She sighed. �I think I blinded myself with thoughts of Happily Ever After. Isn�t that what happens in all the Disney movies?�
�Life is never that simple,� I groaned, shaking my head. �And if anyone knows �complicated�, it�s me.�
�I know. Life just seemed so much simpler in High School,� Paige sighed. And for a few moments, we both sat there, staring away and contemplating that last sentence. My life in High School had felt pretty damn complicated. Was College going to be even worse?
But I couldn�t ponder the future for very long; I still had too many things on my plate in the present. And wanting to get some closure on one of them, I moved beside Paige on the bed and reached out to hold her hand. �So what now, Red? What do you want from me?�
The cute girl looked almost bashfully up at me, squeezing my hand as she asked, �Can ... Do you think we can still be friends?�
�Of course.� I smiled warmly, reassuringly. �But are you sure that�s all you want?�
Paige sighed. �It�s definitely not all I want. I�m still in love with you. You�re my hero.�
I winced but Paige squeezed my hand tighter and moved her other hand on top of it. �But I know that�s not how you feel about me,� she said to our enjoined hands. �Not now at least.�
I tightened up at that last bit, and Paige looked up at me, grimacing. �I shouldn�t have said that second part.�
I shrugged. Was Paige just going to pretend to be my friend and secretly work to make me fall in love with her? I wouldn�t put it past her. After all, she�d managed to be pretty infatuated with me for the past year as it was.
�Really, I mean it: just friends,� Paige exhaled. �I need to learn to move on. I�m ... I�m not exactly used to this. I don�t have much experience with break-ups. Actually, I don�t have�any�experience with break-ups. I never had a boyfriend before. But I do know that I still like being with you and being around our, uh, �crew�, as you put it. Maybe it�s not right for us to be boyfriend/girlfriend, but I don�t want to ruin our friendship.�
Now she looked like a scared little girl. She�d never been in this situation before, and even if she had the maturity to recognize that she shouldn�t have pressured me into dating her, that didn�t mean she had the experience to deal with the fallout. So it was up to me to reassure her.
�That�s okay, Red,� I patted her hand. �We�ll make it work. We�re too good friends, and we�ve been too close, to let this get between us, right?�
She brightened for the first time. �Right.�
We looked into each other�s eyes for a few moments, recognizing the deep affection we had for one another. I DID love her, maybe not romantically, but it was still there. And after taking a few deep breaths, Paige managed to smile. So I leaned in and tenderly kissed her on the cheek.
She moaned softly and turned her nose into my cheek, inhaling my scent. And I heard a trace of her old lust in that moan. Tensing up, I slowly pulled back.
Paige was staring at me with those big, dark blue eyes, biting her lip nervously. She quivered slightly and sighed, �You still make me horny. I�m going to have to learn to deal with that.�
The image of my pixie bent over in her Catholic schoolgirl uniform came to me, her skirt flipped up to reveal a perfect, perky little ass. I breathed with fresh arousal and murmured, �Well you know me and the girls in this house. People don�t have to be in romantic relationships to have a little fun sometimes.�
Paige�s eyes brightened and she giggled. �Oh, yeah.� For a second, it looked like she was about to jump me.
But I held my hand up. �We shouldn�t just yet. You need to take some time to figure out your feelings for me, Red.�
Paige whimpered, but she exhaled and backed off, nodding. �You�re right. You�re right.� But then her eyes twinkled. �But there�s always next year.�
Getting some closure with Paige quieted the turmoil in my mind. Yeah, there was still lingering sexual tension between me and my petite, redheaded pixie, but that had been there from the beginning. And so I found myself able to get in some good quality studying...
... but not that much. I only had one more final left, and it was to be on Friday afternoon. That meant I had a free day tomorrow and besides, there was a beautiful and athletic girl who wanted to screw me silly all night long.
As a graduating Senior, Tracy McMillan had completed her last final this afternoon. The sandy blonde-haired babe had wasted little time distracting me away from my books and tempting me into my bedroom with little regard for the crowd of friends who were just outside in the living room.
�So Dayna told me you didn�t sleep very well last night,� Tracy hummed, her lips scant millimeters away from mine. I could feel the heat of her minty breath on my face.
I shook my head, playing along. �I�m not used to sleeping alone.� I mock-frowned as if deeply troubled by this fact.
�Aww, poor baby.� The well-built workout junkie ran her hands against my chest and started pushing me back toward my own bed. �Would you like me to keep you company tonight?�
I smiled. �But how will I ever keep you entertained?�
�Oh, I�m sure I�ll think of something,� Tracy giggled and then literally shoved me down and flat on my back before ripping her clothes off. She�d been wearing a black sports bra with a navy blue tank top over it, clinging quite tightly to her slender frame. Black workout pants were capri cut just below her knees and similarly showed off the slenderness of her legs. I knew that if she�d been wearing that outfit at the gym, quite a few male eyes would have been following her every move.
But right now, I was the only set of male eyes that got to look upon her. And soon there was much more to see. The tank top flew away and then the sports bra, exposing her very firm D-cups capped with the large pink nipples that had been poking through the lycra material all evening. And then she shoved her pants and thong panties to the ground before climbing right on top of me.
�Hey, stud,� Tracy grinned at me as she undid the scrunchy holding together her ponytail. The motion of her arms made her tits wobble quite enticingly.
�Hey, Tracy,� I smiled back. While not as flirty as Monique, throughout the entire year the athletically-toned Senior had made her lustful desire for me quite clear. As one of Dayna�s closest friends, I imagined she�d been one of the first to hear of my supposed prowess in the sack. And at Dayna�s blindfold party, she�d been the very first to come after me.
�You know, you don�t seem surprised at all by me coming onto you like this.� She posed just above me, turning herself left and right slowly to let me ogle all her glorious nakedness without anything interfering with my vision. �Did you recognize me somehow during that party?�
I nodded. �None of the other girls have a body quite like yours.�
The well-built girl smiled and blushed at the compliment. �During the party, Dayna said you seemed to have figured it out,� she shrugged, making her tits jiggle for a second.
I grinned. �You even came back for seconds.�
�That I did,� Tracy giggled. �So since you already know we�ve fucked like rabbits, we can skip all the dancing around. Are you ready to help me celebrate the end of my finals?� She flashed me twin rows of pearly white teeth while her hands worked at my jeans. And she leaned over to push her tits into my face.
I grinned and puckered up to suckle at a proffered breast. �That�s what I�m here for.�
�Hope you took your vitamins,� Tracy smiled at me. ��Cause I plan to celebrate all fucking night.�
THURSDAY, MAY 22, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
We didn�t quite make it through the entire night, but Tracy sure tried. We fucked three times before she fell asleep on top of my chest, my limp cock still embedded inside her. Then she woke me up sometime in the middle of the night for another go.
On Thursday morning, however, Tracy called it quits before we even started anything. She was in fantastic shape and she was used to full-body workouts, but her pussy wasn�t quite as used to the pounding and those muscles were feeling too sore for a morning encore. She settled for kissing me goodbye and then leaving me at 6am to head to the gym.
I slept in until 10am, thankful for the time of rest. Never mind the finals and the studying, between Gwen, Brandi, Paige, Dayna, Monique, and Tracy, I�d seemed to be fucking non-stop all week.
And the trend continued. Marian Liu was graduating as well, and she wanted one last quickie just before lunch. So I woke up at 10am to find my dick several inches into the throat of the 5�0� Chinese pixie. Once she realized I was awake, she mounted me, rode me until I gave her a good cream filling, and then pecked me happily before bouncing away without looking back. I never even saw her again for the rest of my life after she left Berkeley.
Dayna then told me at lunch that Angela Chan and Julie Carpenter would be passing on their encores, since they both had steady boyfriends. I wondered about Marian, since she also had a boyfriend, but Dayna said that had been Marian�s decision.
Still, there was one more girl left from my Blindfold-Party Six, and Kerri Trainor stopped by that afternoon to finish out the group. The hot, emerald-eyed redhead pulled a fantastic orgasm out of me while I gave her three before we took a break to eat. The sex was just the appetizer.
We had pizza for dinner again. By that point, I was absolutely ravenous and loaded my plate with five slices before flopping heavily onto the couch and dropping my head back while I began to almost vertically cram big triangles of fat, grease, and cheese down my throat.
Ryan whistled from right beside me. �A bit hungry, are we?�
Bert chuckled from the next couch. �He should be. He�s been getting more exercise this week than if he were training for a marathon.�
I mumbled around a mouthful of pepperoni and sausage. �I am.�
Robin rolled her eyes. �How many girls is that this week?�
I turned and grinned at her, swallowing before saying, �Why? You want to be next?�
Robin glared at me and looked away. �You�re such a slut, Ben.�
�Hey,� Gwen put in. �Are you letting girls claim �next�?�
�Nuh-uh.� Kerri walked behind the couch with her own plate and a Diet Coke in her hand, waggling a finger at Gwen with her Diet Coke hand. �I�m not done with him yet.�
But then the copper-haired babe paused and leaned over Gwen�s shoulder, seductively adding, �On the other hand, if you�re willing to play with�me, I might be convinced to share.�
Gwen turned to face Kerri and smiled thinly. �Pass.� It wasn�t a surprise; Gwen was straight hetero.
Kerri just stood up and smirked before turning back to her best friend. �What do you say, Julie? Come play with us?�
Julie dropped her elbow onto the dining table and planted her chin in her palm, brushing her long, dark hair behind one ear. �Don�t tempt me.�
�C�mon. Fair is fair.� Kerri�s eyes twinkled.
�I�d be willing to share,� Paige piped up from her spot at the dining table, giggling cutely.
�PAIGE,� I growled, turning around to give the petite redhead a stern look.
�Oh, poo.� Paige tossed off her usual comment of frustration, but there was a smile on her face and a twinkle in her eye. We were getting back to normal, and I couldn�t help but smile myself.
�Less talk,� Kerri nodded to me. �More eating. The clock is ticking.�
�We have all night.� I furrowed my eyebrows.
�And I want to squeeze every second I can get.� Kerri�s green eyes twinkled, and I promptly returned to inhaling pizza. A half-hour later, Kerri dragged me back into my bedroom, got us naked, and promptly inhaled my cock.
As it turned out, Kerri got someone to play with us after all. The lusty babe had gotten me hard and was stroking my renewed shaft with both hands when a [click] by the door got both our attentions, and we looked up to see that Julie had followed us in.
The pretty brunette with the wide mouth blushed before locking her gaze onto my throbbing, erect shaft, held up by Kerri�s pale white hand. The redhead looked at her best friend with a questioning expression, prompting Julie to sigh and say, �I can�t help it. I�ve GOT to fuck him just once more while I�ve got the chance.�
Kerri just smiled and waved her friend over, moving to undress Julie while the brunette simply knelt and inhaled my cock to the root, her wide lips circling the very base of my dick while shoving a good length of it right into her throat. And then the three of us fucked the night away.
It was wonderful. We screwed in every position and every combination two chicks and one dick could come up with, including one gymnastic position where Julie was hanging backwards off the edge of the bed, her legs wrapped around my waist while I fucked her pussy on top of the mattress, and with Kerri kneeling over Julie�s head on the floor to have the brunette eat her out.
Alone, Kerri was a hellion in the sack. Together with Julie, the pair of them were mind-blowing. And�I�nearly passed out from pleasure overload when I fired my final wad of cum into Kerri�s tight asshole while Julie was licking my balls. I came three times before we fell asleep, and once more around 2am.
After working through 5 out of the Blindfold-Six in the last 2 days, I should have been happy. But for some reason, just like the last time I nailed this group of Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends, it all felt a little ... soulless.
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�Mmm-WAH! See you next year, Big Ben!� Kerri licked her lips and giggled happily, rubbing her nose against mine before she jumped off the bed and turned to join Julie as the two girls headed out the door.
We�d found time for one last threesome in the morning, the two soon-to-be-Senior babes lying face-to-face on top of each other, kissing and caressing while I swapped back and forth from one pussy to the other, eventually pulling out and spraying down Julie�s ass with all the cum I�d built up overnight. Kerri was quick to lick my cream off her best friend�s buttcheeks, as eager as if it had been Jim Beam whiskey and chocolate sauce. And just like at our more �normal� parties, she moved up to share with her girlfriend in a tongue-filled kiss.
But now they were gone. And I was once again left alone with my thoughts.
Rubbing my eyes, I sat up in bed, only now realizing that the girls hadn�t closed the door on their way out. And presently, Dawn stepped into the doorway, crossing her arms beneath her breasts and leaning against the door frame. �You look content.�
I shrugged. �What can I say? Fucking makes me happy.�
My best friend smirked at me and shook her head wryly. She looked like she was about to say something, but Brandi showed up and leaned against the opposite side of the doorjamb.
My sister smiled and raised her eyebrows. �You�do�realize you�ve run out of our friends from the party.�
I grinned and then obviously ogled Dawn. �Well, not�all�of them.�
Dawn blushed, then rolled her eyes and chuckled. �Maybe if you�re really nice to me. But seriously, what are you going to do now? We�ve still got one more final left this afternoon.�
I shrugged. �Doesn�t matter.� I then looked significantly at Brandi, gratitude in my eyes. �They kept me distracted long enough to make it to today. Today Adrienne�s finally going to talk to me.�
My sister tipped her head in acknowledgment of my unspoken thanks. But Dawn furrowed her eyebrows and turned to glare at my sister. �Wait, is THAT what this was all about? Keeping Ben occupied?�
Brandi shrugged. �I take care of my little brother. He was a mess after Adrienne left him and we both know what works on him.� My sister arched an eyebrow at me. �Ejaculations are pretty head-clearing, aren�t they?�
I nodded and smiled. �Woulda failed every single final without them.� Then I sighed a little more forlornly. �Hell, I probably would have driven myself insane overthinking everything and hunted down Adrienne to plead with her to take me back.�
Brandi grinned and waved her hand at me in a �See?-Told-Ya-So� gesture. But Dawn didn�t look quite so amused.
�You ... You still want to get back together with Adrienne?� Dawn asked, looking horrified.
I didn�t understand her expression yet, so I just answered carefully, �Uh, yeah...� Dawn just kept gawking at me and I almost-nervously stammered, �She still hasn�t even explained to me why she broke up with me. I guess a part of me is still hoping we can go back to the way things were.�
�So ... all those girls,� Dawn began, furrowing her eyebrows, glaring at Brandi. �YOU set those up?�
Brandi shrugged. �Well, me and Dayna.�
Dawn blinked. �Ben didn�t go out and seduce them on his own or anything?�
Brandi frowned. �What? No. Ben would never mess with our friends without going through us first, and the girls would never have fucked Ben without our permission. Oh, they certainly�wanted�to, especially after Dayna�s party last December. But they never would have gone behind our backs.�
Dawn turned to me with confusion evident on her face. �But I thought you were just taking out your aggression and anger at Adrienne? Like with Gwen!�
I pinched my lips and shrugged. �I�m still not sure what happened with Gwen. My mind just sorta snapped those times.�
�But I thought you were just fucking around because you were free!� Dawn�s mouth was gaping open. �Adrienne dumped you. Paige realized you didn�t love her. So you were just going to go nuts, screwing everything in sight and enjoy your freedom, right?�
I frowned. For once, Dawn did NOT understand what was going through my mind. I shook my head and said, �The sex was a welcome distraction; but in the end, I�ll never feel for those girls what I felt with Adrienne. I�love�her, Dawn. I still love her. And I�d trade all of Brandi�s friends to get her back. I thought you�knew�that.�
Dawn was standing up straight now, looking at me angrily. I furrowed my eyebrows and blinked rapidly, not understanding at all. And then without another word, Dawn turned and stomped away.
�Dawn?� I first called in confusion. �DAWN?� I didn�t need our lifelong connection and understanding to figure out that my best friend was mad at me. And I was quickly out of bed.
�Whoa! Whoa!� Brandi held her hands up to stop me, and then pointed down at my crotch. Belatedly, I realized that I was still naked, having never re-dressed after Kerri and Julie had left me. I turned and scrambled for my dresser while my sister simply backed up and closed the door. �I�ll find her,� my sister promised.
Something had just gone terribly wrong.
Dawn was pretty easy to find; she hadn�t gone far.
Wearing jeans and a hastily-grabbed long-sleeved shirt, without even bothering to put on underwear, I emerged from my bedroom and frantically looked around. Brandi whistled to me and pointed toward the backyard.
I nodded in thanks and hustled out the back door, feeling the adrenaline rush of panic when I hit the deck and saw nothing but empty grass and the fences bordering us from the neighbors.
Someone sighed behind me and to my left. �I�m over here,� Dawn mumbled.
I whirled and saw Dawn sitting on the old couch we�d stashed back here, her knees pulled up to her chest with her heels on the edge of the seat and her arms wrapped around her legs. She looked up at me with a sickly expression and then hunched over, resting her chin on her knees. I quickly moved to sit beside her and put a hand on her shoulder. �Dawn. Talk to me.�
She exhaled and blinked, pushing out a bead of moisture from the corner of her eye that tumbled down her cheek. She pursed her lips and stared straight ahead, not answering just yet.
I tried to wait her out. I could see the gears turning in Dawn�s head and knew enough about her to know she just needed some time to process, the same way I did when I got into one of these moods. So I bit my lip and steeled myself to remain silent.
Still, it was really hard to just sit there and watch her. I rubbed her shoulder for a few seconds and then moved to embrace her, to wrap my arms around my best friend. I wanted to reassure her that everything would be alright with my very presence, the same way she had done for me so many times, including the night right after Adrienne walked away from me.
But Dawn would have none of it. The instant I started hugging her she brusquely pushed me away with her right arm. �Get away from me!� Her volume didn�t rise, but there was no mistaking the hateful tone in her voice.
�What?� I was more confused than ever.
�Can�t you tell? I�m still upset with you!� she spat.
�Upset? What? Why?� For the past few days, I never noticed any signs my best friend was upset with me. She�d been nothing but supportive and comforting in the aftermath of my breakup with Paige and my ... whatever ... with Adrienne. This weird mood of Dawn�s had only started when Brandi told her how she and Dayna had been setting me up for mutual booty calls with their friends. But that didn�t make any sense; Dawn had known full well what I was doing and she�d never before given any indications that my actions bothered her. �What�s wrong?�
�What�s wrong?� Dawn exhaled, looking even more upset that I didn�t already know.��What�s wrong?�
I recoiled away from her, afraid she was going to attack me. But she backed up and shook her head in disgust. �You�re still fucking in love with her! That�s what�s fucking wrong!�
�Huh?�
Dawn canted her head back, staring at the roof above our heads as she groaned in annoyed frustration. �I�m such an idiot. I knew it. But I didn�t realize. I�m�such�an idiot.�
�Dawn. What are you talking about?�
�You! You fucking ASSHOLE!�
�Dawn!� I jerked my head back at the vehemence in her tone.
�Adrienne! You�re still fucking in love with her! You still fucking want to get back together with her!�
I blinked.�Well, duh...�But saying that didn�t seem like a good idea right now. Instead, I took a deep breath and nodded. �Of course.�
�You don�t get it, do you?�
I�m a guy. When do guys EVER get it when a girl gets like this? But I tried. �Does it bother you that I want to be together with Adrienne?�
�YES!!!� she blurted and then immediately clammed up. �I mean, �no�,� she tried to say before sighing and dropping her feet off the bench, stomping them onto the patio hardwood. She planted her hands on her knees and hunched over, hanging her head down between her shoulders. I reached up to rub her arm again, but she slapped my hand away.
�Dawn...� I pleaded, wanting to hold her and scared she would slap me away again. �Talk to me.�
�You gave her a promise ring, Ben,� she said so quietly I almost didn�t hear her.
I blinked twice, not comprehending.
�Uh, yeah.�
�You gave her a�promise�ring.�
I shrugged.
She realized I wasn�t following and sighed, hanging her head down again. �What does that mean to you?�
I blinked. �It�s a promise. Like ... I dunno. An engagement ring is a promise to get married. A promise ring is a promise to ... to be committed, I guess.�
�Or a promise to get engaged someday?� Dawn raised her eyebrows.
I pinched my lips. �Well, yeah. I guess so.�
Dawn�s eyes dipped and she got a look of such unimaginable disappointment on her face. �Fuck you, Ben.�
�Wha�?�
�Fuck. You.� Her voice was biting, full of hate and anger.
I winced, not understanding anything more than that Dawn hated my very guts.
�A promise ring means an engagement ring. An engagement ring means you�re gonna get MARRIED. To�HER. Not�ME. Don�t you get it? You weren�t supposed to make some grand commitment to Adrienne!� Dawn practically yelled in my face. �You weren�t supposed to get that serious! You�re�supposed�to be MY Ben!�
�What?�
�MY Ben! Mine!� Dawn raged. �As in: NOT hers!�
�Dawn!� My sense of calm was already frazzled from her running away in the first place. Her shouting and her tone now made ME raise the volume.
�What about US?� she yelled again.
�What ABOUT us?� I yelled right back defensively. Sighing, I shook my head and furrowed my eyebrows. Then I thrust my hands at her. �There is no US! You�re my best friend! And you�re with Ryan!�
�I�m not gonna fucking marry Ryan!� Dawn yelled at me.
�So, what? If Adrienne dumps me, are you gonna break up with him now for me?� I snarled. �After all, you�did�say I could take you back when my relationship with Adrienne ended. Huh?�
�Fuck you!� [WHACK]
Pain blossomed in my left cheek and I rotated my head to the side with the impact. My eyes were wide open in shock that Dawn had actually slapped me, and I gingerly held my reddened skin.
�I am NOT your fucking fallback!� Dawn spat before she stood up and stomped back to the door.
I was still in shock at the slap and I just looked up, wild-eyed, at my best friend. She stopped at the door, her hand on the knob, and a shudder went through her entire body. Biting her lip, she turned her face to me, now strewn with tears that were pouring in rivers down her cheeks.
�I thought we were going to wait for each other, Ben,� she sighed dejectedly. �I was going to be your Dawn, forever. And I thought you would be mine. I guess I was wrong.�
She yanked open the door and went through.
�Forget it, Dayna. I�m not in the mood.� I waved the hot blonde away and hunched over my backpack, putting in my textbook. I wasn�t sure what good it would do me since this wasn�t an open-book final, but I packed it anyways and hoisted the bag over my shoulder.
�That�s kind of the point,� Dayna raised her eyebrows before glancing back at Brandi. She crossed her arms beneath her Double-D�s, lifting them partially out of her V-neck sweater. But even glorious breasts weren�t going to fix my mood.
I shook my head. �It�s not about distraction. And even if you did, I�m going to see Dawn in about ten minutes and I�m going to get all fucked up again.�
�What the hell happened to you two out there?� Dayna sighed. �Must�ve been some fight.�
�I don�t even�know�what happened out there,� I sighed. Then I stepped forward and pecked Dayna�s cheek. �Thanks for the offer, though. You�ve been absolutely incredible this whole year.�
�You too, stud,� Dayna winked flirtatiously.
I moved up and hugged my sister. �See you later.� And then I made the long trek up the hill to my last final.
As expected, Dawn was already there when I arrived.
As expected, my mood sunk even further when she wouldn�t look at me.
As expected, my brain started filling up with ruminations and wonderings about what the hell was going on and would I ever fix things with my best friend and why the hell was she so mad at me?
So as expected, I totally BOMBED the test.
When I walked back into the house after completely destroying my grade in that afternoon�s final, all I could think about was how Dawn had quickly gotten up from her seat and fled the auditorium before I could even talk to her. She hadn�t looked back at me. She�d merely hustled away as if I were just another stranger in the crowd, instead of the best friend she�d grown up with since infancy.
Where was she right now? When would she be coming home? Why did she�
�Hi, Ben.�
I came to a full and complete stop, my eyes going wide as I saw Adrienne stand up from the suitcase she was currently packing. Only then did I remember that this was FRIDAY. This was the day � and the time � she�d promised we�d talk about our relationship. And the weight of our potential discussion dropped onto my shoulders enough to make me straight collapse onto the daybed beside me.
You might not believe it, but I was so preoccupied with Dawn that I completely forgot about my other appointment. You know: the one I�d been anxiously awaiting all week ... And my mind raced as I struggled to switch gears from worrying about my relationship with Dawn to facing the potential end of my relationship with Adrienne.
�Ben, you okay?� Adrienne quickly came over, a concerned look on her face.
I just took a few deep breaths to calm myself before looking her in the eye and saying, �Sorry. I didn�t know I�d react like this.�
She pursed her lips and instinctively moved to touch me, but checked herself and brought her hand back. She took a deep breath of her own and then said, �I�ve missed you these past few days.�
�I�ve missed you, too,� I said quietly.
�Well, you�ve been keeping busy from what Dayna tells me.� Adrienne smirked.
I sighed and thought about all the girls I�d been with. �I told you before,� I began while staring her dead in the eyes. �I�d trade them all for you.�
Adrienne blinked and turned away, unable to look at me in the face of my obvious love for her. She looked guilty, and right then I knew this wasn�t going to go the way I might have wanted.
�I promised you we�d talk after Finals were over,� Adrienne began. �So now we can talk.�
I just nodded. Clearly, Adrienne had given this plenty of thought and she was sure to have a lot of things she wanted to say. I, on the other hand, was still caught with my metaphorical pants down and I would need the time to remember all the things I�d been thinking about all week, all the things I wanted to say to her. That was the plan: Let Adrienne talk. I�d get my bearings. And then we could rationally figure things out.
Adrienne said, �We need to break up.�
I let out a kind of strangled combination of a squeak and a choke. The odd sound erupted from my throat while I gulped and folded inward, feeling like I�d shrunk a few inches all at once. It wasn�t that I was totally unprepared for her declaration. After all, I�d been feeling somewhat �dumped� for days now, even if she hadn�t come out and said it yet.
But to hear Adrienne actually declare she no longer wanted to be my girlfriend cut through my heart with such rending pain that I couldn�t think of anything else but absolute panic. It was as if I�d been cruising along a powerful speedboat in the open ocean, seeing paradise in the distance not too far away, when suddenly my engines were cut out from under me. One moment, I was sure of my path and my future. The next, I was adrift without a lifeline, so close to happiness and yet now left with no idea how I would survive the next few moments.
�Ben, please.� Adrienne reached out and held my hands, sitting beside me on the daybed. �You have to understand.�
�But why?� I croaked.
�Because our relationship can�t go any further. You want what I can�t give you. We�ve gone as far as we can go.�
�But ... that doesn�t mean we have to stop and break up!� I whimpered. �Why can�t we just go back to the way things were?�
�Because people don�t go backwards. We�ve already gone forward, already tried the cross a line where I just can�t follow you.�
�What did I do?� I pleaded. �All I ever wanted was to love you.�
Adrienne shook her head. �You wanted more. You wanted more of me than I could give you.�
�How?�
She sighed and then inhaled deeply. �Remember expectations, Ben? That talk we had way in the beginning? I only had one thing I wanted from you. Just�one�thing.�
I sighed. ��Adrienne keeps her independence�,� I quoted.
Adrienne nodded.
�I let you have your independence,� I insisted. �I never told you where to go or where to be. You were never my beck and call. And when you wanted to pursue this relationship with Grace, I gave you every freedom.�
�You asked me to spend more time with you.�
�Was that so wrong? I only told you what I wanted. I never demanded it of you.�
�It felt like you were trying to tie me down.� Adrienne bit her lip. �That ... that�ring�was a leash.�
�I never wanted to tie you down, and I never meant for the ring to feel like a leash,� I pleaded. �It was just jewelry, just a present to show you how special you are to me on our anniversary. I said it when I gave it to you: It wasn�t an engagement ring. It was just a promise that I would always love you and that you would always be important to me.�
�But it�felt�like an engagement,� Adrienne moaned and turned her back to me, dropping my hands. And facing away, she said, �Ben, I knew you would want the wife and kids and all that jazz someday. I�m too young to settle down;�you�re�too young. And it was so far off in the future that I thought I would have time to really decide for myself. But when that ring slipped onto my finger, I just KNEW I couldn�t be your wife. I would have been happy to be your girlfriend for a few more years, and I will ALWAYS care about you. But ... I just can�t imagine right now being married and pregnant.�
I sighed. I should have known better. Adrienne always had a very defined boundary in her head of how committed she would let herself be. When I wanted a relationship, she wanted �nottogether�. If I pushed her to be closer, she pushed me away. This was no different. And with a single ring, I�d finally pushed her too far.
�What if I take back the ring and take back the pressure. I just want to be with you, Adrienne, as your boyfriend,� I said softly. �I�ll take back the feelings and desires to be anything more.�
She shook her head sadly. �Feelings don�t work like that.�
�Feelings don�t work like that�. Why did that phrase sound familiar? �Why not?� I asked.
Adrienne smiled wanly at me. �Because those feelings are in your heart. You want to settle down with me. You want to dream about picket fences and children with me. But I�m never going to give them to you.�
�Adrienne...�
She shook her head. �I can�t lose you, Ben. That�s why we have to break up. If we stay together, you�re just going to get more and more attached. And it�ll hurt even more when you realize I�m not the one you want to be with for the rest of your life. And then I�ll lose you.�
�Adrienne...�
�We�ve gone as far as we can go,� she said softly, touching my cheek. �I�ll love you forever and always, Ben. But we�ve come to the end of our road.�
She kissed my right cheek, wiped the tear rolling down hers, then stood up and walked out the door.
Dawn had walked away from me. Adrienne walked away from me.
I wanted to DIE.
Without my girlfriend or my best friend, I went to the one person I had left. When I knocked on the door, Brandi took one look at me and then waved me inside. I went straight to her bed and crawled on top of it, curling onto my side in a fetal position.
Brandi came over and sat down beside me, stroking my head. �You okay?�
I closed my eyes. �I�ll be okay.�
�I�m guessing things didn�t go very well with Adrienne.�
I took a deep breath. �I knew she was going to break up with me. I just had to know why.�
�Did she tell you?�
I nodded.
�Does it make sense?�
I sighed, and then nodded again. �Doesn�t mean I have to like it, though.�
Brandi sighed and ran her fingers through my hair. �You knew she didn�t want to settle down and have kids. Especially not at eighteen. But you�re young, and I�know�Adrienne still loves you. You know that, right?�
I sighed and nodded. �I know she does.�
�So it�s not completely over.�
�It�s�over,� I sighed. �She�s not my girlfriend anymore. I even lost Paige.�
�It�s not like you�ll have trouble finding another girlfriend,� Brandi snorted.
�What�s that supposed to mean?�
My big sister sighed. �Ben, ever since Megan, when have you�ever�had trouble finding a girlfriend? Look at you: you�re tall, handsome, have a great body, and you�re really intelligent. With every girl of yours I�ve talked to, they all rave about your attentiveness and sensitivity to their feelings. You�re an incredible listener, especially for a guy. You�re passionate and emotional and empathetic. And you don�t do a lot of those little things that piss girls off. When I send you into the pantry to find something, you never come back and whine, �I can�t�find�it.� You always put the toilet seat down and you wipe up the water around the sink. You kill spiders and you change the light bulbs. You stopped the toilet from leaking and you fixed the damn heater when it conked out. One minute, you�ll delicately fold Adrienne�s underwear, but the next minute you�ll bend her over and fuck her brains out. You�re the sweetest and most introspective guy I know, and yet you can be so ... manly ... when we want you to be. Ben, you�re the Brawny man and Mr. Clean at the same time. You�re the most perfect boyfriend imaginable, and the fact is, if I wasn�t your sister I�d be falling all over myself to be your girlfriend.�
My eyes were closed and I whimpered. Despite Brandi�s glowing words, all I could think about was the one girl I couldn�t have anymore. �You say I won�t have trouble finding another girlfriend, but all I want is Adrienne,� I whimpered.
My sister sighed. �Can�t do anything about that now, but look on the bright side; she loves you and she�s still your sister,� Brandi ruffled my hair. �Even if you�re not meant to be a couple forever, she won�t be gone from your life. You�ll have plenty of chances this summer to at least talk about it with her and figure out how your relationship is going to continue.�
I blinked a few times and thought about that. Even if Adrienne was breaking up with me, we wouldn�t actually be separating this coming summer. In fact, this may have even been�exactly�why Adrienne was breaking up with me, and when. She knew that if she did it now, she could still be a part of my family and a part of my life. SHE didn�t want to lose ME, which meant that I wouldn�t be losing her.
And those thoughts gave me hope.
Brandi then lay herself down beside me, spooning herself against my back and resting her head on top of my shoulder. She squeezed me in a warm hug and I reached around to hold her arm. �I�m here for you, bro.�
I took a long, deep breath, and let out a long sigh of relief. I felt better. And now that I felt a little better, I remembered everything else that was going on and patted Brandi�s arm. �I�m okay. You should go. I know you wanted to go prep for tonight�s party.�
�The party can wait. I�m here for you.�
�No, it�s alright,� I said quietly. �I just need somewhere to be alone. I wanted to let Adrienne finish packing.� Once again, Dayna and Brandi were staying for their summer internships and wouldn�t be moving out. But Dawn, Adrienne, and I were returning home. We�d leave most of our stuff in the Berkeley house, but we still needed to organize what we were bringing home and what we were boxing up for the three months we�d be gone. I�d finished most of my packing throughout the week, but Adrienne was just now getting started.
I patted Brandi�s arm a final time, then she kissed my shoulder and rolled away. I didn�t turn around, but I felt my sister get off the bed and walk out the door, closing it behind her.
And then I was left alone with my thoughts.
I loved Adrienne. I was sure of it. At least, my heart was sure. We�d been through so much together: from the temptress in High School to the broken girl who needed to trust me to my absolutely delightful girlfriend and sexual playmate.
Adrienne often asked me, �Am I the greatest girlfriend or what?� And truly, she was. No one could ask for a more beautiful partner. And while she definitely needed me to be her rock of safety and trust, she was never actually �needy�. She would be patient and kind and in most cases, avoided the stereotypical �girl-drama� that plagued so many other guys. She was affectionate and loving and perpetually horny. She made sure I was never sexually unsatisfied and even brought me a multitude of girls into our bed without jealousy.
But could we really be anything more? Time and again, I�d started talk of settling down and taking our relationship to the next level. We�d already done everything possible sexually, even shared the most harrowing emotional turmoils; so our next levels were those of codependency and a shared life.
But time and again, Adrienne had expressed a hesitance to settle down. She was young, she was hot, and she greatly valued her independence. She wanted to do her own thing, and when she imagined herself at thirty, she imagined herself single and without kids. Heck, when she imagined herself at fifty, she was still single and without kids. This hadn�t been some big secret. She�d made her intentions clear. But I�d blinded myself to the hope that I could someday change her.
I�d created expectations she couldn�t fulfill.
I thought, then, of Paige; how�she�d�hoped I could change. I�d told her way in the beginning that I wasn�t going to fall in love with her, that she shouldn�t expect me to develop those kinds of feelings. Paige had let herself expect things beyond what I could give her, and she�d been left disappointed when those expectations didn�t come true. I�d warned her, but the disappointment was there nonetheless.
Adrienne had warned me, but the disappointment was there just the same.
Adrienne once told me that relationships fail only two ways: One, someone loses interest in the relationship and wants to move on to someone else. Two, someone doesn�t live up to the other�s expectations.
You could argue that Adrienne was more interested in spending time with Grace than with me, but that first way wasn�t the primary reason our relationship had failed. If nothing else, I didn�t think Adrienne wanted to move on away from me.
No, the problem was that she couldn�t live up to MY expectations, and she knew it. She�d asked me not to form those expectations in the first place; but I�d formed them anyways. I couldn�t help it. Marriage and family were things I wanted for myself someday. It wasn�t necessarily Adrienne�s fault. Ultimately, we were just incompatible. We wanted different things in our futures.
So Adrienne was right. We�d gone as far as we could. We�d come to the end of our road. And trying to keep things patched up any longer, knowing we didn�t have a future together, would only make things worse when the time came.
Now, we had to redefine our relationship as friends � and technically, as family. We could make it work. We wouldn�t lose each other.
And so, I understood why we had to break up...
... Didn�t mean I had to like it.
I just closed my eyes and felt fresh moisture running down my cheeks. And I mourned the end of our romance.
I had just about pulled myself together when a knock sounded at the door. Wiping my eyes, I got up and went to it, half-expecting to see Matt Kanemura looking for Brandi. But instead, Adrienne stood before me with a slightly nervous expression on her face. �Hi, Ben.�
�Hey,� I said hesitantly. Then I took a deep breath and collected myself, wiping the last tears from my red-rimmed eyes.
�You look terrible,� she said apologetically.
I paused to look her over: Poised, upright, and still stunningly gorgeous, even just in jeans and a casual polo top. I returned my gaze to her beautiful face and replied, �You look great.�
She blushed and glanced down. �Well, I�ve had a lot more time to get used to the idea.�
�You could have told me on Tuesday.� I pinched my lips together.
Adrienne exhaled. �I didn�t want to hit you with that until your Finals were over.�
I shrugged. �Might have actually been better than the unknown.�
�If so, I�m sorry,� Adrienne sighed. �Maybe�I�needed the time to get used to the idea.�
A noise sounded off downstairs. Someone was moving furniture in preparation for tonight�s party, and at the sound I pointed and gestured with my head. �Let�s go to our room, okay?� It felt weird calling it �our� room when Adrienne hadn�t slept there all week.
She nodded and turned to lead the way. We waved to Dayna, Brandi, Kevin, and Matt, who were all doing party prep. I looked at Brandi and said, �I�ll just be a few minutes. Then I�ll come out and help.�
Dayna took one look at me and said, �Take your time. We�ll be fine without you.�
I nodded and followed Adrienne into our bedroom, closing the door behind me. Adrienne went straight to the bed and sat down, patting the spot next to her. After a moment�s hesitation, I sat down, but kept a good foot of space between us. �So how is this gonna work?� I asked. �We still live together. Hell, technically you�re like my sister. And I don�t want things to be awkward between us for the entire summer.�
Adrienne looked away from me and took a deep breath. She visibly steeled herself and then turned back to me with a fresh purpose in her eyes. �That�s one of the other reasons I wanted to wait, Ben. I talked to my lawyers this morning and they�ve just about completed the execution of my parents� estate. The lawsuit filed against the cab company has been settled and I�ve got some assets ��millions, actually. I�m eighteen now, almost nineteen, and I think it�s best that I move out on my own.�
I blinked rapidly and my eyes opened wide. �What?� I�d gotten my hopes up, again, on the idea that Adrienne and I wouldn�t really be separating. She was family now.
�Ben, I loved being a part of your family. I especially loved the warmth of your parents and your sisters. But we both know I�m not really one of you.�
�Of course you are,� I insisted. �Yeah, so you don�t look much like us. But you can�t undo the past year. You�ve lived with us. You went to summer camp with us. We�re family.�
�Not really. And I don�t belong with you anymore.�
�Of course you do!� I thought back over all of Adrienne�s drama last year. �You ... you NEED us!�
She pinched her lips and looked down while shrugging. �I lived on my own for most of my life. It�s nothing new.�
�And you were�miserable�on your own,� I argued. �Remember all those Wednesday dinners? Breaking up with me, I get; but you need this family more than you need me.�
�I�have�to move out,� she insisted.
�Wait, wait, no.� I shook my head. �This is ridiculous. A week ago you were still calling our parents �Mom� and �Dad�. Brooke, and especially the twins, look up to you as their big sister. You can�t just abandon them.�
Adrienne smiled wanly. �I�ll still be around. It�s still my hometown and all my old friends are there. And I couldn�t stay away from your sisters if I tried. But I can at least give you your bedroom back and things will be less awkward between us if we�re not living together anymore. If we�re not dating anymore, I shouldn�t intrude. It�s time.�
�Adrienne, no!� I protested. Breaking up was one thing, but she�d become such an integral part of my everyday existence that I couldn�t imagine not having her around anymore. Even if she wasn�t my girlfriend anymore, I�d assumed I wouldn�t lose her as my sister. I�couldn�t�be losing her.
Adrienne looked at me sadly. �This is the way it has to be.�
�Salud!!!� I yelled and then downed the shot of tequila. Quickly, I then grabbed up a lime wedge, sucking on it to numb the horrible aftertaste. Dayna hooted beside me before sucking on her own wedge. Next to her, Bert was starting to look pretty green around the gills by now.
I was pretty drunk already. I�d likely consumed more alcohol at one party than ever before in my life. But I had to keep going.
I HAD to keep going.
Adrienne had left before the party got started. At the time, I�d let her go still harboring a sense of hope. After all, she�d return in the morning so we could drive home, and I�d have at least six hours alone with her and nothing to do but talk. Beyond that, she would HAVE to live with us for a few days until she worked out other arrangements. Plus, she�d still have to explain to our parents that she was going to move out, and I still had confidence that they could talk her out of it.
But the longer she was gone � and the more I drank � the more dark thoughts entered my head. More talking wouldn�t change Adrienne�s reasons for breaking up with me. And if she was still breaking up with me, then she was still moving out of my life. And that sense of hope began to fade away.
Making things worse was Dawn. She wasn�t actively doing anything to make me miserable, she merely avoided me. For the entire duration of this party, she�d hung out with her friends and generally had a good time ... as long as she was a good twenty feet away from me. She didn�t approach, and she sent me enough signals to know I would only make things worse if I tried to talk to her now.
On the same day, I�d lost my girlfriend and my best friend.
I needed another drink.
Drinking made me feel happy. So I grabbed the next shot off the table and yelled, �Sant�!� Then I pounded that one, too.
Dayna was about three seconds behind me. �Sant�!� she repeated. She pounded her shot, then grimaced and bit into a lime wedge.
Bert groaned, but dutifully slurped down his shot and grunted, �Sant�.�
Monique was across the room, but she heard us and yelled, �Sant�!� in response as well. It WAS a French term. At least, I thought it was.
No matter. I was already gesturing for Matt to pour me another one. �C�mon. I got a dozen more ways of saying �cheers�.�
But Matt put his hand over my shot glass, covering the opening. I darted my eyes up to his � a little too fast because I momentarily got dizzy and stumbled. And then I complained, �C�mon, man!�
�How many is that, Ben? In total.� Matt asked, searching my eyes.
�What? You think I can count in this state?� I grinned goofily, wobbling unsteadily on my own two feet.
�I think that�s enough.� Matt patted my shoulder while I turned from giddily happy to morosely upset in a heartbeat. I actually started growling at the guy as I reached for the bottle.
Matt just held it away and gave me a stern look.
�Oh, give him a break, Mattie,� Dayna chortled quite drunkenly. �I wanna see how many more languages he can say �cheers� in. What is that, four already?�
�Nuh-uh.� A new body swooped in, Kevin Weiss wrapping his arm around Dayna and pulling her off to the side. �Slow down babe or you won�t be any use to me later.�
�Ffpt.� Dayna blew a raspberry at her boy-toy. �I can fuck you under the table no matter how drunk I get.�
�Dizzy-drunk, maybe.�Unconscious-drunk: you don�t do so well, babe.� Kevin shook his head, pulling her toward the middle of the room where about ten people were dancing.
I just waved my empty shot glass rather pitifully in Matt�s direction, but he was looking over my shoulder. Dawn was standing just behind me, looking sad and concerned at the same time. It was the first time all night she had approached me.
�Hey, Ben. You really need to slow down,� my best friend said gently.
I literally took one look at Dawn�s sweet face and broke down crying. With one look, I thought of all the mistakes I�d made in my life, and most importantly the ones that led to me and my soulmate no longer being together.
If I�d just done things differently, I would be with her. If I�d just done things differently, I would have�always�been with her. Wasn�t that the way it was supposed to be?
�Ohmigod!� Dawn gasped as I toppled forward right at her. Fortunately for both her and me, Ryan had lightning-fast reflexes as he jumped in and caught me before I landed on anybody.
My vision was a blurry haze, whether from the room-spinning or moisture in my eyes I�m not sure. Probably both. In any case, I didn�t need to see as I felt Ryan�s shoulder dip beneath my armpit as he stood me up. And at Dawn�s direction, the big guy started hopping me toward my bedroom.
�Is he okay?� Tracy McMillan was beside me, hooking beneath my other armpit. Damn the girl was strong.
�Drank WAY too much WAY too fast, I think,� Dawn sighed.
�Ben? You okay?� Kerri Trainor was in front of me, her coppery hair standing out against the background.
And last but not least was the little-girl voice. �Ben? Are you alright?�
In front of Paige, I felt a driving�need�to appear strong and responsible. So looking blearily at her (well, the middle one of the three of her), I mustered up enough energy to say, �I�m fine, Red.� And then wincing in even further mental anguish over how my relationship with Paige had ended, I simply surrendered and let Ryan and Tracy carry me into my bedroom.
Once on the bed, I felt a brief flutter of happiness surge through me as I felt and saw Dawn climb onto the bed with me. This was the Dawn I remembered: ever-loving, ever-faithful. No matter what else was going on in our lives, she was my very best friend. Just like before, after Adrienne had first walked away from me, I knew Dawn would pull my head into her lap and stroke my hair until the dark thoughts quieted down in my mind.
But then I felt the tender kiss of her lips against my forehead. And afterwards, nothing. Dawn had gotten off the bed. A few seconds later, the door closed.
I was alone.
I am a sexual creature.
Once I realized that I was well and truly alone, some part of my brain simply shut off. It was the part of my mind that dealt with love, emotion, and affection. That part of me simply couldn�t handle it anymore. Paige was gone. Adrienne was gone. Dawn was gone.
I was alone.
And I am a sexual creature.
I�d been momentarily dizzied by seeing Dawn again after she�d avoided me all afternoon. The part of me that cared had shut down, and the dizziness had faded away with it. I still felt the clouding, sluggish effects of alcohol in my muscles, but at least I could see straight again.
I hadn�t understood it the last time this had happened to me. I hadn�t realized just how angry and cold I felt when I�d gone into my robot mode. But now I recognized it. Some of the people I loved the most had abandoned me. That upset me. That pissed me off. What had I done wrong? What had I done to deserve this? All I ever wanted was to be the best Ben I could be. I loved without restraint. And I followed my heart.
And got my heart broken in the process. I was angry. At who, I wasn�t sure. But I was angry. And the flush of adrenaline coursing through my veins washed away most of the sluggishness I�d been feeling.
Like a robot, I got off the bed and mechanically strode over to the door. Opening it, I let the sounds of partying and thudding music fade into the background as I scanned the room for a good target. Any of them would do. So who would it be? Should I grab Monique, bury my face in her big tits, and drown my sorrows in the lush pleasure of her body? Or maybe I should drag Paige into my bedroom and reintroduce her tight asshole to my big, thick, throbbing dick. Heck, maybe I should just grab a random stranger; perhaps one of Brandi�s and Dayna�s other friends I had yet to have the pleasure of sampling. Ashley was�very�cute. And Erica had some serious�bootay. Fuck, maybe I should even just grab Brandi and show her boyfriend how my sister REALLY loved to be fucked.
But then I saw HER. And it all just made sense.
The pretty blonde was dancing with some guy. Her long,�long�hair was a thick mass of curls and waves, interspersed with dark strands. Her dark eyeliner made her look alluringly sexy, accentuating the angles of her face. And her lips were pursed in such a way that I couldn�t help but imagine them wrapped around my dick.
I gave her no warning. She wouldn�t have wanted one. After all, she�d told me not to say a word. She�d told me just to TAKE her.
So I did.
�Eeep!� Gwen squeaked as I grabbed her arm and hustled back into my bedroom so fast she barely even had time to breathe. I slammed and locked the door before propelling the dirty-blonde babe over to my bed. With a simple push, she flopped onto her back with her legs up in the air, her thong panties on full display as the hem of her party dress flew up to her waist.
I wasted no time. With a sharp tug, the thong broke and ripped away from her crotch, leaving her neatly trimmed pussy naked in front of me. And my tongue was embedded in her channel before she even had time to squeak again.
Shouts and the sounds of a doorknob being twisted were accompanied by banging on the door. I casually ignored them as I reached up with both hands to spread Gwen�s legs to the side while digging my tongue deeper into her snatch. A few seconds later, I moved higher and sucked her protruding clit into my mouth.
One ... two ... three ... Touchdown.
Every girl is different, but Gwen�s buttons had always been a little more obvious than most to me. She was just a puppet in my hands. Maybe it was because her G-spot was easily accessible to both my fingers and cock, depending on which I had buried in her at the time. Maybe it was because the distance from her clit to her asshole was identically the distance of proper extension from my thumb to my middle finger, so that I could rub her clit with my thumb and pop my middle finger through her anus to JUST the right depth for her surprise and pleasure.
In any case: One, my thumb hit her clit. Two, my finger popped into her ass. And three, my left hand tickled just beneath the eighth rib on the right side of her torso. To most people, such a tickle wouldn�t do a damn thing. To Gwen, the light sensation was�exactly�where and�exactly�what she needed to light up in a screaming orgasm.
�Oh, FUUUUCK!!!�
Touchdown.
Gwen was shrieking her climax not ten seconds after I�d brought her into the room. Her whole body jerked and she bucked her ass off the bed, pushing her crotch into my face. I let my neck relax against the pressure and then stood up, dropping my jeans to the floor and taking aim at her wet opening.
Three seconds later, she screamed, �OH GOD! FUCK ME!!!� By then, my dick was fully embedded into her cunt.
�FUCK ME!!!� she screamed again. The banging on the door behind me stopped. �FUCK ME!� she repeated.
So I did.
Pounding her poor body with machine-like precision, I pulled Gwen�s legs around my waist and held them tight against my torso while I rhythmically lunged my way in and out of her body, my dick very nearly coming out of her with every backstroke. She felt the hammering force with every thrust, knocking the air from her lungs. But her hands scrabbled at my arms to hold me tighter and pull me into her body for the next one.
�Fuck me, Ben...� Gwen crooned. �Fuck the shit out of me!� And within four minutes I had her screaming with her second orgasm.
�Oh, FUUUUCKKK!!!�
I stopped then, to readjust the both of us. After pulling her dress over her head and stripping myself naked, I re-mounted the fully-aroused blonde and crushed her beneath my body. I gyrated my hips in a circular motion while gripping her hands tightly in mine while hooking her legs with my ankles. She squeaked and moaned quite satisfactorily before biting her teeth down on my shoulder and breaking into tears as a tremendous wave of pleasure rolled through her entire body, her third climax coming while I fucked her with a full-body humping motion.
After that, I clamped her legs together to tighten up her tunnel and rutted animalistically until I spent my load deep inside her body. Our initial lustful cravings thus satisfied, we collapsed together in a heap of naked flesh. And we panted to recover the oxygen we�d neglected while taking our pleasure from each other.
But we weren�t done yet. Drunk on hard alcohol and physical ecstasy, Gwen then greedily turned me over and slurped my dick into her mouth. I played with her hoop earrings and caressed her face while watching those pouty lips wrap around my cock and move up and down the shaft with her sucking motions.
It didn�t take long for me to re-harden. And then I was pulling her body on top of mine, crushing her lips with my own while we attacked each other�s mouth. So with her hips tightly gripped in my hands, I guided her steaming pussy down onto my upright shaft. Once seated, I raised my hands to form new grips on her jiggly tits.
And we started up again.
�Oh, God. Not again,� Gwen whimpered. That was all she had time to say before I clamped my left hand over mouth and nostrils, suffocating her briefly while I rammed my cock in and out of her cunt at a rapid pace while pushing the thumb of my right hand into her clenched asshole. The slutty dirty-blonde was bent face-down on all fours, her arms and legs beginning to wobble. And as her body consumed more oxygen without being able to breathe more in, I felt her weakening beneath me.
I was going to make her pass out again. And as she realized what I was about to do to her, she panicked and tried to jerk away from me. But with my thumb anchored in her ass, I gripped her buttcheek with my right hand and pressed her against my crotch to hold her in place while I used my heavier weight to pin her to the bed beneath me, still thrusting with my hips to rub the head of my cock against her G-spot.
�Nnnnghhh...� Gwen�s neck went limp as she groaned in mixed terror and pleasure. Deprived of oxygen and overstimulated by my cock in her cunt and my finger up her butt, Gwen�s body involuntarily exploded.
�MMPH!!!��Her whole body jerked violently to the left, collapsing that arm. And as she began tumbling downward, with my hand still covering her nose and mouth, I yanked her back and slammed my hips to press her entire body flat and flush against the mattress. And I held her there, unable to move or breathe while the orgasm literally sent her into a seizure.
After about fifteen seconds of constantly vibrating, Gwen�s neck went slack and I pulled back from her, yanking my cock out as I rolled back on my heels. And like a puppet suddenly deprived of its manipulating hands, she became a limp, boneless pile of empty flesh. Her limbs were splayed out at random, with her legs spread to the sides. Copious amounts of honey squirted erratically out of her pussy to be mirrored by the drool dribbling out of her mouth.
But I wasn�t done just yet.
My erection throbbed greedily as I reached into the drawer of my nightstand and then pulled out a familiar tube of KY jelly. I took the time to coat my member with plenty of lube before looming over Gwen�s unconscious body and pushing two lubricated fingers into her anus. Slowly and deliberately, I prepared the way. And then I moved myself into position.
Gwen started to wake up as my thick mushroom head pressed against her sphincter. Still limp and unconscious in the aftermath of such a powerful orgasm, her body was at full-relaxation and accepted my cock rather easily. I had the head and the first two inches inside her chute before she stirred awake and suddenly clamped down with her anal muscles. �Oh, fuck!� she whimpered, feeling the intrusion. �What are you�?�
�Shhh...� I soothed.
�Ben...� Gwen groaned as she bunched up the sheets in her hands. �Ben, no. I�ve never...�
I came to a dead stop at the word �no�. Even though I�d never personally sodomized the slutty blonde, I was surprised to find out she was an anal virgin. She certainly enjoyed my fingers there often enough. But despite my conscience preventing me from pushing further, my robotic mentality and sheer lust couldn�t let me back out. Not today. Not tonight.
�You can take it,� I encouraged.
�Ben, I don�t think� Ahhh!� Her complaint turned to a hiss as I shifted my weight and moved another two inches into her colon. Gwen gripped the sheets tighter and exhaled, panting shallowly. �Oh FUCK you�re so BIG!�
�You can take it...� I husked and pushed in another two inches, reaching my hands up to massage her neck and shoulder muscles at the same time.
�Fuckkkkk,� Gwen put her forehead down on the mattress, her teeth clenched as she breathed shallowly. And then at last, I felt her anal muscles relaxing as she released the tension throughout her entire body. Even her fingers stretched out and went limp. �Oh gawd ... Fuck my ass, Ben,� she said quietly.
I pushed the rest of my cock inside her, pushing my pelvic bone tight against her buttcheeks. She arched her spine when she felt me hit full penetration, lifting her head up briefly. But then she set her cheek back down on the mattress and surrendered to the sensations.
It didn�t take that long.
I was too primed from fucking her and Gwen was too overwhelmed from the entire session. I can only imagine what state her mind was in after being fucked to so many mind-blowing orgasms and passing out from her most recent one. She lay beneath me, humping her ass back to meet my every thrust while reaching down with one hand to play with her own clit. I kept my hands on her shoulders, alternately using them to prop myself up and rubbing her muscles at the same time while I rhythmically pounded myself in and out of her heretofore unused backdoor.
�Fuck my assss...� Gwen whimpered, her voice muffled against the mattress. A wet spot was spreading across the sheets, both from her drool and a few tears rolling out of her eyes as she both winced against the pain and moaned from the pleasure. �Fuck my assss...�
I held on just long enough. Gwen�s eyes were already pinched tightly closed when she suddenly grimaced as if in unimaginable pain. Her spine arched, her body tensed, and she stopped breathing altogether. Fifteen seconds passed before she suddenly dropped her face back down onto the bed and exhaled powerfully, a keening moan welling up from deep in her throat as she jerked violently and came.��NNNGH!�
�Nngh!� I grunted in response as my weight fell down against her buttcheeks, burying my cock to the root within her anal chute. I then let the floodgates open, pouring out my built-up load, hosing down her rectal walls with my thick, creamy spunk. Over and over I fired, my ab muscles tensing with every splattering shot. And her sphincter clenched and unclenched rhythmically, milking more and more out of my dick.
When we were both finally done, I rolled off her and flat onto my back, gasping for air. Like always, I left Gwen a puddle of orgasmic goo beside me where she�d turned onto her side, curled in a fetal position and comatose while sperm leaked in obvious white trails from both of her used and abused holes.
My mind was now a complete blank. I thought of absolutely nothing, such a blissful sensation after a full week�s worth of agonizing self-reflection.
And for a brief moment, I found peace.
d still was crying. Her hazel irises were a murky yellow, and she glanced over at Dawn for a brief moment. Then licking her lips, Adrienne winced and turned to set my ring down on the nightstand.
I felt half of my soul yanking out of my body as the cool metal band hit the wooden surface with a surprisingly loud bass [thunk]. It certainly sounded much heavier than it appeared to be, or maybe that was just in my head. But there was no imagining the pain and anguish in Adrienne�s voice as she cracked out, �I�m sorry, Ben. I love you. But I just can�t do this.�
Without another word or thought, Adrienne suddenly strode out the doorway, practically dragging Grace with her. The pair of them bumped Dawn in their hurry to get out of the house, and then moments later they were gone.
I sank to my knees on the floor, but I didn�t collapse. And kneeling there, feeling the splitting pain of hardwood biting into my kneecaps, I just closed my eyes, bent my head, and sobbed my heart out.

Chapter 8: Adrift

MONDAY, MAY 19, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
�I can�t do this.�
Such a simple phrase, four little words that individually are so common and mundane as to be irrelevant. But strung together, with the weight of Adrienne�s emotions behind them, the phrase managed to wrap around my heart, squeeze until it simply collapsed, and left me a crushed and vacant shell of the man I used to be.
What does �I can�t do this� even mean? Did Adrienne mean �I can�t deal with these weighty emotions right now because it�s finals but we�ll talk about it at the end of the week�? Did she mean �I love you but I�m not ready to take that next committed step in our relationship but I still want to be your casual girlfriend�?
Or did she mean �The relationship is over; I�m dumping your overbearing ass and never talking to you again�?
I didn�t know. I wasn�t sure. And all I really knew was that I HURT inside. I hurt so much that I didn�t even know how badly I hurt. It was as if my emotions � shocked so suddenly and so abruptly � merely shut down in self-defense. I felt cold and detached and ... nothing else.
Well, my kneecaps hurt. Kneeling on hardwood will do that to you. So I rocked back into a full squat, rubbing my knees before standing upright. Only then did I look around the room and notice that Dawn was still standing in the doorway, one hand covering her mouth in abject shock herself. She blinked several times as I simply started walking toward her.
At first, she removed her hand from her mouth to reach out to me, but I ignored her motion and simply walked past her and out into the hallway. I didn�t need comforting right now. Robots don�t need comforting. Robots can�t feel. I simply wanted to verify that Adrienne was well and truly gone.
She was. The hallway was empty. The front door was closed.
But I wasn�t alone. Dawn still stood right behind me. And crowding the entryway between the hallway and the living room were Paige, Ryan, Bert, and Robin. The four of them had been studying for finals, but now looked back at me with surprised expressions on their faces. Clearly, they�d seen a sobbing Adrienne hurry out the door with Grace holding her. And as one, the four of them studied me as if an explanation would come tumbling out of my lips.
None was forthcoming. Robots don�t need to explain unless a direct question is asked of them. I simply nodded to myself in confirmation that Adrienne was gone, and then I turned back to my bedroom. Going into a catatonic shut-down right now seemed like a very good idea.
But just as I was turning about, Gwen stepped out of the bathroom and came to a dead stop, startled to find six people staring at her. Her mouth opened slightly and she quickly glanced around at all six of us, silently standing around the hallway. �Uh, what�s going on?�
To this day, I�m not entirely sure why I did what I did next. I search back through my memory and wonder what processes of logic led me to that particular course of action, and I come up empty. Perhaps my brain had already shut off and I moved entirely on instinct. I simply�reacted�according to my nature.
And I am a sexual creature.
Without warning, I reached out and grabbed Gwen�s arm, yanking her abruptly through my bedroom doorway and slamming the door shut before Dawn could even react. I�d flipped the lock and propelled the dirty-blonde babe over to my bed before she even realized what was happening to her, and had Gwen seated at the edge of the mattress by the time the urgent banging on the door began.
�Ben!� Dawn called, alarm in her voice. The sound of the doorknob being twisted soon followed.
�Ben! What�s going on?� Paige�s voice plaintively joined her.
�Ben, what�s going on?� Gwen repeated, a note of fear creeping into her voice. I can only imagine what was going through her mind at that point. My face was impassive, my expression cold. But then she had no more time to react as I simply tackled her flat on her back across my bed and shoved my tongue into her mouth.
�MMPH!��Gwen grunted in surprise and at first, her lips fought to resist me. But then as my hands raced across her body, I felt her mouth go slack and accept my tongue while lightning bolts of pleasure shot through her. And her grunt turned into a soft, aroused moan. �Mmm...�
I was completely on autopilot. Completely absent of rational thought, I didn�t bother to contemplate what I was doing or why I was doing it. I simply�MOVED. My fingertips ran up the naked skin of her sides, pulling the hem of her polo shirt up her torso and out of the way. The sensations tickled her gently and caused her to spasm momentarily and tighten up her muscles. And while she was still in this tense state, my right hand slipped beneath her bra and pinched HARD onto her left nipple, the more sensitive one, causing her to squeak in pain and surprise.
While she was still squeaking, I bore down even harder with my mouth, forcefully pressing my lips into hers and shoving her head deeper into the mattress. Without words, I told her that she was�mine. I�owned�her body. And she would�submit�beneath me. My right hand gripped her boob and pinched the nipple again while my left hand slid back down to her hips and deftly undid the clasp of her jeans. Once the jeans went slack around her waist, I slipped my hand beneath the band of her panties and slid my palm around her hip to cup her right asscheek. And then I mounted her body and ground the bulge in my own jeans against her crotch, crushing her beneath me while I once again imposed my will over hers with my mouth.
I�d only ever been with Gwen the one time, that Thanksgiving weekend when I gave Dawn to Ryan. But that was all the experience I needed. Her user manual was pretty simple, and I had all the procedures committed to memory. And after running my right thumb along the crease beneath her left breast and rubbing my left index finger through the valley of her butt-cleavage, I had her right where I wanted her as I slid off her body to lie beside the trembling girl.
Gwen let her head fall back as I moved my weight off her, gasping for oxygen and struggling to focus. Her mind was racing from the incredibly passionate kiss I�d just finished planting on her and even though I was no longer physically smothering her, my right hand was still stimulating her body. But she managed one tiny moment of clarity. �Ben!� she gasped. �What�s going on?�
I didn�t bother to answer. I was already shifting myself into a better position as my left hand came out from palming her ass, sliding around inside her panties until I once again was in front, my fingers rustling through her trimmed pubic hairs. All the little touches and caresses up until this point had been solely to stoke her arousal and get her just barely wet enough for what I wanted to do next. And without further ado, I plunged my middle finger between her slightly damp labia.
�Oh, SHIT!� Gwen threw her head back, her eyes popping WIDE open. Her dirty blonde hair had been growing out ever since I first met her, now practically a mane of elegantly done curls and waves that haloed around her head, longer than pretty much any other girl I knew. The mess of dark and blonde mixed together gave her a wild look. And her light brown eyes, accented by her dark mascara and heavy eyeshadow, made her look even wilder.
I nibbled on her neck, groped her tit, and plunged my finger in and out of her rapidly moistening pussy. Gwen panted and moaned in obvious heat despite being unceremoniously yanked into my bedroom just minutes before. My right hand was now racing across her body, unsnapping her bra and shoving both it and her shirt above her perky tits. I also tugged down at her jeans and thong panties, giving my left hand more room to maneuver. And then I abruptly pulled myself away from her neckline as I used both hands to jerk her bottoms off her legs in a single, smooth motion.
�Ben!� Gwen picked her head up as she found herself completely naked below her shoulders. A measure of clarity had returned once I no longer had a finger wriggling inside her pussy. And she held her hands up to me in a �wait, wait� gesture. �Ben we can�t do this! I�m a slut! Not a cheater!�
The word �cheater� was the first thing that stirred my brain from its self-imposed slumber. She was right. Gwen had a boyfriend now: Rick Rusedski. He was a nice enough guy. A little frat boy for my taste, but he was still Gwen�s boyfriend. And I had his girlfriend naked before me.
Maybe I should have stopped then. But while my brain had awoken, it was not yet in control of my body. I simply stared at the pretty girl, seeing the indecision on her face as I crawled between her legs and gripped her thighs in my hands. All year, Gwen had been begging me for an encore to what she termed �the greatest sexual experience of her life�. Now, she was about to get it.
So I left the decision up to her. �You wanna stop? Just say �stop�,� I said gruffly. Then I pulled apart her thighs and ducked my head a little lower. Exhaling straight onto her pussy, I waited to the count of three.
One...
Two...
Three...
She didn�t say �stop�. So I stuck out my tongue and swiped it along Gwen�s slit from base to clit. She shuddered, shivered, and moaned.
And then I fucked the shit out of her.
* * *
�Unnnghhh...� Gwen groaned, her eyebrows furrowing. She lay on her side, right cheek pressed into the mattress, an obvious dark spot of wetness radiating out from her mouth where she�d been drooling for the past ten minutes. Her dirty-blonde hair was still a mess, her sweaty bangs now sticking to her forehead. Her eyes were pinched shut and she whimpered constantly while I continued sawing in and out of her sopping wet pussy.
I was currently straddling Gwen�s right leg as I fucked her. Her left knee was bent back to her own belly, propping her on her side while I drilled myself in and out of her body. Her light skin was flush with heat and moisture, now slightly pink. Her asscheeks were even redder from where I�d been repeatedly spanking her. Save for the blonde�s whimpering, the only sound in the room was that of her twice cum-filled pussy squishing audibly with my every stroke.
And I was about to fill her for a third time.
She�d already gone limp. Gwen was completely exhausted, having endured more orgasms than I could count. There was no tenderness to our fucking. I simply drove her up and over the proverbial wall again and again without mercy or consideration. I didn�t make her cum to make her happy. I made her cum for the visceral self-satisfaction of making the poor girl go so far beyond her limits. I�d made her pass out once before, that first fuck a year and a half ago. I could have done it again an hour ago. But some dark, twisted part of me enjoyed stringing her along, keeping her on the brink of unconsciousness at the razor�s edge between pleasure and oblivion.
But now as I felt my third ejaculation building up inside me, I decided to get it over with. I hadn�t taken my cock completely out of her cunt even once for this entire session, squirting her full of jism twice and continuing to rut inside her until I got hard again. But even in my cold, robotic mode, I was tiring.
So my left hand moved away from her swaying breast and down to her pussy. I grazed my fingertips lightly over her already abused clit, tickling the protruding love button so that the sensations would be impossible to ignore.
Even exhausted, Gwen twitched and wriggled as she felt the direct stimulation, her whimpering turning back into desperate moans. �Please...� she groaned, not finishing the sentence. What did she mean? �Please make me cum�, perhaps? She might even be pleading, �Please just make it all stop; I can�t handle any more�.
I was about to do both, anyways. I teased her clit until her breathing shortened into staccato, gasping bursts. Gwen hyperventilated as the overwhelming sensations flooded her mind; and I watched her neck contorting as mixed pain and pleasure wracked her body. For over and hour and a half straight, I�d manipulated her body like a marionette, making her cum when and how I wanted. And now I would finally finish her off.
Her gasps sped up until she couldn�t possibly breathe any faster, and just as I sensed her reaching her zenith, I clamped my left hand over her mouth and nostrils, suffocating her briefly. At the same time, I rammed my cock in and out of her cunt at a rapid pace while popping my right index finger into her clenched asshole. And deprived of oxygen and overstimulated by the pain and my finger up her butt, Gwen exploded. Her whole body jerked, her spine bending as she arched backwards. With my hand still covering her nose and mouth, I used her body as leverage to lunge my cock to maximum depth inside her cunt. And then I held her there, smothered beneath my heavy weight, unable to move or breathe while the orgasm literally sent her into a seizure.
After about fifteen seconds of this, her eyes rolled up into her head as she passed out. Gwen�s body curled up and went totally limp; and I dropped my hands away, planting my palms on the mattress to support myself while I felt my dickhead expand and begin spitting out my third batch of semen into her now-unconscious body. She was utterly motionless, except for her still clenching and spasming cunt, now so overloaded with both her own and my orgasmic fluids that her pussy muscles started squirting juices out of our joining to soak both her and my thighs.
When I was done, and only when I was done, I finally rolled off her and flat onto my back, panting heavily with my own exertion. I left Gwen a puddle of orgasmic goo beside me, curled in a fetal position and comatose with her still twitching pussy squirting out more and more mingled spunk.
And then I surrendered to unconsciousness myself.
* * *
I woke up with my eyes still closed, but somehow I knew exactly where I was and who I was with.
I was buck naked in my room, lying flat on my back on my own bed. My head was currently in the warm lap of a beautiful girl. And she was tenderly stroking my hair back from my forehead and along my scalp.
I stiffened slightly as I came awake, and her soothing hand stroked deeper and more firmly, calming me. I realized that I was cocooned beneath my blankets, which covered my nudity and kept me warm. And still with my eyes closed, I exhaled slowly before asking, �What time is it, Dawn?�
My best friend�s sweet voice answered, �Almost nine. PM. You�ve been asleep for more than two hours.�
Slowly, I cracked my eyelids open and blinked as Dawn�s pretty face came into focus. She had changed and showered since I last saw her, now wearing a baggy T-shirt with no bra and her hair held back in a simple ponytail, more functional than stylish. And her crystal blue eyes looked down on me with nothing but love, warmth, and understanding.
Recognizing these emotions, I realized that my brain was once again active and in control of my body. And with that activity came the memories of Adrienne walking out, as well as of what I�d done to Gwen. Not �with� Gwen. �To� Gwen.
�Where�s Gwen?� I asked, my tongue still feeling a little thick.
Dawn�s eyebrows rose, but she nodded. �She woke up about twenty minutes ago and let us in. Bert and Robin took her back to the dorms.�
I nodded and exhaled slowly. Then wincing, I stared my friend in her eyes and asked, �Does she hate me?�
Dawn arched an eyebrow at my question. She thought about it for a moment before answering. �Well ... she�s confused. She�s exhausted. Bert practically had to carry her out the door. But no, I don�t think she hates you.�
I exhaled in relief and closed my eyes. �Okay...�
�Why�d you do it?� Dawn asked softly.
Slowly, I cracked my eyes opened again. �What? Fuck her?�
Dawn nodded.
I shook my head, both hearing and feeling the friction of my hair in her lap. �I don�t know. It�s all kind of a haze.� And then I sighed before zeroing in on my last really clear memory. It was that of Adrienne walking away. I flashed my gaze up to Dawn�s eyes again and asked hesitantly. �Did ... did Adrienne come back?�
I saw the answer in Dawn�s eyes. She looked so sad and sympathetic for me that I felt my heart cracking anew. My lips quivered and I felt like breaking down into tears again. She was gone. My girlfriend ... my love ... was gone. She�d walked away from me. And somehow I knew this wasn�t just a simple fight where everything would be fine in the morning. My relationship with Adrienne � at least the boyfriend/girlfriend relationship � was over.
Just as I started whimpering on the path to full-blown sobbing, Dawn held both my cheeks and stared down at me. �Hey!�
It was sudden enough that my attempt at sobbing like a little baby was stopped before I really got started. I opened my eyes and looked at her in confusion.
�You want something to eat?� Dawn asked flippantly. �We ordered pizza and there�re plenty of leftovers.�
I winced and then shook my head. Food was not interesting to me right now. But her little shock worked; while still sad, I didn�t feel like crying anymore.
Dawn nodded in understanding and went back to stroking my forehead. I sighed and closed my eyes again, wanting to just melt into her lap and make the world go away. But a male voice cleared his throat. �Ahem.�
I opened my eyes and looked over. Ryan was standing in the open doorway, one arm leaning against the frame. He too, was dressed to stay in tonight. Most of the time he went home, but this looked like a night when he was sleeping over in Dawn�s room. �You coming back out?�
Dawn glanced down at me, clearly torn. I reached up and grabbed her hand, holding it tightly. �Don�t leave me,� I pleaded. �Not right now.�
Dawn sighed and glanced back up at her boyfriend. I kept my gaze on her face as she softened her eyes and told him, �Not right now. Okay?�
Ryan exhaled, a slight note of frustration in the sound. He understood that I was hurting, and it wasn�t like Dawn and I were getting naked behind a locked door. But the guy would forever wonder if when push came to shove, whether his girlfriend would choose him or me. Still, he walked away. And Dawn went back to stroking my hair.
I never did get up to go get something to eat.
And Dawn never went back to her bedroom.
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The clock read 7:05am when my eyes fluttered open. I didn�t need to move to see the digital readout; it was in my line of sight just past Dawn�s right ear. My arms instinctively tightened as the tingling sensation of awareness spread throughout my body, and I realized that not only was my morning wood pressed into Dawn�s panty-clad asscrack, but I was also cupping a very round, very firm breast with only a thin cotton layer between my hand and her bare skin.
Reflexively, my hand squeezed the boob and Dawn moaned lightly. My mind was a blank slate. I�d been so exhausted that I slept deeply and soundly throughout the night, a dreamless sleep that was entirely about recovery. I didn�t know where I was or why. But I knew I was holding Dawn � my Dawn � in my arms and nothing else mattered.
I continued rubbing Dawn�s breast until I heard the barely noticeable change in her breathing. I stopped rubbing just then, but Dawn began taking longer and deeper breaths, and presently she began turning her head towards me. And as the morning light shone down brilliantly on her angelic face, my stunningly beautiful soulmate lit up in a wide smile and said happily, �Mmm ... morning, Ben!�
�Hi...� I smiled happily and squeezed her a little tighter, my hand idly rubbing her breast as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I dipped my face toward hers, puckering my lips as she closed her eyes and moved in to meet me.
And then awareness seemed to hit the both of us at the same time. My eyes popped open and I jerked my hand away. Dawn�s eyes popped open and she backed away from me.
�Oh, Dawn, Dawn. I�m so�sorry,� I muttered. I realized I was still buck naked beneath the blankets, my erection rubbing against her butt, that part of her asscheek uncovered by her thong panties.
�No, no. It�s okay. Not your fault,� she flustered and checked her shirt to tug it down around her waist while rolling her ass away from my cock.
�It is. It is. I�m so sorry.�
�No, it�s okay. It�s nobody�s fault,� Dawn sighed. And after futzing around with her clothes for another few seconds, my best friend nervously looked over at me as she sat up in bed, the blankets falling down around her lap.
Just then, Brandi appeared at the open doorway, a steaming mug of coffee in her hands. �Figures.� My older sister smirked. �One amazingly gorgeous blonde breaks up with you, so you drag another pretty blonde into your bedroom and fuck her brains out. And then you spend the night cuddling with a�third�hot blonde.�
Dawn blushed and looked down before slipping out of the bed. �I�d better go do damage control with Ryan.�
I sat up, keeping the blankets covering my lap while wrapping my arms around my legs. I nodded to my best friend. �I�m sorry about all this.�
�No, don�t be.� Dawn shook her head. �I was right where I needed to be � where I�wanted�to be � last night.�
I managed a smile, despite the melancholic thoughts of Adrienne that were coming back into mind. �Thanks, Dawn. Really.�
My best friend smiled and nodded. Then she headed out of the room.
Once Dawn was gone, I leaned back against the headboard and sighed. Brandi took the opportunity to enter into the room, close the door behind her, and slide onto the bed beside me, coffee mug and all. She sat on top of the covers. �How are you holding up?�
�What? With Adrienne?� I asked with my eyes still closed and my head tilted back.
Brandi nodded. Well, I think she nodded. In any case, I answered. �I dunno. I don�t think it�s sunk in yet. I don�t feel ... anything ... really.�
�Well, you�ve been keeping yourself pretty distracted since then.� Brandi chuckled.
I shrugged. �How do I look like I�m holding up?�
�Honestly?� Brandi smiled and I cracked my eyes open in time to see the typical family eyebrow arch. �You look just fine. If Matt had walked out on me in the middle of Finals Week, I�d be a sobbing mess on the floor.�
�You missed it. That was me last night.�
�Wasn�t for long from what Dawn told me. She said you picked yourself up, walked straight out the door, and then grabbed Gwen to fuck the poor girl�s brains out.�
I winced and sighed. �Yeah. I�m still not exactly sure how that all happened. I was kind of mentally checked out at the time.�
�Checked out?� Brandi snorted. �If that�s how you fuck when you�re mentally checked out, I need to find a way to put you in that state the next time I need some stress relief. Gwen sounded like she was being murdered in here ... in a�very�good way. Dayna and I couldn�t study worth a damn upstairs so we came down to join the party camped out in the living room to listen.�
I winced. �You guys were camped out in the living room?�
My sister nodded, a smirk on her face. But then her expression changed. �Uh, Paige wasn�t too happy about it though.�
My shoulders sagged. I�d forgotten for the moment about my�other�girlfriend. �She pissed at me?�
�Jealous more like it. She declared more than once, and I quote, that it was supposed to be HER job to be the sacrificial lamb at your altar of lustful vengeance.�
I smirked at the biblical undertones in the phrasing. Then, unexpectedly, the weight of Adrienne�s leaving suddenly hit me like a ton of bricks and I promptly keeled over onto my side, grimacing in obvious pain as the desire to bawl like a newborn baby overwhelmed me.
�Eep!� Brandi shrieked as I toppled toward her, just barely managing not to spill her coffee.
I was on my side in a fetal position now, my eyes wide open and staring blankly at nothing. �She�s really gone, isn�t she?�
�I don�t know,� Brandi replied honestly. �I wasn�t there.�
�She�s gone,� I stated. �I know it. I mean, she�s coming back here, obviously. All her stuff is here. But the relationship is�over.�
�You don�t know that. Couples have fights and misunderstandings all the time,� Brandi said reassuringly. �I�ve seen you and Adrienne together, Ben. You two LOVE each other. That girl absolutely worships the ground you walk on and she would like nothing better than to be in your orbit for the rest of her life. She NEEDS you in her life.�
I sighed. I heard the ring of truth in what Brandi was saying, but as I stopped and thought about it, I finally realized what Adrienne had meant when she said �I can�t do this�. Yeah, Adrienne wanted me to be in her life, but I�d pushed her beyond what she could handle right now. The signs were all there before, but I�d ignored them and just plowed ahead with my own vision of the future. I�d promised I would never push her too far, and then I went ahead and did it anyways. And taking a deep breath, I winced and started rocking slightly on the bed, trembling as the weight of my great mistake came crashing over me.
�Ben, what is it?� My sister put her hand on my shoulder to try and calm me.
�I scared her away,� I whimpered.
�Scared her? How?�
I went dead still, eyes staring blankly at the abyss before me. And I quietly answered, �I asked her to be my wife.�
* * *
Brandi got me to explain what I meant about asking Adrienne to be my wife. I told her about all my talk of settling down and getting married and raising a family. Meanwhile, Adrienne waffled on whether she ever wanted to get married and told me how she had no intention of ever having kids. I told Brandi about Adrienne questioning her sexuality and how she�d always been more attracted to girls than guys. And I told her about the promise ring. True, I hadn�t actually�asked�Adrienne to marry me right then and there, but I HAD more or less asked her to start down that path with me.
With all of Adrienne�s commitment issues, the gold band sliding around her finger must have felt like a prison chain.
Brandi summed it up. �Adrienne doesn�t want to settle down with you, Ben. That girl adores you, but she�s not the settling down type. Not right now at least. She�s too ... well...�unsettled.�
I sighed. I knew it. Dawn had known it last night, but since the whole thing hadn�t blown up in my face yet, she hadn�t said anything at the time. And even afterwards, Dawn was too good to me to ever say �I told you so�.
But now Brandi was blunt enough for the both of them. �You�re such a moron, Ben. How did you not know? When has Adrienne ever given you a signal that she wanted to settle down with you?�
�She told me she�d love me forever and always,� I ventured plaintively.
�I�ll�love you forever and always. That doesn�t mean I want to settle down with you.� Brandi rolled her eyes. �She was your girlfriend. She enjoyed being your girlfriend. But it wasn�t supposed to last forever.�
�Why not?� I whimpered. I clung desperately to the fantasy of being happily ever after with Adrienne. �She promised �forever�.�
Brandi sighed. �Wake up, kiddo. You�re eighteen. You�re a freshman in college. What the hell do you know about �forever�? And haven�t you been paying attention to the way your girlfriend IS, not the way you might wish her to be?�
I just winced and ducked my head while my big sister went and pointed out all the little things Adrienne did to show me that she didn�t want that kind of permanent commitment. I just kept my eyes closed and absorbed each verbal insight like they were body blows to my mid-section.
In the end, I was exhausted. I was hungry. And my head was spinning. What if I hadn�t given Adrienne the ring? What if I�d been less needy and let her explore her relationship with Grace more freely? Was it all a waste of time anyways if Adrienne didn�t want the same things as me in the future? Was I just blind and rushing things since we�d only really been �together� for a year?
All of these things raced through my mind, so fast and so hard that I couldn�t think straight and my skull was starting to throb. And once again, I felt myself slipping away into catatonia, staring blankly as I contemplated the nature of my existence.
�Ben?� Brandi asked after a while, realizing that I was no longer responsive. My brain had become such a mess that I just ignored her and kept on thinking and thinking and thinking.
�Ben?� she asked again, this time waving her hand in front of my eyes. Still I ignored her.
But Brandi wasn�t about to passively let me retreat into my own little world. My sister huffed once in annoyance and then reached forward, physically rolling me and rolling me until I went right off the end of the bed, coming out naked from underneath the blankets and falling onto the floor in a messy heap.
�Oww!� I only woke up when I realized how much it hurt to fall without cushioning yourself.
�You�ve got a final in an hour, Ben,� Brandi glared at me. �Man up and focus.�
�I can�t...� I groaned, holding my head and feeling pain both from my Adrienne-torment AND from physically landing on the stupid lump of meat. �My mind is going around a million miles an hour. I don�t even know WHICH final I have.�
Brandi sighed and arched her eyebrow, staring at my pathetic body. I was kneeling on the floor, slumped over the edge of the bed grimacing in pain. It wasn�t that landing on the floor really hurt me; it was my agony over how I�d messed things up with Adrienne. Then without another word, my sister got up and headed for the door.
I put my head face-down into the mattress. Now even Brandi was leaving me.
[click]
Furrowing my eyebrows, I turned my head. Brandi had locked the door and returned to me, reaching down to grab underneath my armpits and help hoist me onto the bed. I was still buck naked and she turned me around, immediately taking my cock in hand. And she began to stroke me.
�Brandi! Wha�?� I hissed. The house was NOT very well soundproofed and on this weekday, the likelihood of someone who wasn�t supposed to know just how close my sister and I were might very well be outside. Hell, I was pretty sure Ryan was still in the house somewhere.
Brandi reached forward with her off-hand and put a finger to my lips, telling me to keep still and keep quiet while she glanced at the door. And with that finger still on my lips to silence me, my older sister ducked her head down and gently took my not-quite hard dick into her mouth.
My brain instantly quieted down. It�s hard to think about other things when a warm, wet mouth is surrounding your cock and doing its level best to give you as much pleasure as humanly possible. I let my head fall back across the bed as I surrendered to the bliss. And Brandi�s mouth descended further down around me, humming and sucking and licking the big vein running underneath my growing shaft.
�Ohhh ... Brandi...� I groaned softly; I dared not get any louder. Then I moved my hands to her head, guiding her up and down motions. �So good, Brandi. You�re so good, sis. Suck me. Suck me.�
It was so wrong. It was so naughty...
... It was in her mouth. Brandi had brought both hands into play, jacking me firmly while her mouth danced around the head. And mid-stroke I popped off, sending the first spurt of spunk onto my sister�s tongue which she swallowed eagerly.
�Ohhh ... Brandi...� I groaned again, feeling my head clearing with the ejaculation. I�m a sexual creature. It�s how I work. And Brandi kept milking me. With one hand, she coaxed out every drop of cum, jacking up with every blast to maximize the load that splattered against the back of her mouth. And after the first three of four bursts, she started hoovering me in desperate search for more ... and more ... and more ... until there was nothing left to give.
Smacking her lips, Brandi picked her head up and sighed with deep satisfaction. I saw her left hand was still holding my deflating prick, but she brought her right hand up from her own panties, coated in her own slimy fluids. And daintily, my sister licked her own fingers clean.
�I�ve got your sperm in my belly, little brother...� Brandi sighed, her eyes sizzling. �Isn�t that so...�wrong...�
I groaned and winced. �So wrong...�
�And yet,� my older sister smiled. �So right.�
I just nodded, thinking of absolutely nothing but blissful pleasure.
�Now,� she said sternly, her big sister voice coming back to her. �Get dressed. Get something to eat. And go do your final today. Got it?�
I nodded and gave my sister a look of heartfelt love and warmth. �Thank you.�
* * *
After the head-clearing ejaculation, I managed to keep thoughts of Adrienne at bay long enough to take my final. But as the three-hour exam wore on, the harder I tried to keep her out of my mind the more she crept into it. I didn�t completely bomb the test, but I knew I could have done better.
At least this time, I had a plan. Tuesdays, Adrienne and Grace usually met up with Misty and Kim at their usual caf�. I usually met up with them as well, and this was one appointment I intended to keep.
I found the four girls sitting together at a booth, already halfway through their meals. I marched in, grabbed an extra chair, and plopped myself down at the end of the table to face four absolutely shocked faces.
Clearly, none of them were expecting me to just show up.
�Hi, Adrienne,� I said off-hand, but with a slight menace in my voice. �We need to talk.�
�There�s nothing to say, Ben,� Adrienne said quietly and looked away. I noticed Grace glaring at me on the other side of Adrienne, holding her girlfriend�s hand even tighter. On the opposite side of the table, Misty and Kim were merely evaluating me curiously.
�There�s a lot to say,� I started, consciously softening my voice. I wasn�t here to threaten her. �And it starts with me apologizing for pushing you too far too fast.�
�It�s not that simple,� Adrienne shook her head.
�Then explain it to me,� I pleaded. �Neither of us have a final this afternoon. Let�s go somewhere and talk.�
�Not now, Ben.�
�Then when?�
�Please don�t push me more, Ben.� Adrienne was on the verge of tears.
I sighed and physically backed away. I hadn�t realized I�d been leaning forward, looming over her. �The last thing I want to do is push you, Adrienne.�
�Then�don�t.� For the first time, she raised her eyes to mine. �Just let it be.�
I felt like we�d had this conversation before, back when Adrienne just wanted to be �nottogether�. I exhaled slowly, looking down before stating, �You HAVE to come home eventually. All your stuff is in our room.�
She blinked and took a deep breath. �Of course. But not right now.� Adrienne�s hands suddenly shot out to mine, grabbing the tops of them and holding on firmly. �Please, Ben. Just give me until the end of finals. This is what I need to do to focus on my exams. I�can�t�try to work out the details of our relationship and study at the same time, alright? But come Friday, we�ll talk. I promise. I�ll be home when you get back from your last final. Please ... can you wait for me?�
I sighed, slowly turning my hands over so that I could meet Adrienne palm to palm. But she pulled her hands away from mine before I could grab her. For a few seconds, I just stared at my empty hands, feeling absolutely and completely heartbroken. I wanted answers. I wanted resolution. Maybe Adrienne could suppress her feelings and keep them locked away long enough to finish her finals, but I wasn�t sure I could do the same.
But I would. I would have to. For�her. I still�loved�her. And she hadn�t officially come out and said we were broken up ... yet.
�Okay,� I sighed. �I�ll wait for you. Friday. I�ll leave you alone until then.�
�Thank you, Ben,� Adrienne said softly. And then she stood. Grace stood up with her, and with only a head nod to their friends, the pair of them walked out of the caf�.
I left my elbows on the table and raised my palms up just in time to meet my face as I hunched over, fighting the urge to start crying anew. How the hell was I going to last three more days without some sort of closure?
�You never should have let her date Grace,� Misty remarked.
I peeked my eyes out, a confused expression on my face.
�Don�t get me wrong,� Misty continued. �Grace is my roommate and my friend. I like to see her happy. But you were playing with fire when you agreed to let your girlfriend regularly date someone else, another girl or not.�
I sighed. �That wasn�t the problem.�
�Oh? Adrienne�s practically LIVED in our room for the past few months,� Misty went on. �It�d bother me if I wasn�t spending all MY time at my boyfriend�s.�
I shrugged. �The time away wasn�t our problem. Nor was the sharing. Adrienne and I had a very unique relationship.�
�I�ll say...� Kim mused.
I arched an eyebrow at the pretty Japanese-American girl, but she just blushed and shook her head. �So if it wasn�t the time apart, what broke you guys up?� she went on to ask. �Grace and Adrienne didn�t tell us the details.�
I sighed and said it again,�still�not quite believing it. �I gave her a promise ring.�
�Ohhh...� Both girls nodded in understanding. And then Misty added, �Uh, didn�t you KNOW Adrienne didn�t want to settle down?�
Jeez, did EVERYONE know but me? I buried my face in my palms again, moaning in agony.
Kim just reached over and patted my back. �Apparently he didn�t.�
* * *
Since I didn�t have a Tuesday afternoon final, I wandered around the campus for about an hour, just walking to nowhere and letting my mind spin and spin and spin. Like a piece of debris adrift on the ocean currents, I simply went wherever fate took me.
A part of me hoped fate would take me in front of a bus.
But no bus came, and none would come unless I got myself off the middle of campus and over to one of the streets. Even then, I didn�t trust myself not to ignore Adrienne�s Friday edict and run to find her, to plead with her to take me back. So I just kept walking.
Eventually, I just got so exhausted that I had no choice but to head home before I collapsed on some random sidewalk.
When I got home, I found that the room I�d shared with Adrienne all year had changed quite a bit in my absence. Books were gone, clothes, and most of Adrienne�s makeup kit. I nearly sank to the floor when I realized that she�d come home at last, only to leave again before I returned.
Dawn appeared in the doorway behind me. �She and Grace came to pick up her stuff. Adrienne said she�d be back on Friday to pack up.�
Without turning to face my best friend, I simply nodded. She walked up and put her hand on my shoulder, clearly asking without words if I wanted some company. I reached up and patted her hand, then stepped forward into the room. Dawn took the hint and left me alone, closing the door behind me.
And then I did what I always did in situations like this. I made sure all the curtains were shut, plunging the room into semi-darkness. Then I moved to the bed and sat down, simmering under my own personal dark cloud, determined to radiate �get-the-fuck-away-from-me� signals to anyone who dared intrude on my melancholy.
Paige didn�t get the memo.
I�d been sitting there in the dark for about an hour when the door opened again. Half of me expected to see Brooke standing in the doorway, wearing nothing but a towel. And for a brief moment I thought I�did�see my little sister.
But then the face coalesced into Paige�s elfin features, the hair a shade of auburn instead of a deep, dark brown. And this girl didn�t bother approaching me slowly or waving her hands in front of my unblinking eyes. The little redheaded hurricane more or less tackled me and pushed and shoved until I was flat on my back and she was sitting astride my chest. �What the FUCK is wrong with you?�
This was not my day for contemplation. First Brandi rolled me off the freakin� bed; and now this. Maybe I�should�have stayed out on the sidewalks.
�I�m supposed to be your�girlfriend, remember?� Paige whined plaintively. �You�re supposed to TALK to me when something�s bothering you. And if you don�t want to TALK,�I�M�the one you�re supposed to bend over and fuck until you get it out of your system. Got it?�
I just blinked rapidly, still a little in shock by the petite girl sitting on my chest and glaring at me from inches away.
�So what�s it gonna be?� Paige narrowed her eyes at me. �Talk or fuck?�
A surge of annoyance and pain raced through my veins. I rolled my eyes and then suddenly gripped Paige�s arms almost too tightly in my hands. And then I sat up and violently flipped us over, lifting up the petite girl�s light weight before slamming her down onto her back.
�Goody!� my pixie giggled breathlessly. �I was hoping you�d pick �fuck�. Goddamn I got so horny listening to you last night!�
I didn�t answer coherently. I just growled and ripped her schoolgirl blouse open.
* * *
�Holy fuck! Holy shit! Mary, Mother of God,�FUCK!� Paige squealed as she felt my cock unexpectedly burrowing up her asshole.
She was still wearing her entire schoolgirl outfit, minus the panties. Those I�d ripped to shreds in my urgency to get them off her; and the pieces were jagged rags on the floor somewhere. The back of her plaid skirt was folded up and tucked into her waistband to keep it out of the way, baring the young girl�s creamy white ass. I�d been pounding her doggy-style. And at the last moment before my climax, I�d pulled out, jizzed straight onto her winking anus, and then used my own cum to push through Paige�s now-lubricated sphincter to embed myself inside her anal chute.
The last two or three little pulses of cum squirted out of me and into my little girlfriend�s rectum. Moaning and groaning, I pumped two or three more times, feeding Paige�s tight asshole the full length of my cock as the last sensations of physical ecstasy passed through me. And then as the last of my energy drained away, I collapsed flat on her back, sending us both sprawling on top of the mattress.
Still working to please me, Paige clenched her anal muscles around me to revive my cock. But even her tight ass couldn�t put raw energy back into my body and in the end I simply flopped over in exhaustion.
I couldn�t go on. But even though the sex was over, Paige wasn�t done trying to make me happy. She fetched some baby wipes and cleaned us both up before falling back into my arms. Showering my face with perky little kisses, she looked on me with motherly concern and asked me to tell her about how I felt. And then I finally told my other girlfriend the story of what went on with my first girlfriend.
It didn�t take very long. After all, I�d already gotten the weight off my chest talking with Brandi. But there was still a lot of pain in my voice as I rehashed all my mistakes.
Too wrapped up in my narrative, I never noticed Paige�s mood darkening as I told her my story. Over the course of a few minutes, she went from lovingly concerned to nervously worried. �You were really that serious about Adrienne? You wanted to settle down and get married and have kids and all that?� Paige asked quietly.
I sighed and nodded. �Someday. Even now, I want to find her and plead with her to take me back.� It wasn�t a secret. After all, I�d been talking with Dawn and Brandi about the same thing.
But then neither of those girls was my�other�girlfriend. And Paige sounded hurt as she asked, �You were never that serious about ME, were you?�
I furrowed my eyebrows and looked down at the pretty girl, who�d rolled her own dark blue eyes up to meet my gaze. �Uh...�
�I love you, Ben. You know that, right?� There was no doubting the emotion in Paige�s voice. �I really, really am in love with you.�
I nodded, stroking her hair.
She took a deep breath and then quietly asked, �But you don�t love me, do you?�
I glanced down at her. �Paige, we�ve been through this. I care about you. You know I do.�
�But you don�t love me like you do Adrienne.�
I blinked. �Were you expecting me to?�
Paige sighed, pouting. �Well ... I hoped ... Maybe ... Y�know, it�s been a few months now. We�ve been spending a lot of time together and I thought ... y�know ... feelings would ... develop...�
I sighed. �Paige, I will always care about you. But I told you I didn�t have those feelings. That�s why I said way back in the beginning that we shouldn�t be together; because it wouldn�t be fair to you.�
�I thought I could change your mind,� Paige whimpered pitifully.
I didn�t answer right away. I just kept stroking her hair. And then taking a slow, deep breath, I exhaled and said, �I�m sorry, Red.�
My petite little girlfriend snuggled closer in to me, burying her face against my chest. She whimpered a few more times, grabbing at my chest and then gripping my arm before turning her face up to look at me. There was no mistaking the sorrow in her deep blue eyes. �Adrienne leaving you doesn�t change things, does it?�
�What do you mean?�
Paige blinked rapidly. �I was hoping that with her gone, you�d have more for me. I was hoping that if she wasn�t taking up your time, your attention ... your love ... then you could give me more.�
�Oh, Paige...� I sighed, stroking her hair again. �It doesn�t work that way.�
�Why not?� Paige pouted.
I sighed. �You�ll learn ... little one.� I brushed her bangs back from her forehead. �Feelings just don�t work like that.�
The pretty girl then scrunched her face up, looking angry and upset. ��Feelings don�t work like that�?� she hissed.
�Paige...� I began.
��Feelings don�t WORK like that�?� she repeated in a clearly annoyed voice.
�Paige...� I pleaded.
�Nuh-uh,� she cut me off. Quickly, the half-dressed girl pushed herself upright and wrapped the sheets around her body to cover herself, as if she was suddenly ashamed to let me see her nakedness. And then she tugged down her bra and shirt, fixing the schoolgirl outfit we�d shoved to the sides in our lovemaking, before darting off the bed to find what remained of her panties.
�Paige...�
�Forget it, Ben,� she spat at me.
�Paige, please.�
�No! I think I�ve wasted enough time on you, don�t you think?� Her voice was a world of hurt. �I gave you everything! I gave you my virginity! And you can�t even muster up enough of yourself to love me?�
�I do love you!�
�Like a little sister, right, you incestuous bastard? Not the way I want! Not the way I need! But I�m just not good enough for you, am I? Not good enough to be a girlfriend you actually LOVE! Noooo, only�Adrienne�� with her big tits and gorgeous face and perfect body � was good enough for you!�
�I can�t help the way I feel,� I pleaded. �I care about you. You KNOW I do.�
�Goodbye, Ben.�
�Paige��
�NO.� Paige�s voice was deeper and more intense than I�d ever heard it before. �I�hate�you. We�re�done. Now you have ZERO girlfriends left.� With that, the angry redhead stomped over to the door and flung it open. And without a backwards glance she stormed out the front door as well.
Ah,�hell.
I was sitting up in bed by now, rubbing my forehead vigorously as if I could physically yank out all the bad emotions and fucked up situations from my brain. I felt a surge of adrenaline pushing through me, setting my limbs on fire as the frustration built inside me. Why was this happening? Did Paige really just dump me a day after Adrienne walked out on me? How did my life get sooo fucked up?
The longer I rubbed my forehead, the more my forehead began to hurt from the skin getting friction burn. FUCK! Why the FUCK was this happening? I couldn�t take it anymore. I couldn�t handle it. It was all just TOO FUCKING MUCH.
Adrienne doesn�t want to BE with me anymore. She loves me but she can�t be tied down. And FUCK! My fucking GIRLFRIEND turned out to be a LESBIAN. She fucking picked GRACE over ME! FUCK! I stopped rubbing my forehead and switched to clenching the sheets in my hands, squeezing tighter and tighter as if I could compress the fabric into diamonds.
And Paige!�I�never wanted to START a fucking relationship with her. I always cared about her, but I KNEW I didn�t have those kind of feelings for her. I�d TOLD her as much. But NO ... SHE said �I�ll take whatever I can get�. SHE said she�d accept however much I could give her, and wouldn�t expect any more from me. But�NO. She DID expect more. She DID want more. And when I couldn�t give it to her, SHE fucking dumped ME! How fucked up is THAT? Why the FUCK was this HAPPENING?
ARRRGHHH!!!
A quiet knock sounded off by the open door. I jerked my head up, my hands gripping at my own forearms while I did my best to give myself an Indian Burn. And I saw Gwen standing in the doorway, her mane of dirty blonde hair hanging beautifully over her shoulders, her dark eyeshadow and mascara making her look dangerously alluring.
�Hi, Ben,� Gwen said rather nervously. �We need to talk.�
Talk?
Or Fuck?
Mechanically, I got off the bed and strode directly for her. Her eyes went wide as she looked down at my naked body, since I hadn�t re-dressed after fucking Paige. And her eyes went even wider as she realized I had an erection.
Gwen only had time to squeak before I roughly grabbed the back of her neck with my left hand and gripped a breast with my right. I spun her into my bedroom, mashing my lips against hers and kicking the door shut at the same time. My tongue darted into her mouth as I bent her backwards and my right hand slid beneath the waistband of her jeans and into her panties, where a finger wormed its way inside her rapidly moistening pussy.
When we got to my bed, I dropped Gwen flat on her back where the dirty blonde babe simply gasped and looked at me with abject fear in her eyes. And as I climbed onto the bed to loom on all fours above her supine body, all she could whimper was, �Oh, God. Not again!�
* * *
I didn�t give Gwen the option of saying �no� or saying �stop� this time; I just used her. And I didn�t bother keeping her at the razor�s edge of unconsciousness for a protracted amount of time before sending her over. This time, I just fucked her brains out.
Fifteen minutes after she showed up in my doorway, Gwen was a limp puddle of orgasmic goo. She was unconscious and lying on her right shoulder, the right arm extended straight out and the left arm flung behind her head. Her ass was flat on the bed with her legs spread to the sides and bent like a dead frog�s. And her still spasming pussy was leaking creamy white semen, creating a wet spot that slowly crept outward as the sheets absorbed our mingled sexual fluids.
I, on the other hand, sat up at the edge of the mattress, my heels perched on the bed frame while I held my head in my hands.
A knock sounded at the door and I called, �Who is it?�
My best friend replied. �It�s Dawn.�
I sighed and hung my head down while replying, �Come in.�
Dawn didn�t care that I was still buck naked. I think my thigh blocked the view of my genitals anyways. But her sharp eyes did lock in on Gwen�s lifeless body. She arched an eyebrow at me and stated, �You did it again.�
I sighed and said, �Paige dumped me,� as if that would explain everything.
�Ah.� Dawn popped both eyebrows, nodding in understanding. Then she held up a silver Samsung cell phone. �Well, I just wanted to tell Gwen that her boyfriend called. But I guess he�ll have to wait for her to wake up.�
I grimaced and put my forehead in my palm again.
Dawn just turned to leave. �Dinner will be ready soon,� she said, and then she pulled the door shut behind her.
* * *
I got myself dressed and located my books. Once again, a powerful ejaculation had cleared my brain enough to let me focus on my upcoming finals. Gwen stirred awake a minute later and I paused to help her get back into her clothing. Neither of us spoke about what we�d just done.
When we emerged, everyone in the living room turned to look at us. Afternoon finals were over and our regular guests had returned to the house. Dawn and Ryan sat together on one couch. Bert was at the other end of the same couch, with Robin sitting on the floor at his feet, hunched over the coffee table. And it wasn�t just my crew, either. Dayna was sitting with Kevin Weiss on the opposite couch. Kerri Trainor, Monique St. Claire, and Matt Kanemura were sitting at the dining table. Tracy McMillan and Julie Carpenter were in the kitchen with Brandi.
�Sounded like fun.� Kerri was the first one to speak, dropping her elbow onto the table, resting her chin in her palm while she smiled dreamily in my direction, her green eyes simmering.
�Oui, oui,� Monique chimed in. �When�s my turn?�
Gwen blushed beet red and looked ready to bolt. But Robin quickly got up and went to her friend. Together, the two of them fled into Dawn�s bedroom.
I frowned, feeling bad for Gwen. And I glared at Kerri. �Nice,� I grumped.
Dayna snorted and rolled her eyes at me. �Your fault.�
I sighed and just waved my book. �Can I just study? Please? Or do I have to go back into my room?�
�Back to your room,� Kerri remarked, nibbling on one end of her pen while grinning at me. �But can I come with you?�
Brandi came to the rescue. My sister popped through the kitchen doorway and said, �Tease him later, girls. Let�s eat.�
* * *
I did have a girl in my bedroom that evening, but not for sex. Not this time, at least. After dinner, Gwen and I went back into my bedroom, and fully clothed I sat down on the bed while she sat on the daybed. �Ben, this time we really need to�talk.�
I nodded. �I�m sorry about before. Well, I�m sorry about yesterday, too. I...� I sighed. �I�m not really sure where my head is at right now. You managed to catch me at two really bad times.�
Gwen nodded. �Dawn told me about Adrienne and Paige. I�m sorry.�
I shook my head. �Doesn�t excuse what I did.�
Gwen exhaled slowly, bending her head down. She blinked rapidly before picking her head up and giving me an intense look. �I�d be lying if I said I didn�t enjoy it, though. I�d begun to wonder if I over-hyped that one time we fucked way back when. I spent all year thinking about those orgasms, Ben, imagining up situations where I could feel them again. I can�t help it, you�re ... you�re a machine.�
I raised my eyebrows.
�The way you just...�TOOK�me...� Gwen shivered visibly. �I tingle just thinking about it again.�
I bit my lower lip nervously, not sure where this conversation was going. Gwen just leaned back with her hands planted on the mattress behind her. She�d turned her head away, the mass of waves and dirty-blonde tresses spilling over her shoulder. And her eyes were unfocused as she lost herself to memory. And a little smile tugged at the corners of her lips.
The absolute LAST thing I needed right now was another girl getting attached to me when I didn�t have strong feelings for her. �Gwen...� I began slowly. �I don�t want you to get the wrong idea. What I did...�to�you ... was impulsive. I, uh, it...� I sighed. �It was just about sex. Nothing more.�
Gwen turned her face back to me and smirked. She gave me a funny, but amused look. �Don�t worry; I�m not falling in love with you or anything. You�re a fantastic lover, Ben. But I don�t have the slightest romantic intentions toward you.�
I exhaled and smiled in relief. But Gwen turned and put her face in her palm. �Still, you�ve ruined me, Ben.�
�What?�
She shook her head. �I can�t go back to Rick, now. He just can�t measure up. Not after you destroyed me two nights in a row.�
�Gwen, I�m sorry. I��
�Don�t worry about it,� Gwen waved. �I wanted it. I already knew I�d let you fuck me if you ever wanted to, Rick or not. You�re off the hook.�
�No, I�m not. You�re in a relationship and I just��
�I was breaking up with him anyways,� Gwen interrupted me and shook her head. �I�m not good with long-term relationships and six months has been long enough. I don�t love him. It was fun while it lasted, but we�re in a rut and I�m not interested enough to fight for it. I was already thinking of new horizons, and what you and I did just clinched it.� She shivered and looked right at me. �And I would fuck you again in a heartbeat. Or should I say, I�d let�you�fuck�me.�
I winced in worry. Even if Gwen wasn�t falling in love with me, I wasn�t looking for any sort of regular expectations, either. �Uh, well, those were two very unique situations. I, uh, I don�t really know how I would feel about��
�What?� she cut me off, smiling at me wryly. �I�m not fuckable unless you�re all emotionally messed up?�
�It�s not that. We got to being friends and��
�ReLAX,� Gwen held her hand up. �This is really why I thought we needed to talk. Look, I know that if you hadn�t been seriously messed up from Adrienne, and then Paige, you never would have slept with me. It�s cool.�
I arched an eyebrow in surprise.
�We�ll never be more than friends, Ben. And personally, I don�t think we�ll ever even be close friends. We just don�t mesh like that.�
I shrugged. Made sense.
�So I�m willing to accept things for what they were. You were distraught, you needed a fuck, and I was there. It�s good enough for me.� A sly smile crossed Gwen�s face.
My eyebrow arched again.
�And if you ever need me again?� Gwen�s smile turned into a predatory grin as she sat up straight and leaned forward, thrusting her cleavage forward. And her voice dropped to a seductive purr. �Don�t tell me. Don�t even say a word. Just...�take�me...�
My eyes popped open.
Her grin turned into a smirk. �But, uh, next time? Maybe not with twenty people outside in the living room. I�m a total slut for you, but exhibition�s not really my thing.�
And with that, Gwen got up off the daybed. She crossed over to me, leaning forward and taking hold of my head while I just stared in amazement into her light brown eyes, piercingly bright amidst the heavy eyeliner. She turned her head and planted a fierce kiss on me, delving her tongue around the inside of my mouth
But almost as fast as she started, Gwen pulled back and then almost tenderly kissed my cheek. �See ya around, stud.� She smiled again, flashing a row of pearly white teeth. And then she left.
My life was getting crazier and crazier.
WEDNESDAY, MAY 21, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
I�d gone to sleep early last night. Dealing with thoughts of Adrienne, my morning final, and Paige dumping me had exhausted me. Gwen�s reaction to my, ah, �taking� of her (twice) had been a momentary bright spot. But my pathetic attempts at studying for a Wednesday final wiped me out the rest of the way.
For the first time in a long time, I�d slept completely alone.
I didn�t sleep very well.
There was no warm body to snuggle up to. No firm breast to cup in my palm. No tight ass to grind my erection into. And several times in the middle of the night I awoke to find myself dry humping the mattress while face down and drooling. It wasn�t pretty.
I missed Adrienne. I missed her terribly. I loved her. I was IN love with her. And I wanted her back. I missed the smell of her hair as I spooned up behind her. I missed the warmth and feel of her body nestled in my arms. I missed the feeling of absolute contentment knowing that she loved me always and forever the way I loved her.
Only she didn�t anymore...
So I slept fitfully, tossing and turning and waking and zonking out repeatedly every so often. I�d never set my alarm. I wouldn�t have needed to. I woke up every half-hour as it was. And so I was a semi-conscious zombie when the door opened up and a blonde head poked inside.
�Hey, sleepyhead.� Dayna beamed at me as she entered in and closed the door behind her. The blonde bombshell was clad in a long pajama shirt that dropped like a cliff off her prodigious bosoms and fell down to mid-thigh. She happily moved to my bed and slid herself beneath the covers, scooting alongside and then pushing me over while she moved herself into the warm spot. �How�d you sleep?�
I winced. �Not well.� I still felt bone-tired, every muscle in my body tense and yet weak at the same time. And my head still hurt. Thoughts of Adrienne and Paige had been fluttering through my brain for the past few hours, preventing me from sleeping soundly. And yet I wasn�t awake to really process the random thoughts, either.
�Aww, you look terrible.� The beautiful babe frowned at me.
Thick-headed, I frowned at her and asked, �What are you doing here?�
�Getting you ready for your final,� Dayna giggled. She scooted right up next to my body, pressing her tits against me while her hand snaked down my side, over my hip, and began rubbing over the bulge in my shorts. �Brandi said you�d probably need a good flushing in order to focus.�
�Huh?�
I�d already been hard with morning wood. Dayna rubbed me lightly from outside before sliding her hand into my shorts and wrapping her fingers around my shaft. She hummed playfully as she began stroking my length, and then turned her crystal blue eyes up to my gaze. �Clear the pipes; clear the mind,� she intoned before giggling again. And then she physically rolled me onto my back, pulled the covers away, and yanked my shorts down to my knees.
�Just relax, Ben.� Dayna flashed me a brilliant smile as she moved her face over my erection, her hot breath tickling my sensitive cockhead. �I�ll want a good fucking before we�re done. But for now, let me do all the work.�
* * *
I opened my bedroom door and came to a dead stop in surprise. After the quickie with Dayna upon waking, my Wednesday had been fairly normal. I took my morning final. I met up with Dawn, Gwen, Robin, and Bert for lunch. And then I returned home to attempt studying without dwelling on the dual losses of Adrienne and Paige.
In that, I failed. It seemed that unless I was in the middle of a final that demanded all of my focus, or preoccupied by sexual pleasure with a beautiful girl, my thoughts constantly strayed to my romantic failures. I wondered how Adrienne was doing with her own finals and dealing with her own emotional demons after breaking up with me. Once again, I even briefly contemplated tracking her down before her Friday deadline to try and talk her into taking me back. I thought of Paige, and how she had deserved more from me. Maybe I couldn�t fake those kinds of feelings for her, but I could have treated her better. And perhaps selfishly, I hoped that either Brandi or Dayna was waiting for me in my bedroom to once again clear my head with blissful orgasms.
I hoped; but I wasn�t expecting. So it was still a surprise to find a hot girl in my bed. And I was even more surprised by who it was.
�Venez � moi, mon ami...� Monique purred, crooking a finger at me. The statuesque French babe reclined back against my pillows, clad in an eye-popping set of lingerie. Her curly bottle-blonde hair fell to her shoulders over a strapless red bustier that did much to lift and present her massive double-D tits for my viewing pleasure. Red garters and stockings covered her long legs, ending in fuck-me red heels. Humming, she slid two fingers into the matching lace panties, which were transparent enough to let me see the dark pubic hairs of her trimmed bush.
�Uh, Monique?� I arched an eyebrow in question while my eyeballs ogled her body. While the French babe had a completely different facial structure from Adrienne, her 5�10� height and stacked body were just similar enough to remind me of my lost lover. �What are you doing here?�
�Zhat should be obvious, no?� the older girl replied sweetly in her cute accent. She sat up and knelt on top of the mattress, hunching forward to push her cleavage out. �I have just finished a weary exam and I feel very stressed. You are very stressed. We can find ways to relax each other, I think.�
�Monique...� I began slowly, thinking that there had to be some reason why we weren�t supposed to do this. But all I could come up with was, �Does Brandi know you�re here?�
The beautiful, busty babe nodded. �Your sister and Dayna lifted zee ban on you.� I swore her accent was even thicker than usual. �You are now free game; I just got here before zee others.�
My eyebrows shot up at the notion that my two older roommates had previously declared me off-limits, but had now given their friends permission to seduce me. �Really?�
Monique nodded. �Besides, I think you know that we are already lovers. I wasn�t trying to hide my identity during Dayna�s party last semester. And after you fucked me so well zhen, I knew you would be exzactly what I need right now.�We�re�exzactly what we need right now. Nothing serious. Just some fun. Okay?�
I stepped to the bed, sighing with some relief. Fucking Monique wouldn�t make my problems with Adrienne or Paige go away; but it would keep me from having to dwell on them for a little while. And it would keep me from going crazy and running away to find Adrienne. So I started removing my shirt while Monique crawled forward, her hands going to my jeans.
�How much time do we have?� I asked, my eyebrows raised.
Monique grinned. �Until dinnertime. Zhen Tracy wants to spend the night.�
* * *
I sat up at the edge of the mattress, my heels perched on the bed frame while I held my head in my hands. Monique�s body had been a lush wonderland of pleasure, and she certainly knew how to use it. But just like the one and only time we�d previously fucked, she went dead limp beneath me, her head turning to the side and her eyes dropping closed.
So I�d pulled out of her and then covered her with the blanket, leaving the gorgeous French babe to sleep off her orgasm while I stared at the ceiling. Fucking her had been quite pleasantly diverting and my own ejaculation had done a satisfactory job of clearing my head. But after a while with no conscious girl to continue distracting me, thoughts of my broken relationships crept back into my head. And as the pressure built and built in my mind, I found that I just HAD to sit up and hold my head.
It was actually a relief when the knock sounded at the door. I called out, �Who is it?�
�It�s Dawn.�
Feeling an odd sense of d�j� vu, I furrowed my eyebrows and said, �Come in.�
Dawn still didn�t care that I was still buck naked. But her sharp eyes went to Monique�s lifeless body. My best friend arched an eyebrow at me and stated, �What�s this with girls passing out on you?�
I shrugged. �Don�t ask me.�
Dawn arched her eyebrow and then turned to leave. �Dinner will be ready soon,� she said. And just before she pulled the door shut behind her, she raised her eyebrows and said, �Just a warning: Paige is here.�
* * *
For a few seconds, I contemplated just dressing and walking out to talk to Paige. I was half-afraid of seeing her and half-afraid she would leave before I had a chance to talk to her. But the chivalrous part of me didn�t want to just abandon my lover, even if she was only temporary.
So I bent down and gently stirred Monique awake. She�d curled onto her side and as her eyes fluttered open, she instinctively tugged the blanket up to cover her big, naked breasts. �Hmm? Ben?� she asked in a daze.
�Yeah,� I nodded. �It�s almost dinnertime.�
�Oh, right.� Monique blinked as she remembered what we�d been doing earlier. She exhaled and remarked, �I�ve only passed out three times from sex. Two of them were with you.�
I smirked and stroked her cheek before she sat up, now unconcerned with her nudity as she hunted around for her clothes. I also got dressed and in the end, the statuesque beauty pulled me to her for a quick French kiss. �Mmm ... If you�re not too busy next year, we will have to do this again. I will find out if you can do that to me three times out of three. And besides, Dayna always bragged about how good it felt when you fucked her ass. I certainly am going to want to try that at least once.�
I smiled and patted her cheek. And then we exited the bedroom.
As now expected, the combined crews of both Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends, as well as mine and Dawn�s, were scattered around the living room. Dinner was salad and home-cooked spaghetti, both easily made in large vats for big groups.
Tracy McMillan, seated at the dining table, winked at me as I entered into the room. Only then did I remember Monique informing me that the graduating Senior had wanted to spend the night. But almost as soon as she winked, Tracy blushed and darted her eyes over to the petite redhead who was sitting with Dawn and Gwen on the couch.
Paige herself turned to look at me. Her cool blue eyes darted behind me to Monique, who still looked rather disheveled and in fact was heading over to the bathroom to fix herself up. And then my redheaded ex-girlfriend returned her gaze to me.
Not yet sure whether I was supposed to sit down and talk privately with Paige or just go about my business as if everything was normal, I first went into the kitchen to get myself some food. I came out with my plate and after a little non-verbal communication with Dawn, I did as I was told and went to the dining table to sit between Tracy and Brandi. I then spent the next half-hour chatting somewhat awkwardly with the people around the table while wolfing down my food. Fucking takes a lot of energy � at least the way I do it � and I definitely needed to recharge my batteries.
But after I bussed my plate, I returned back into the living room to find Paige heading for my bedroom. Just as she got to the doorway leaving the living room, the petite girl turned and gave me a pointed look, and I obediently went to follow her.
I found Paige sitting cross-legged on my bed. Her hair was in a functional ponytail, nothing cute or sexy, just efficient. She was wearing jeans and a casual top, an outfit I�d come to understand as non-sexual from the often flirtatious little pixie. As the academic year had progressed, she�d been wearing the Catholic schoolgirl outfits less and less, only bringing them out for the times she deliberately wanted to titillate me into bringing her home and fucking her senseless.
This, therefore, was not one of those times. Paige was in �adult-mode�, or at least as adult as a 5�2� 19-year-old-girl could be. And I cautiously went to sit on the daybed across from her. �Hey,� I ventured, just trying to break the ice.
�Hey.� Paige took a deep breath. As hard as it was to believe, she�d only dumped me yesterday afternoon, little more than 24 hours ago. Only a day before that, Adrienne had walked away from me. And the day before that was Adrienne�s and my ill-fated one-year anniversary. Not even four days were done yet, and it already felt like the longest week of my life.
�I�m sorry, Paige,� I began softly. I wasn�t entirely sure what I was apologizing for right now, but it seemed like the right thing to do.
Paige shook her head. �No, I�m sorry. This is all my fault. I knew how you felt about me. More to the point, I knew how you didn�t feel about me. And�I�needed to come back and apologize to you.�
I arched an eyebrow. After Paige�s tantrum yesterday, I wasn�t expecting a grown-up reaction from her so soon. �Really?�
She nodded. �I still want to be your friend, Ben.�
I was still surprised by her maturity. She�d been a sheltered, young girl who�d rather recklessly been throwing herself at me for the entire year. Thoughtfulness and maturity were not qualities I was expecting from her. �So you don�t hate me?�
Paige chuckled. �I could never hate you, Ben. I feel hurt that you don�t love me the way I want, but that�s my own fault. I never should have pressured you into a relationship.�
I sighed. �Then why did you?�
She smiled wanly. �A girl could have hopes, right? It all seemed so perfect: You were my rescuing White Knight. You�re the man who took my virginity. Wouldn�t it be great if you came to me for comfort after Adrienne left, and we fell in love and moved in together and got married and had a family and...� She sighed. �I think I blinded myself with thoughts of Happily Ever After. Isn�t that what happens in all the Disney movies?�
�Life is never that simple,� I groaned, shaking my head. �And if anyone knows �complicated�, it�s me.�
�I know. Life just seemed so much simpler in High School,� Paige sighed. And for a few moments, we both sat there, staring away and contemplating that last sentence. My life in High School had felt pretty damn complicated. Was College going to be even worse?
But I couldn�t ponder the future for very long; I still had too many things on my plate in the present. And wanting to get some closure on one of them, I moved beside Paige on the bed and reached out to hold her hand. �So what now, Red? What do you want from me?�
The cute girl looked almost bashfully up at me, squeezing my hand as she asked, �Can ... Do you think we can still be friends?�
�Of course.� I smiled warmly, reassuringly. �But are you sure that�s all you want?�
Paige sighed. �It�s definitely not all I want. I�m still in love with you. You�re my hero.�
I winced but Paige squeezed my hand tighter and moved her other hand on top of it. �But I know that�s not how you feel about me,� she said to our enjoined hands. �Not now at least.�
I tightened up at that last bit, and Paige looked up at me, grimacing. �I shouldn�t have said that second part.�
I shrugged. Was Paige just going to pretend to be my friend and secretly work to make me fall in love with her? I wouldn�t put it past her. After all, she�d managed to be pretty infatuated with me for the past year as it was.
�Really, I mean it: just friends,� Paige exhaled. �I need to learn to move on. I�m ... I�m not exactly used to this. I don�t have much experience with break-ups. Actually, I don�t have�any�experience with break-ups. I never had a boyfriend before. But I do know that I still like being with you and being around our, uh, �crew�, as you put it. Maybe it�s not right for us to be boyfriend/girlfriend, but I don�t want to ruin our friendship.�
Now she looked like a scared little girl. She�d never been in this situation before, and even if she had the maturity to recognize that she shouldn�t have pressured me into dating her, that didn�t mean she had the experience to deal with the fallout. So it was up to me to reassure her.
�That�s okay, Red,� I patted her hand. �We�ll make it work. We�re too good friends, and we�ve been too close, to let this get between us, right?�
She brightened for the first time. �Right.�
We looked into each other�s eyes for a few moments, recognizing the deep affection we had for one another. I DID love her, maybe not romantically, but it was still there. And after taking a few deep breaths, Paige managed to smile. So I leaned in and tenderly kissed her on the cheek.
She moaned softly and turned her nose into my cheek, inhaling my scent. And I heard a trace of her old lust in that moan. Tensing up, I slowly pulled back.
Paige was staring at me with those big, dark blue eyes, biting her lip nervously. She quivered slightly and sighed, �You still make me horny. I�m going to have to learn to deal with that.�
The image of my pixie bent over in her Catholic schoolgirl uniform came to me, her skirt flipped up to reveal a perfect, perky little ass. I breathed with fresh arousal and murmured, �Well you know me and the girls in this house. People don�t have to be in romantic relationships to have a little fun sometimes.�
Paige�s eyes brightened and she giggled. �Oh, yeah.� For a second, it looked like she was about to jump me.
But I held my hand up. �We shouldn�t just yet. You need to take some time to figure out your feelings for me, Red.�
Paige whimpered, but she exhaled and backed off, nodding. �You�re right. You�re right.� But then her eyes twinkled. �But there�s always next year.�
* * *
Getting some closure with Paige quieted the turmoil in my mind. Yeah, there was still lingering sexual tension between me and my petite, redheaded pixie, but that had been there from the beginning. And so I found myself able to get in some good quality studying...
... but not that much. I only had one more final left, and it was to be on Friday afternoon. That meant I had a free day tomorrow and besides, there was a beautiful and athletic girl who wanted to screw me silly all night long.
As a graduating Senior, Tracy McMillan had completed her last final this afternoon. The sandy blonde-haired babe had wasted little time distracting me away from my books and tempting me into my bedroom with little regard for the crowd of friends who were just outside in the living room.
�So Dayna told me you didn�t sleep very well last night,� Tracy hummed, her lips scant millimeters away from mine. I could feel the heat of her minty breath on my face.
I shook my head, playing along. �I�m not used to sleeping alone.� I mock-frowned as if deeply troubled by this fact.
�Aww, poor baby.� The well-built workout junkie ran her hands against my chest and started pushing me back toward my own bed. �Would you like me to keep you company tonight?�
I smiled. �But how will I ever keep you entertained?�
�Oh, I�m sure I�ll think of something,� Tracy giggled and then literally shoved me down and flat on my back before ripping her clothes off. She�d been wearing a black sports bra with a navy blue tank top over it, clinging quite tightly to her slender frame. Black workout pants were capri cut just below her knees and similarly showed off the slenderness of her legs. I knew that if she�d been wearing that outfit at the gym, quite a few male eyes would have been following her every move.
But right now, I was the only set of male eyes that got to look upon her. And soon there was much more to see. The tank top flew away and then the sports bra, exposing her very firm D-cups capped with the large pink nipples that had been poking through the lycra material all evening. And then she shoved her pants and thong panties to the ground before climbing right on top of me.
�Hey, stud,� Tracy grinned at me as she undid the scrunchy holding together her ponytail. The motion of her arms made her tits wobble quite enticingly.
�Hey, Tracy,� I smiled back. While not as flirty as Monique, throughout the entire year the athletically-toned Senior had made her lustful desire for me quite clear. As one of Dayna�s closest friends, I imagined she�d been one of the first to hear of my supposed prowess in the sack. And at Dayna�s blindfold party, she�d been the very first to come after me.
�You know, you don�t seem surprised at all by me coming onto you like this.� She posed just above me, turning herself left and right slowly to let me ogle all her glorious nakedness without anything interfering with my vision. �Did you recognize me somehow during that party?�
I nodded. �None of the other girls have a body quite like yours.�
The well-built girl smiled and blushed at the compliment. �During the party, Dayna said you seemed to have figured it out,� she shrugged, making her tits jiggle for a second.
I grinned. �You even came back for seconds.�
�That I did,� Tracy giggled. �So since you already know we�ve fucked like rabbits, we can skip all the dancing around. Are you ready to help me celebrate the end of my finals?� She flashed me twin rows of pearly white teeth while her hands worked at my jeans. And she leaned over to push her tits into my face.
I grinned and puckered up to suckle at a proffered breast. �That�s what I�m here for.�
�Hope you took your vitamins,� Tracy smiled at me. ��Cause I plan to celebrate all fucking night.�
THURSDAY, MAY 22, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
We didn�t quite make it through the entire night, but Tracy sure tried. We fucked three times before she fell asleep on top of my chest, my limp cock still embedded inside her. Then she woke me up sometime in the middle of the night for another go.
On Thursday morning, however, Tracy called it quits before we even started anything. She was in fantastic shape and she was used to full-body workouts, but her pussy wasn�t quite as used to the pounding and those muscles were feeling too sore for a morning encore. She settled for kissing me goodbye and then leaving me at 6am to head to the gym.
I slept in until 10am, thankful for the time of rest. Never mind the finals and the studying, between Gwen, Brandi, Paige, Dayna, Monique, and Tracy, I�d seemed to be fucking non-stop all week.
And the trend continued. Marian Liu was graduating as well, and she wanted one last quickie just before lunch. So I woke up at 10am to find my dick several inches into the throat of the 5�0� Chinese pixie. Once she realized I was awake, she mounted me, rode me until I gave her a good cream filling, and then pecked me happily before bouncing away without looking back. I never even saw her again for the rest of my life after she left Berkeley.
Dayna then told me at lunch that Angela Chan and Julie Carpenter would be passing on their encores, since they both had steady boyfriends. I wondered about Marian, since she also had a boyfriend, but Dayna said that had been Marian�s decision.
Still, there was one more girl left from my Blindfold-Party Six, and Kerri Trainor stopped by that afternoon to finish out the group. The hot, emerald-eyed redhead pulled a fantastic orgasm out of me while I gave her three before we took a break to eat. The sex was just the appetizer.
We had pizza for dinner again. By that point, I was absolutely ravenous and loaded my plate with five slices before flopping heavily onto the couch and dropping my head back while I began to almost vertically cram big triangles of fat, grease, and cheese down my throat.
Ryan whistled from right beside me. �A bit hungry, are we?�
Bert chuckled from the next couch. �He should be. He�s been getting more exercise this week than if he were training for a marathon.�
I mumbled around a mouthful of pepperoni and sausage. �I am.�
Robin rolled her eyes. �How many girls is that this week?�
I turned and grinned at her, swallowing before saying, �Why? You want to be next?�
Robin glared at me and looked away. �You�re such a slut, Ben.�
�Hey,� Gwen put in. �Are you letting girls claim �next�?�
�Nuh-uh.� Kerri walked behind the couch with her own plate and a Diet Coke in her hand, waggling a finger at Gwen with her Diet Coke hand. �I�m not done with him yet.�
But then the copper-haired babe paused and leaned over Gwen�s shoulder, seductively adding, �On the other hand, if you�re willing to play with�me, I might be convinced to share.�
Gwen turned to face Kerri and smiled thinly. �Pass.� It wasn�t a surprise; Gwen was straight hetero.
Kerri just stood up and smirked before turning back to her best friend. �What do you say, Julie? Come play with us?�
Julie dropped her elbow onto the dining table and planted her chin in her palm, brushing her long, dark hair behind one ear. �Don�t tempt me.�
�C�mon. Fair is fair.� Kerri�s eyes twinkled.
�I�d be willing to share,� Paige piped up from her spot at the dining table, giggling cutely.
�PAIGE,� I growled, turning around to give the petite redhead a stern look.
�Oh, poo.� Paige tossed off her usual comment of frustration, but there was a smile on her face and a twinkle in her eye. We were getting back to normal, and I couldn�t help but smile myself.
�Less talk,� Kerri nodded to me. �More eating. The clock is ticking.�
�We have all night.� I furrowed my eyebrows.
�And I want to squeeze every second I can get.� Kerri�s green eyes twinkled, and I promptly returned to inhaling pizza. A half-hour later, Kerri dragged me back into my bedroom, got us naked, and promptly inhaled my cock.
As it turned out, Kerri got someone to play with us after all. The lusty babe had gotten me hard and was stroking my renewed shaft with both hands when a [click] by the door got both our attentions, and we looked up to see that Julie had followed us in.
The pretty brunette with the wide mouth blushed before locking her gaze onto my throbbing, erect shaft, held up by Kerri�s pale white hand. The redhead looked at her best friend with a questioning expression, prompting Julie to sigh and say, �I can�t help it. I�ve GOT to fuck him just once more while I�ve got the chance.�
Kerri just smiled and waved her friend over, moving to undress Julie while the brunette simply knelt and inhaled my cock to the root, her wide lips circling the very base of my dick while shoving a good length of it right into her throat. And then the three of us fucked the night away.
It was wonderful. We screwed in every position and every combination two chicks and one dick could come up with, including one gymnastic position where Julie was hanging backwards off the edge of the bed, her legs wrapped around my waist while I fucked her pussy on top of the mattress, and with Kerri kneeling over Julie�s head on the floor to have the brunette eat her out.
Alone, Kerri was a hellion in the sack. Together with Julie, the pair of them were mind-blowing. And�I�nearly passed out from pleasure overload when I fired my final wad of cum into Kerri�s tight asshole while Julie was licking my balls. I came three times before we fell asleep, and once more around 2am.
After working through 5 out of the Blindfold-Six in the last 2 days, I should have been happy. But for some reason, just like the last time I nailed this group of Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends, it all felt a little ... soulless.
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�Mmm-WAH! See you next year, Big Ben!� Kerri licked her lips and giggled happily, rubbing her nose against mine before she jumped off the bed and turned to join Julie as the two girls headed out the door.
We�d found time for one last threesome in the morning, the two soon-to-be-Senior babes lying face-to-face on top of each other, kissing and caressing while I swapped back and forth from one pussy to the other, eventually pulling out and spraying down Julie�s ass with all the cum I�d built up overnight. Kerri was quick to lick my cream off her best friend�s buttcheeks, as eager as if it had been Jim Beam whiskey and chocolate sauce. And just like at our more �normal� parties, she moved up to share with her girlfriend in a tongue-filled kiss.
But now they were gone. And I was once again left alone with my thoughts.
Rubbing my eyes, I sat up in bed, only now realizing that the girls hadn�t closed the door on their way out. And presently, Dawn stepped into the doorway, crossing her arms beneath her breasts and leaning against the door frame. �You look content.�
I shrugged. �What can I say? Fucking makes me happy.�
My best friend smirked at me and shook her head wryly. She looked like she was about to say something, but Brandi showed up and leaned against the opposite side of the doorjamb.
My sister smiled and raised her eyebrows. �You�do�realize you�ve run out of our friends from the party.�
I grinned and then obviously ogled Dawn. �Well, not�all�of them.�
Dawn blushed, then rolled her eyes and chuckled. �Maybe if you�re really nice to me. But seriously, what are you going to do now? We�ve still got one more final left this afternoon.�
I shrugged. �Doesn�t matter.� I then looked significantly at Brandi, gratitude in my eyes. �They kept me distracted long enough to make it to today. Today Adrienne�s finally going to talk to me.�
My sister tipped her head in acknowledgment of my unspoken thanks. But Dawn furrowed her eyebrows and turned to glare at my sister. �Wait, is THAT what this was all about? Keeping Ben occupied?�
Brandi shrugged. �I take care of my little brother. He was a mess after Adrienne left him and we both know what works on him.� My sister arched an eyebrow at me. �Ejaculations are pretty head-clearing, aren�t they?�
I nodded and smiled. �Woulda failed every single final without them.� Then I sighed a little more forlornly. �Hell, I probably would have driven myself insane overthinking everything and hunted down Adrienne to plead with her to take me back.�
Brandi grinned and waved her hand at me in a �See?-Told-Ya-So� gesture. But Dawn didn�t look quite so amused.
�You ... You still want to get back together with Adrienne?� Dawn asked, looking horrified.
I didn�t understand her expression yet, so I just answered carefully, �Uh, yeah...� Dawn just kept gawking at me and I almost-nervously stammered, �She still hasn�t even explained to me why she broke up with me. I guess a part of me is still hoping we can go back to the way things were.�
�So ... all those girls,� Dawn began, furrowing her eyebrows, glaring at Brandi. �YOU set those up?�
Brandi shrugged. �Well, me and Dayna.�
Dawn blinked. �Ben didn�t go out and seduce them on his own or anything?�
Brandi frowned. �What? No. Ben would never mess with our friends without going through us first, and the girls would never have fucked Ben without our permission. Oh, they certainly�wanted�to, especially after Dayna�s party last December. But they never would have gone behind our backs.�
Dawn turned to me with confusion evident on her face. �But I thought you were just taking out your aggression and anger at Adrienne? Like with Gwen!�
I pinched my lips and shrugged. �I�m still not sure what happened with Gwen. My mind just sorta snapped those times.�
�But I thought you were just fucking around because you were free!� Dawn�s mouth was gaping open. �Adrienne dumped you. Paige realized you didn�t love her. So you were just going to go nuts, screwing everything in sight and enjoy your freedom, right?�
I frowned. For once, Dawn did NOT understand what was going through my mind. I shook my head and said, �The sex was a welcome distraction; but in the end, I�ll never feel for those girls what I felt with Adrienne. I�love�her, Dawn. I still love her. And I�d trade all of Brandi�s friends to get her back. I thought you�knew�that.�
Dawn was standing up straight now, looking at me angrily. I furrowed my eyebrows and blinked rapidly, not understanding at all. And then without another word, Dawn turned and stomped away.
�Dawn?� I first called in confusion. �DAWN?� I didn�t need our lifelong connection and understanding to figure out that my best friend was mad at me. And I was quickly out of bed.
�Whoa! Whoa!� Brandi held her hands up to stop me, and then pointed down at my crotch. Belatedly, I realized that I was still naked, having never re-dressed after Kerri and Julie had left me. I turned and scrambled for my dresser while my sister simply backed up and closed the door. �I�ll find her,� my sister promised.
Something had just gone terribly wrong.
* * *
Dawn was pretty easy to find; she hadn�t gone far.
Wearing jeans and a hastily-grabbed long-sleeved shirt, without even bothering to put on underwear, I emerged from my bedroom and frantically looked around. Brandi whistled to me and pointed toward the backyard.
I nodded in thanks and hustled out the back door, feeling the adrenaline rush of panic when I hit the deck and saw nothing but empty grass and the fences bordering us from the neighbors.
Someone sighed behind me and to my left. �I�m over here,� Dawn mumbled.
I whirled and saw Dawn sitting on the old couch we�d stashed back here, her knees pulled up to her chest with her heels on the edge of the seat and her arms wrapped around her legs. She looked up at me with a sickly expression and then hunched over, resting her chin on her knees. I quickly moved to sit beside her and put a hand on her shoulder. �Dawn. Talk to me.�
She exhaled and blinked, pushing out a bead of moisture from the corner of her eye that tumbled down her cheek. She pursed her lips and stared straight ahead, not answering just yet.
I tried to wait her out. I could see the gears turning in Dawn�s head and knew enough about her to know she just needed some time to process, the same way I did when I got into one of these moods. So I bit my lip and steeled myself to remain silent.
Still, it was really hard to just sit there and watch her. I rubbed her shoulder for a few seconds and then moved to embrace her, to wrap my arms around my best friend. I wanted to reassure her that everything would be alright with my very presence, the same way she had done for me so many times, including the night right after Adrienne walked away from me.
But Dawn would have none of it. The instant I started hugging her she brusquely pushed me away with her right arm. �Get away from me!� Her volume didn�t rise, but there was no mistaking the hateful tone in her voice.
�What?� I was more confused than ever.
�Can�t you tell? I�m still upset with you!� she spat.
�Upset? What? Why?� For the past few days, I never noticed any signs my best friend was upset with me. She�d been nothing but supportive and comforting in the aftermath of my breakup with Paige and my ... whatever ... with Adrienne. This weird mood of Dawn�s had only started when Brandi told her how she and Dayna had been setting me up for mutual booty calls with their friends. But that didn�t make any sense; Dawn had known full well what I was doing and she�d never before given any indications that my actions bothered her. �What�s wrong?�
�What�s wrong?� Dawn exhaled, looking even more upset that I didn�t already know.��What�s wrong?�
I recoiled away from her, afraid she was going to attack me. But she backed up and shook her head in disgust. �You�re still fucking in love with her! That�s what�s fucking wrong!�
�Huh?�
Dawn canted her head back, staring at the roof above our heads as she groaned in annoyed frustration. �I�m such an idiot. I knew it. But I didn�t realize. I�m�such�an idiot.�
�Dawn. What are you talking about?�
�You! You fucking ASSHOLE!�
�Dawn!� I jerked my head back at the vehemence in her tone.
�Adrienne! You�re still fucking in love with her! You still fucking want to get back together with her!�
I blinked.�Well, duh...�But saying that didn�t seem like a good idea right now. Instead, I took a deep breath and nodded. �Of course.�
�You don�t get it, do you?�
I�m a guy. When do guys EVER get it when a girl gets like this? But I tried. �Does it bother you that I want to be together with Adrienne?�
�YES!!!� she blurted and then immediately clammed up. �I mean, �no�,� she tried to say before sighing and dropping her feet off the bench, stomping them onto the patio hardwood. She planted her hands on her knees and hunched over, hanging her head down between her shoulders. I reached up to rub her arm again, but she slapped my hand away.
�Dawn...� I pleaded, wanting to hold her and scared she would slap me away again. �Talk to me.�
�You gave her a promise ring, Ben,� she said so quietly I almost didn�t hear her.
I blinked twice, not comprehending.
�Uh, yeah.�
�You gave her a�promise�ring.�
I shrugged.
She realized I wasn�t following and sighed, hanging her head down again. �What does that mean to you?�
I blinked. �It�s a promise. Like ... I dunno. An engagement ring is a promise to get married. A promise ring is a promise to ... to be committed, I guess.�
�Or a promise to get engaged someday?� Dawn raised her eyebrows.
I pinched my lips. �Well, yeah. I guess so.�
Dawn�s eyes dipped and she got a look of such unimaginable disappointment on her face. �Fuck you, Ben.�
�Wha�?�
�Fuck. You.� Her voice was biting, full of hate and anger.
I winced, not understanding anything more than that Dawn hated my very guts.
�A promise ring means an engagement ring. An engagement ring means you�re gonna get MARRIED. To�HER. Not�ME. Don�t you get it? You weren�t supposed to make some grand commitment to Adrienne!� Dawn practically yelled in my face. �You weren�t supposed to get that serious! You�re�supposed�to be MY Ben!�
�What?�
�MY Ben! Mine!� Dawn raged. �As in: NOT hers!�
�Dawn!� My sense of calm was already frazzled from her running away in the first place. Her shouting and her tone now made ME raise the volume.
�What about US?� she yelled again.
�What ABOUT us?� I yelled right back defensively. Sighing, I shook my head and furrowed my eyebrows. Then I thrust my hands at her. �There is no US! You�re my best friend! And you�re with Ryan!�
�I�m not gonna fucking marry Ryan!� Dawn yelled at me.
�So, what? If Adrienne dumps me, are you gonna break up with him now for me?� I snarled. �After all, you�did�say I could take you back when my relationship with Adrienne ended. Huh?�
�Fuck you!� [WHACK]
Pain blossomed in my left cheek and I rotated my head to the side with the impact. My eyes were wide open in shock that Dawn had actually slapped me, and I gingerly held my reddened skin.
�I am NOT your fucking fallback!� Dawn spat before she stood up and stomped back to the door.
I was still in shock at the slap and I just looked up, wild-eyed, at my best friend. She stopped at the door, her hand on the knob, and a shudder went through her entire body. Biting her lip, she turned her face to me, now strewn with tears that were pouring in rivers down her cheeks.
�I thought we were going to wait for each other, Ben,� she sighed dejectedly. �I was going to be your Dawn, forever. And I thought you would be mine. I guess I was wrong.�
She yanked open the door and went through.
* * *
�Forget it, Dayna. I�m not in the mood.� I waved the hot blonde away and hunched over my backpack, putting in my textbook. I wasn�t sure what good it would do me since this wasn�t an open-book final, but I packed it anyways and hoisted the bag over my shoulder.
�That�s kind of the point,� Dayna raised her eyebrows before glancing back at Brandi. She crossed her arms beneath her Double-D�s, lifting them partially out of her V-neck sweater. But even glorious breasts weren�t going to fix my mood.
I shook my head. �It�s not about distraction. And even if you did, I�m going to see Dawn in about ten minutes and I�m going to get all fucked up again.�
�What the hell happened to you two out there?� Dayna sighed. �Must�ve been some fight.�
�I don�t even�know�what happened out there,� I sighed. Then I stepped forward and pecked Dayna�s cheek. �Thanks for the offer, though. You�ve been absolutely incredible this whole year.�
�You too, stud,� Dayna winked flirtatiously.
I moved up and hugged my sister. �See you later.� And then I made the long trek up the hill to my last final.
As expected, Dawn was already there when I arrived.
As expected, my mood sunk even further when she wouldn�t look at me.
As expected, my brain started filling up with ruminations and wonderings about what the hell was going on and would I ever fix things with my best friend and why the hell was she so mad at me?
So as expected, I totally BOMBED the test.
* * *
When I walked back into the house after completely destroying my grade in that afternoon�s final, all I could think about was how Dawn had quickly gotten up from her seat and fled the auditorium before I could even talk to her. She hadn�t looked back at me. She�d merely hustled away as if I were just another stranger in the crowd, instead of the best friend she�d grown up with since infancy.
Where was she right now? When would she be coming home? Why did she�
�Hi, Ben.�
I came to a full and complete stop, my eyes going wide as I saw Adrienne stand up from the suitcase she was currently packing. Only then did I remember that this was FRIDAY. This was the day � and the time � she�d promised we�d talk about our relationship. And the weight of our potential discussion dropped onto my shoulders enough to make me straight collapse onto the daybed beside me.
You might not believe it, but I was so preoccupied with Dawn that I completely forgot about my other appointment. You know: the one I�d been anxiously awaiting all week ... And my mind raced as I struggled to switch gears from worrying about my relationship with Dawn to facing the potential end of my relationship with Adrienne.
�Ben, you okay?� Adrienne quickly came over, a concerned look on her face.
I just took a few deep breaths to calm myself before looking her in the eye and saying, �Sorry. I didn�t know I�d react like this.�
She pursed her lips and instinctively moved to touch me, but checked herself and brought her hand back. She took a deep breath of her own and then said, �I�ve missed you these past few days.�
�I�ve missed you, too,� I said quietly.
�Well, you�ve been keeping busy from what Dayna tells me.� Adrienne smirked.
I sighed and thought about all the girls I�d been with. �I told you before,� I began while staring her dead in the eyes. �I�d trade them all for you.�
Adrienne blinked and turned away, unable to look at me in the face of my obvious love for her. She looked guilty, and right then I knew this wasn�t going to go the way I might have wanted.
�I promised you we�d talk after Finals were over,� Adrienne began. �So now we can talk.�
I just nodded. Clearly, Adrienne had given this plenty of thought and she was sure to have a lot of things she wanted to say. I, on the other hand, was still caught with my metaphorical pants down and I would need the time to remember all the things I�d been thinking about all week, all the things I wanted to say to her. That was the plan: Let Adrienne talk. I�d get my bearings. And then we could rationally figure things out.
Adrienne said, �We need to break up.�
I let out a kind of strangled combination of a squeak and a choke. The odd sound erupted from my throat while I gulped and folded inward, feeling like I�d shrunk a few inches all at once. It wasn�t that I was totally unprepared for her declaration. After all, I�d been feeling somewhat �dumped� for days now, even if she hadn�t come out and said it yet.
But to hear Adrienne actually declare she no longer wanted to be my girlfriend cut through my heart with such rending pain that I couldn�t think of anything else but absolute panic. It was as if I�d been cruising along a powerful speedboat in the open ocean, seeing paradise in the distance not too far away, when suddenly my engines were cut out from under me. One moment, I was sure of my path and my future. The next, I was adrift without a lifeline, so close to happiness and yet now left with no idea how I would survive the next few moments.
�Ben, please.� Adrienne reached out and held my hands, sitting beside me on the daybed. �You have to understand.�
�But why?� I croaked.
�Because our relationship can�t go any further. You want what I can�t give you. We�ve gone as far as we can go.�
�But ... that doesn�t mean we have to stop and break up!� I whimpered. �Why can�t we just go back to the way things were?�
�Because people don�t go backwards. We�ve already gone forward, already tried the cross a line where I just can�t follow you.�
�What did I do?� I pleaded. �All I ever wanted was to love you.�
Adrienne shook her head. �You wanted more. You wanted more of me than I could give you.�
�How?�
She sighed and then inhaled deeply. �Remember expectations, Ben? That talk we had way in the beginning? I only had one thing I wanted from you. Just�one�thing.�
I sighed. ��Adrienne keeps her independence�,� I quoted.
Adrienne nodded.
�I let you have your independence,� I insisted. �I never told you where to go or where to be. You were never my beck and call. And when you wanted to pursue this relationship with Grace, I gave you every freedom.�
�You asked me to spend more time with you.�
�Was that so wrong? I only told you what I wanted. I never demanded it of you.�
�It felt like you were trying to tie me down.� Adrienne bit her lip. �That ... that�ring�was a leash.�
�I never wanted to tie you down, and I never meant for the ring to feel like a leash,� I pleaded. �It was just jewelry, just a present to show you how special you are to me on our anniversary. I said it when I gave it to you: It wasn�t an engagement ring. It was just a promise that I would always love you and that you would always be important to me.�
�But it�felt�like an engagement,� Adrienne moaned and turned her back to me, dropping my hands. And facing away, she said, �Ben, I knew you would want the wife and kids and all that jazz someday. I�m too young to settle down;�you�re�too young. And it was so far off in the future that I thought I would have time to really decide for myself. But when that ring slipped onto my finger, I just KNEW I couldn�t be your wife. I would have been happy to be your girlfriend for a few more years, and I will ALWAYS care about you. But ... I just can�t imagine right now being married and pregnant.�
I sighed. I should have known better. Adrienne always had a very defined boundary in her head of how committed she would let herself be. When I wanted a relationship, she wanted �nottogether�. If I pushed her to be closer, she pushed me away. This was no different. And with a single ring, I�d finally pushed her too far.
�What if I take back the ring and take back the pressure. I just want to be with you, Adrienne, as your boyfriend,� I said softly. �I�ll take back the feelings and desires to be anything more.�
She shook her head sadly. �Feelings don�t work like that.�
�Feelings don�t work like that�. Why did that phrase sound familiar? �Why not?� I asked.
Adrienne smiled wanly at me. �Because those feelings are in your heart. You want to settle down with me. You want to dream about picket fences and children with me. But I�m never going to give them to you.�
�Adrienne...�
She shook her head. �I can�t lose you, Ben. That�s why we have to break up. If we stay together, you�re just going to get more and more attached. And it�ll hurt even more when you realize I�m not the one you want to be with for the rest of your life. And then I�ll lose you.�
�Adrienne...�
�We�ve gone as far as we can go,� she said softly, touching my cheek. �I�ll love you forever and always, Ben. But we�ve come to the end of our road.�
She kissed my right cheek, wiped the tear rolling down hers, then stood up and walked out the door.
Dawn had walked away from me. Adrienne walked away from me.
I wanted to DIE.
* * *
Without my girlfriend or my best friend, I went to the one person I had left. When I knocked on the door, Brandi took one look at me and then waved me inside. I went straight to her bed and crawled on top of it, curling onto my side in a fetal position.
Brandi came over and sat down beside me, stroking my head. �You okay?�
I closed my eyes. �I�ll be okay.�
�I�m guessing things didn�t go very well with Adrienne.�
I took a deep breath. �I knew she was going to break up with me. I just had to know why.�
�Did she tell you?�
I nodded.
�Does it make sense?�
I sighed, and then nodded again. �Doesn�t mean I have to like it, though.�
Brandi sighed and ran her fingers through my hair. �You knew she didn�t want to settle down and have kids. Especially not at eighteen. But you�re young, and I�know�Adrienne still loves you. You know that, right?�
I sighed and nodded. �I know she does.�
�So it�s not completely over.�
�It�s�over,� I sighed. �She�s not my girlfriend anymore. I even lost Paige.�
�It�s not like you�ll have trouble finding another girlfriend,� Brandi snorted.
�What�s that supposed to mean?�
My big sister sighed. �Ben, ever since Megan, when have you�ever�had trouble finding a girlfriend? Look at you: you�re tall, handsome, have a great body, and you�re really intelligent. With every girl of yours I�ve talked to, they all rave about your attentiveness and sensitivity to their feelings. You�re an incredible listener, especially for a guy. You�re passionate and emotional and empathetic. And you don�t do a lot of those little things that piss girls off. When I send you into the pantry to find something, you never come back and whine, �I can�t�find�it.� You always put the toilet seat down and you wipe up the water around the sink. You kill spiders and you change the light bulbs. You stopped the toilet from leaking and you fixed the damn heater when it conked out. One minute, you�ll delicately fold Adrienne�s underwear, but the next minute you�ll bend her over and fuck her brains out. You�re the sweetest and most introspective guy I know, and yet you can be so ... manly ... when we want you to be. Ben, you�re the Brawny man and Mr. Clean at the same time. You�re the most perfect boyfriend imaginable, and the fact is, if I wasn�t your sister I�d be falling all over myself to be your girlfriend.�
My eyes were closed and I whimpered. Despite Brandi�s glowing words, all I could think about was the one girl I couldn�t have anymore. �You say I won�t have trouble finding another girlfriend, but all I want is Adrienne,� I whimpered.
My sister sighed. �Can�t do anything about that now, but look on the bright side; she loves you and she�s still your sister,� Brandi ruffled my hair. �Even if you�re not meant to be a couple forever, she won�t be gone from your life. You�ll have plenty of chances this summer to at least talk about it with her and figure out how your relationship is going to continue.�
I blinked a few times and thought about that. Even if Adrienne was breaking up with me, we wouldn�t actually be separating this coming summer. In fact, this may have even been�exactly�why Adrienne was breaking up with me, and when. She knew that if she did it now, she could still be a part of my family and a part of my life. SHE didn�t want to lose ME, which meant that I wouldn�t be losing her.
And those thoughts gave me hope.
Brandi then lay herself down beside me, spooning herself against my back and resting her head on top of my shoulder. She squeezed me in a warm hug and I reached around to hold her arm. �I�m here for you, bro.�
I took a long, deep breath, and let out a long sigh of relief. I felt better. And now that I felt a little better, I remembered everything else that was going on and patted Brandi�s arm. �I�m okay. You should go. I know you wanted to go prep for tonight�s party.�
�The party can wait. I�m here for you.�
�No, it�s alright,� I said quietly. �I just need somewhere to be alone. I wanted to let Adrienne finish packing.� Once again, Dayna and Brandi were staying for their summer internships and wouldn�t be moving out. But Dawn, Adrienne, and I were returning home. We�d leave most of our stuff in the Berkeley house, but we still needed to organize what we were bringing home and what we were boxing up for the three months we�d be gone. I�d finished most of my packing throughout the week, but Adrienne was just now getting started.
I patted Brandi�s arm a final time, then she kissed my shoulder and rolled away. I didn�t turn around, but I felt my sister get off the bed and walk out the door, closing it behind her.
And then I was left alone with my thoughts.
I loved Adrienne. I was sure of it. At least, my heart was sure. We�d been through so much together: from the temptress in High School to the broken girl who needed to trust me to my absolutely delightful girlfriend and sexual playmate.
Adrienne often asked me, �Am I the greatest girlfriend or what?� And truly, she was. No one could ask for a more beautiful partner. And while she definitely needed me to be her rock of safety and trust, she was never actually �needy�. She would be patient and kind and in most cases, avoided the stereotypical �girl-drama� that plagued so many other guys. She was affectionate and loving and perpetually horny. She made sure I was never sexually unsatisfied and even brought me a multitude of girls into our bed without jealousy.
But could we really be anything more? Time and again, I�d started talk of settling down and taking our relationship to the next level. We�d already done everything possible sexually, even shared the most harrowing emotional turmoils; so our next levels were those of codependency and a shared life.
But time and again, Adrienne had expressed a hesitance to settle down. She was young, she was hot, and she greatly valued her independence. She wanted to do her own thing, and when she imagined herself at thirty, she imagined herself single and without kids. Heck, when she imagined herself at fifty, she was still single and without kids. This hadn�t been some big secret. She�d made her intentions clear. But I�d blinded myself to the hope that I could someday change her.
I�d created expectations she couldn�t fulfill.
I thought, then, of Paige; how�she�d�hoped I could change. I�d told her way in the beginning that I wasn�t going to fall in love with her, that she shouldn�t expect me to develop those kinds of feelings. Paige had let herself expect things beyond what I could give her, and she�d been left disappointed when those expectations didn�t come true. I�d warned her, but the disappointment was there nonetheless.
Adrienne had warned me, but the disappointment was there just the same.
Adrienne once told me that relationships fail only two ways: One, someone loses interest in the relationship and wants to move on to someone else. Two, someone doesn�t live up to the other�s expectations.
You could argue that Adrienne was more interested in spending time with Grace than with me, but that first way wasn�t the primary reason our relationship had failed. If nothing else, I didn�t think Adrienne wanted to move on away from me.
No, the problem was that she couldn�t live up to MY expectations, and she knew it. She�d asked me not to form those expectations in the first place; but I�d formed them anyways. I couldn�t help it. Marriage and family were things I wanted for myself someday. It wasn�t necessarily Adrienne�s fault. Ultimately, we were just incompatible. We wanted different things in our futures.
So Adrienne was right. We�d gone as far as we could. We�d come to the end of our road. And trying to keep things patched up any longer, knowing we didn�t have a future together, would only make things worse when the time came.
Now, we had to redefine our relationship as friends � and technically, as family. We could make it work. We wouldn�t lose each other.
And so, I understood why we had to break up...
... Didn�t mean I had to like it.
I just closed my eyes and felt fresh moisture running down my cheeks. And I mourned the end of our romance.
* * *
I had just about pulled myself together when a knock sounded at the door. Wiping my eyes, I got up and went to it, half-expecting to see Matt Kanemura looking for Brandi. But instead, Adrienne stood before me with a slightly nervous expression on her face. �Hi, Ben.�
�Hey,� I said hesitantly. Then I took a deep breath and collected myself, wiping the last tears from my red-rimmed eyes.
�You look terrible,� she said apologetically.
I paused to look her over: Poised, upright, and still stunningly gorgeous, even just in jeans and a casual polo top. I returned my gaze to her beautiful face and replied, �You look great.�
She blushed and glanced down. �Well, I�ve had a lot more time to get used to the idea.�
�You could have told me on Tuesday.� I pinched my lips together.
Adrienne exhaled. �I didn�t want to hit you with that until your Finals were over.�
I shrugged. �Might have actually been better than the unknown.�
�If so, I�m sorry,� Adrienne sighed. �Maybe�I�needed the time to get used to the idea.�
A noise sounded off downstairs. Someone was moving furniture in preparation for tonight�s party, and at the sound I pointed and gestured with my head. �Let�s go to our room, okay?� It felt weird calling it �our� room when Adrienne hadn�t slept there all week.
She nodded and turned to lead the way. We waved to Dayna, Brandi, Kevin, and Matt, who were all doing party prep. I looked at Brandi and said, �I�ll just be a few minutes. Then I�ll come out and help.�
Dayna took one look at me and said, �Take your time. We�ll be fine without you.�
I nodded and followed Adrienne into our bedroom, closing the door behind me. Adrienne went straight to the bed and sat down, patting the spot next to her. After a moment�s hesitation, I sat down, but kept a good foot of space between us. �So how is this gonna work?� I asked. �We still live together. Hell, technically you�re like my sister. And I don�t want things to be awkward between us for the entire summer.�
Adrienne looked away from me and took a deep breath. She visibly steeled herself and then turned back to me with a fresh purpose in her eyes. �That�s one of the other reasons I wanted to wait, Ben. I talked to my lawyers this morning and they�ve just about completed the execution of my parents� estate. The lawsuit filed against the cab company has been settled and I�ve got some assets ��millions, actually. I�m eighteen now, almost nineteen, and I think it�s best that I move out on my own.�
I blinked rapidly and my eyes opened wide. �What?� I�d gotten my hopes up, again, on the idea that Adrienne and I wouldn�t really be separating. She was family now.
�Ben, I loved being a part of your family. I especially loved the warmth of your parents and your sisters. But we both know I�m not really one of you.�
�Of course you are,� I insisted. �Yeah, so you don�t look much like us. But you can�t undo the past year. You�ve lived with us. You went to summer camp with us. We�re family.�
�Not really. And I don�t belong with you anymore.�
�Of course you do!� I thought back over all of Adrienne�s drama last year. �You ... you NEED us!�
She pinched her lips and looked down while shrugging. �I lived on my own for most of my life. It�s nothing new.�
�And you were�miserable�on your own,� I argued. �Remember all those Wednesday dinners? Breaking up with me, I get; but you need this family more than you need me.�
�I�have�to move out,� she insisted.
�Wait, wait, no.� I shook my head. �This is ridiculous. A week ago you were still calling our parents �Mom� and �Dad�. Brooke, and especially the twins, look up to you as their big sister. You can�t just abandon them.�
Adrienne smiled wanly. �I�ll still be around. It�s still my hometown and all my old friends are there. And I couldn�t stay away from your sisters if I tried. But I can at least give you your bedroom back and things will be less awkward between us if we�re not living together anymore. If we�re not dating anymore, I shouldn�t intrude. It�s time.�
�Adrienne, no!� I protested. Breaking up was one thing, but she�d become such an integral part of my everyday existence that I couldn�t imagine not having her around anymore. Even if she wasn�t my girlfriend anymore, I�d assumed I wouldn�t lose her as my sister. I�couldn�t�be losing her.
Adrienne looked at me sadly. �This is the way it has to be.�
* * *
�Salud!!!� I yelled and then downed the shot of tequila. Quickly, I then grabbed up a lime wedge, sucking on it to numb the horrible aftertaste. Dayna hooted beside me before sucking on her own wedge. Next to her, Bert was starting to look pretty green around the gills by now.
I was pretty drunk already. I�d likely consumed more alcohol at one party than ever before in my life. But I had to keep going.
I HAD to keep going.
Adrienne had left before the party got started. At the time, I�d let her go still harboring a sense of hope. After all, she�d return in the morning so we could drive home, and I�d have at least six hours alone with her and nothing to do but talk. Beyond that, she would HAVE to live with us for a few days until she worked out other arrangements. Plus, she�d still have to explain to our parents that she was going to move out, and I still had confidence that they could talk her out of it.
But the longer she was gone � and the more I drank � the more dark thoughts entered my head. More talking wouldn�t change Adrienne�s reasons for breaking up with me. And if she was still breaking up with me, then she was still moving out of my life. And that sense of hope began to fade away.
Making things worse was Dawn. She wasn�t actively doing anything to make me miserable, she merely avoided me. For the entire duration of this party, she�d hung out with her friends and generally had a good time ... as long as she was a good twenty feet away from me. She didn�t approach, and she sent me enough signals to know I would only make things worse if I tried to talk to her now.
On the same day, I�d lost my girlfriend and my best friend.
I needed another drink.
Drinking made me feel happy. So I grabbed the next shot off the table and yelled, �Sant�!� Then I pounded that one, too.
Dayna was about three seconds behind me. �Sant�!� she repeated. She pounded her shot, then grimaced and bit into a lime wedge.
Bert groaned, but dutifully slurped down his shot and grunted, �Sant�.�
Monique was across the room, but she heard us and yelled, �Sant�!� in response as well. It WAS a French term. At least, I thought it was.
No matter. I was already gesturing for Matt to pour me another one. �C�mon. I got a dozen more ways of saying �cheers�.�
But Matt put his hand over my shot glass, covering the opening. I darted my eyes up to his � a little too fast because I momentarily got dizzy and stumbled. And then I complained, �C�mon, man!�
�How many is that, Ben? In total.� Matt asked, searching my eyes.
�What? You think I can count in this state?� I grinned goofily, wobbling unsteadily on my own two feet.
�I think that�s enough.� Matt patted my shoulder while I turned from giddily happy to morosely upset in a heartbeat. I actually started growling at the guy as I reached for the bottle.
Matt just held it away and gave me a stern look.
�Oh, give him a break, Mattie,� Dayna chortled quite drunkenly. �I wanna see how many more languages he can say �cheers� in. What is that, four already?�
�Nuh-uh.� A new body swooped in, Kevin Weiss wrapping his arm around Dayna and pulling her off to the side. �Slow down babe or you won�t be any use to me later.�
�Ffpt.� Dayna blew a raspberry at her boy-toy. �I can fuck you under the table no matter how drunk I get.�
�Dizzy-drunk, maybe.�Unconscious-drunk: you don�t do so well, babe.� Kevin shook his head, pulling her toward the middle of the room where about ten people were dancing.
I just waved my empty shot glass rather pitifully in Matt�s direction, but he was looking over my shoulder. Dawn was standing just behind me, looking sad and concerned at the same time. It was the first time all night she had approached me.
�Hey, Ben. You really need to slow down,� my best friend said gently.
I literally took one look at Dawn�s sweet face and broke down crying. With one look, I thought of all the mistakes I�d made in my life, and most importantly the ones that led to me and my soulmate no longer being together.
If I�d just done things differently, I would be with her. If I�d just done things differently, I would have�always�been with her. Wasn�t that the way it was supposed to be?
�Ohmigod!� Dawn gasped as I toppled forward right at her. Fortunately for both her and me, Ryan had lightning-fast reflexes as he jumped in and caught me before I landed on anybody.
My vision was a blurry haze, whether from the room-spinning or moisture in my eyes I�m not sure. Probably both. In any case, I didn�t need to see as I felt Ryan�s shoulder dip beneath my armpit as he stood me up. And at Dawn�s direction, the big guy started hopping me toward my bedroom.
�Is he okay?� Tracy McMillan was beside me, hooking beneath my other armpit. Damn the girl was strong.
�Drank WAY too much WAY too fast, I think,� Dawn sighed.
�Ben? You okay?� Kerri Trainor was in front of me, her coppery hair standing out against the background.
And last but not least was the little-girl voice. �Ben? Are you alright?�
In front of Paige, I felt a driving�need�to appear strong and responsible. So looking blearily at her (well, the middle one of the three of her), I mustered up enough energy to say, �I�m fine, Red.� And then wincing in even further mental anguish over how my relationship with Paige had ended, I simply surrendered and let Ryan and Tracy carry me into my bedroom.
Once on the bed, I felt a brief flutter of happiness surge through me as I felt and saw Dawn climb onto the bed with me. This was the Dawn I remembered: ever-loving, ever-faithful. No matter what else was going on in our lives, she was my very best friend. Just like before, after Adrienne had first walked away from me, I knew Dawn would pull my head into her lap and stroke my hair until the dark thoughts quieted down in my mind.
But then I felt the tender kiss of her lips against my forehead. And afterwards, nothing. Dawn had gotten off the bed. A few seconds later, the door closed.
I was alone.
* * *
I am a sexual creature.
Once I realized that I was well and truly alone, some part of my brain simply shut off. It was the part of my mind that dealt with love, emotion, and affection. That part of me simply couldn�t handle it anymore. Paige was gone. Adrienne was gone. Dawn was gone.
I was alone.
And I am a sexual creature.
I�d been momentarily dizzied by seeing Dawn again after she�d avoided me all afternoon. The part of me that cared had shut down, and the dizziness had faded away with it. I still felt the clouding, sluggish effects of alcohol in my muscles, but at least I could see straight again.
I hadn�t understood it the last time this had happened to me. I hadn�t realized just how angry and cold I felt when I�d gone into my robot mode. But now I recognized it. Some of the people I loved the most had abandoned me. That upset me. That pissed me off. What had I done wrong? What had I done to deserve this? All I ever wanted was to be the best Ben I could be. I loved without restraint. And I followed my heart.
And got my heart broken in the process. I was angry. At who, I wasn�t sure. But I was angry. And the flush of adrenaline coursing through my veins washed away most of the sluggishness I�d been feeling.
Like a robot, I got off the bed and mechanically strode over to the door. Opening it, I let the sounds of partying and thudding music fade into the background as I scanned the room for a good target. Any of them would do. So who would it be? Should I grab Monique, bury my face in her big tits, and drown my sorrows in the lush pleasure of her body? Or maybe I should drag Paige into my bedroom and reintroduce her tight asshole to my big, thick, throbbing dick. Heck, maybe I should just grab a random stranger; perhaps one of Brandi�s and Dayna�s other friends I had yet to have the pleasure of sampling. Ashley was�very�cute. And Erica had some serious�bootay. Fuck, maybe I should even just grab Brandi and show her boyfriend how my sister REALLY loved to be fucked.
But then I saw HER. And it all just made sense.
The pretty blonde was dancing with some guy. Her long,�long�hair was a thick mass of curls and waves, interspersed with dark strands. Her dark eyeliner made her look alluringly sexy, accentuating the angles of her face. And her lips were pursed in such a way that I couldn�t help but imagine them wrapped around my dick.
I gave her no warning. She wouldn�t have wanted one. After all, she�d told me not to say a word. She�d told me just to TAKE her.
So I did.
�Eeep!� Gwen squeaked as I grabbed her arm and hustled back into my bedroom so fast she barely even had time to breathe. I slammed and locked the door before propelling the dirty-blonde babe over to my bed. With a simple push, she flopped onto her back with her legs up in the air, her thong panties on full display as the hem of her party dress flew up to her waist.
I wasted no time. With a sharp tug, the thong broke and ripped away from her crotch, leaving her neatly trimmed pussy naked in front of me. And my tongue was embedded in her channel before she even had time to squeak again.
Shouts and the sounds of a doorknob being twisted were accompanied by banging on the door. I casually ignored them as I reached up with both hands to spread Gwen�s legs to the side while digging my tongue deeper into her snatch. A few seconds later, I moved higher and sucked her protruding clit into my mouth.
One ... two ... three ... Touchdown.
Every girl is different, but Gwen�s buttons had always been a little more obvious than most to me. She was just a puppet in my hands. Maybe it was because her G-spot was easily accessible to both my fingers and cock, depending on which I had buried in her at the time. Maybe it was because the distance from her clit to her asshole was identically the distance of proper extension from my thumb to my middle finger, so that I could rub her clit with my thumb and pop my middle finger through her anus to JUST the right depth for her surprise and pleasure.
In any case: One, my thumb hit her clit. Two, my finger popped into her ass. And three, my left hand tickled just beneath the eighth rib on the right side of her torso. To most people, such a tickle wouldn�t do a damn thing. To Gwen, the light sensation was�exactly�where and�exactly�what she needed to light up in a screaming orgasm.
�Oh, FUUUUCK!!!�
Touchdown.
Gwen was shrieking her climax not ten seconds after I�d brought her into the room. Her whole body jerked and she bucked her ass off the bed, pushing her crotch into my face. I let my neck relax against the pressure and then stood up, dropping my jeans to the floor and taking aim at her wet opening.
Three seconds later, she screamed, �OH GOD! FUCK ME!!!� By then, my dick was fully embedded into her cunt.
�FUCK ME!!!� she screamed again. The banging on the door behind me stopped. �FUCK ME!� she repeated.
So I did.
Pounding her poor body with machine-like precision, I pulled Gwen�s legs around my waist and held them tight against my torso while I rhythmically lunged my way in and out of her body, my dick very nearly coming out of her with every backstroke. She felt the hammering force with every thrust, knocking the air from her lungs. But her hands scrabbled at my arms to hold me tighter and pull me into her body for the next one.
�Fuck me, Ben...� Gwen crooned. �Fuck the shit out of me!� And within four minutes I had her screaming with her second orgasm.
�Oh, FUUUUCKKK!!!�
I stopped then, to readjust the both of us. After pulling her dress over her head and stripping myself naked, I re-mounted the fully-aroused blonde and crushed her beneath my body. I gyrated my hips in a circular motion while gripping her hands tightly in mine while hooking her legs with my ankles. She squeaked and moaned quite satisfactorily before biting her teeth down on my shoulder and breaking into tears as a tremendous wave of pleasure rolled through her entire body, her third climax coming while I fucked her with a full-body humping motion.
After that, I clamped her legs together to tighten up her tunnel and rutted animalistically until I spent my load deep inside her body. Our initial lustful cravings thus satisfied, we collapsed together in a heap of naked flesh. And we panted to recover the oxygen we�d neglected while taking our pleasure from each other.
But we weren�t done yet. Drunk on hard alcohol and physical ecstasy, Gwen then greedily turned me over and slurped my dick into her mouth. I played with her hoop earrings and caressed her face while watching those pouty lips wrap around my cock and move up and down the shaft with her sucking motions.
It didn�t take long for me to re-harden. And then I was pulling her body on top of mine, crushing her lips with my own while we attacked each other�s mouth. So with her hips tightly gripped in my hands, I guided her steaming pussy down onto my upright shaft. Once seated, I raised my hands to form new grips on her jiggly tits.
And we started up again.
* * *
�Oh, God. Not again,� Gwen whimpered. That was all she had time to say before I clamped my left hand over mouth and nostrils, suffocating her briefly while I rammed my cock in and out of her cunt at a rapid pace while pushing the thumb of my right hand into her clenched asshole. The slutty dirty-blonde was bent face-down on all fours, her arms and legs beginning to wobble. And as her body consumed more oxygen without being able to breathe more in, I felt her weakening beneath me.
I was going to make her pass out again. And as she realized what I was about to do to her, she panicked and tried to jerk away from me. But with my thumb anchored in her ass, I gripped her buttcheek with my right hand and pressed her against my crotch to hold her in place while I used my heavier weight to pin her to the bed beneath me, still thrusting with my hips to rub the head of my cock against her G-spot.
�Nnnnghhh...� Gwen�s neck went limp as she groaned in mixed terror and pleasure. Deprived of oxygen and overstimulated by my cock in her cunt and my finger up her butt, Gwen�s body involuntarily exploded.
�MMPH!!!��Her whole body jerked violently to the left, collapsing that arm. And as she began tumbling downward, with my hand still covering her nose and mouth, I yanked her back and slammed my hips to press her entire body flat and flush against the mattress. And I held her there, unable to move or breathe while the orgasm literally sent her into a seizure.
After about fifteen seconds of constantly vibrating, Gwen�s neck went slack and I pulled back from her, yanking my cock out as I rolled back on my heels. And like a puppet suddenly deprived of its manipulating hands, she became a limp, boneless pile of empty flesh. Her limbs were splayed out at random, with her legs spread to the sides. Copious amounts of honey squirted erratically out of her pussy to be mirrored by the drool dribbling out of her mouth.
But I wasn�t done just yet.
My erection throbbed greedily as I reached into the drawer of my nightstand and then pulled out a familiar tube of KY jelly. I took the time to coat my member with plenty of lube before looming over Gwen�s unconscious body and pushing two lubricated fingers into her anus. Slowly and deliberately, I prepared the way. And then I moved myself into position.
Gwen started to wake up as my thick mushroom head pressed against her sphincter. Still limp and unconscious in the aftermath of such a powerful orgasm, her body was at full-relaxation and accepted my cock rather easily. I had the head and the first two inches inside her chute before she stirred awake and suddenly clamped down with her anal muscles. �Oh, fuck!� she whimpered, feeling the intrusion. �What are you�?�
�Shhh...� I soothed.
�Ben...� Gwen groaned as she bunched up the sheets in her hands. �Ben, no. I�ve never...�
I came to a dead stop at the word �no�. Even though I�d never personally sodomized the slutty blonde, I was surprised to find out she was an anal virgin. She certainly enjoyed my fingers there often enough. But despite my conscience preventing me from pushing further, my robotic mentality and sheer lust couldn�t let me back out. Not today. Not tonight.
�You can take it,� I encouraged.
�Ben, I don�t think� Ahhh!� Her complaint turned to a hiss as I shifted my weight and moved another two inches into her colon. Gwen gripped the sheets tighter and exhaled, panting shallowly. �Oh FUCK you�re so BIG!�
�You can take it...� I husked and pushed in another two inches, reaching my hands up to massage her neck and shoulder muscles at the same time.
�Fuckkkkk,� Gwen put her forehead down on the mattress, her teeth clenched as she breathed shallowly. And then at last, I felt her anal muscles relaxing as she released the tension throughout her entire body. Even her fingers stretched out and went limp. �Oh gawd ... Fuck my ass, Ben,� she said quietly.
I pushed the rest of my cock inside her, pushing my pelvic bone tight against her buttcheeks. She arched her spine when she felt me hit full penetration, lifting her head up briefly. But then she set her cheek back down on the mattress and surrendered to the sensations.
It didn�t take that long.
I was too primed from fucking her and Gwen was too overwhelmed from the entire session. I can only imagine what state her mind was in after being fucked to so many mind-blowing orgasms and passing out from her most recent one. She lay beneath me, humping her ass back to meet my every thrust while reaching down with one hand to play with her own clit. I kept my hands on her shoulders, alternately using them to prop myself up and rubbing her muscles at the same time while I rhythmically pounded myself in and out of her heretofore unused backdoor.
�Fuck my assss...� Gwen whimpered, her voice muffled against the mattress. A wet spot was spreading across the sheets, both from her drool and a few tears rolling out of her eyes as she both winced against the pain and moaned from the pleasure. �Fuck my assss...�
I held on just long enough. Gwen�s eyes were already pinched tightly closed when she suddenly grimaced as if in unimaginable pain. Her spine arched, her body tensed, and she stopped breathing altogether. Fifteen seconds passed before she suddenly dropped her face back down onto the bed and exhaled powerfully, a keening moan welling up from deep in her throat as she jerked violently and came.��NNNGH!�
�Nngh!� I grunted in response as my weight fell down against her buttcheeks, burying my cock to the root within her anal chute. I then let the floodgates open, pouring out my built-up load, hosing down her rectal walls with my thick, creamy spunk. Over and over I fired, my ab muscles tensing with every splattering shot. And her sphincter clenched and unclenched rhythmically, milking more and more out of my dick.
When we were both finally done, I rolled off her and flat onto my back, gasping for air. Like always, I left Gwen a puddle of orgasmic goo beside me where she�d turned onto her side, curled in a fetal position and comatose while sperm leaked in obvious white trails from both of her used and abused holes.
My mind was now a complete blank. I thought of absolutely nothing, such a blissful sensation after a full week�s worth of agonizing self-reflection.
And for a brief moment, I found peace.

Chapter 9: Brothers and Sisters

MAY 2003, SUMMER BREAK
I stirred awake when a beam of sunlight, coming through the crack in my curtains, drifted directly across my face. Grimacing against the unwanted illumination, I simply rolled back into the shadows and slept for another few minutes.
Unfortunately, that first attempt by my body to wake stirred my consciousness enough to become aware of the�extremely�painful splitting headache that throbbed against my skull. And eventually, after those few minutes drifting between sleep and wakefulness, the pain won out and I sat up in bed. I held my temples with both hands, hunched over and wincing. And I desperately prayed that someone ... anyone ... would stop ringing that damn oversized bell.
Sometime later, the ringing in my head faded to a dull roar, and I was able to pry my crusted eyelids open. I turned sideways to kick my legs over the edge of the bed, resting my heels on the bedframe.
I�m not sure how long I stayed there, perched at the edge of my mattress, wishing I could somehow go back to sleep. My mouth was parched and I was desperate for a drink of water; but I was still too tired to muster up enough energy to go get it.
Eventually, I managed to stagger to my feet and tottered over to the door, wincing with every single step. I�d had some hangovers in my life; but never anything this bad.
The hallway was filled with WAY too much light. I actually had to stop and shield my eyes against the glow when I opened my door. But feeling my bladder screaming at me, I forced myself to squint and stagger forward, heading for the bathroom.
�It�s alive!� Dayna laughed from the living room as I came into view. My eyes were still barely cracked open and I grimaced as I turned to look at her. Brandi sat up from her spot on the couch and turned to look at me as well. But I was already continuing on to the bathroom.
A few minutes later, feeling somewhat relieved after emptying my bladder and splashing some water on my face, I staggered back out en route to my bedroom. My older sister met me in the hallway.
�Here.� Brandi handed me a tall glass of orange juice. Gratefully, I took it and downed the entire contents in one long pull.
Then, smacking my lips and gasping for air, I handed it back. �What time is it?� I asked groggily.
�Just after 11am,� Brandi answered. �What time did Adrienne say she was coming back?�
I scowled, the act of searching through my brain physically painful. �Noon. Said we�d pack up and go then.�
Brandi nodded. �You should eat something first. Go get dressed and I�ll fix you a plate.�
I winced and started to turn away, but the search through my memory also pieced together some of the things that had happened last night. I stopped and touched Brandi�s arm before she left. �Uh, did you see Gwen?�
Brandi sighed and nodded. �She left a couple of hours ago. You were still dead to the world.�
I sighed. �I should call her.�
Brandi shook her head. �She doesn�t want you to.�
I paused and frowned. �Huh?�
Brandi sighed, looking away. �You shouldn�t have done that last night, Ben. I know you were upset, but you shouldn�t have just dragged her into your bedroom. Not right in front of Rick.�
My eyes popped open. �Huh?� I�d grabbed Gwen in front of her�boyfriend?
My sister arched her eyebrow. �You didn�t know? She was dancing with Rick when you came up and just...�took�her. He was banging on the door for a while. The guy was pretty upset. Started interrogating the rest of us about whether we knew about you two and how long it�d been going on.�
Ah, hell.�I winced, feeling a wave of guilt sinking down around me. I�d slept with girls who had boyfriends before, dating back to Tara Abbott in High School and even just recently with Julie Carpenter. But I�d never done it right in front of the guy.
Brandi just shook her head disapprovingly of me. �Someday one of these indiscretions is gonna bite you in the ass, Ben.�
I closed my eyes and nodded, holding the bridge of my nose. I knew firsthand how cheating could fuck up a relationship; and I wasn�t exactly proud of being the �other man�. All of the crimes had been committed while I was in a weird place mentally, and I�d never pressured a girl, but those reasons didn�t make it right.
�So, Gwen said she had to talk to Rick,� Brandi continued. �She was breaking up with him anyways, and she�d already told him she wanted to see other people. But last night complicated things. She said she�d call you after everything died down.�
I nodded. And then I glanced sidelong at the other bedroom door connected to the hallway. �Have you seen Dawn?�
Brandi sighed and bit her lip nervously. A feeling of dread settled over me while my sister glanced away and remained silent for a few long seconds. But eventually she collected herself and answered, �She went out with Ryan this morning. Dayna and I are driving her back home for dinner and we�re going to spend the weekend with the Evanses.�
I stayed quiet and waited, knowing there was more. Brandi wouldn�t have gotten nervous over just that.
My sister took a deep breath, blinking slowly and then fixing me with an apologetic expression. �I�m sorry, Ben. But we�re supposed to call her after you�re gone. Dawn said she doesn�t want to see you before you leave.�
Good God, could it get any worse? Adrienne, Paige, Gwen, and now Dawn ... My list of failures was snowballing.
I am alone.
* * *
�Holy shit, Ben. Are you okay?�
I looked up from my spot sitting on the daybed to see Adrienne standing in the doorway, silhouetted against the bright sunlight in the hallway. I could only imagine how I looked to her. My hair was an unkempt mess. Great big dark circles hung beneath each eye. And I was pretty sure my skin was a sickly, pallid shade. I was clad in shorts and a T-shirt, slumped against the wall, with my knees pulled up to either side of my chest. My forearms rested on each knee while my head hung down.
�Must�ve been some party last night,� Adrienne whistled.
�Something like that,� I groaned in reply. Then I took a deep breath and managed to lift my head. �Hangover.�
�I figured.� Adrienne nodded and looked concerned. �You okay to drive?�
I just nodded in response, then got off the bed and slipped my feet into my sandals.
Adrienne frowned and glanced around the empty state of the room. �Uh, did you already load my stuff into the car?�
I nodded again. After getting dressed, I�d eaten a little and then rather listlessly prepared for the drive home, loading both of our belongings into the trunk and backseat of the Mustang. I had very much enjoyed my first year at college and living in an off-campus house with my roommates; but right now all I wanted to do was go home � far, far away from here � and crawl into my own bed.
�Ben, I�m really sorry about everything,� Adrienne began, furrowing her eyebrows as she saw how pathetic I looked. �I never meant for��
I held a hand up to stop her. Then shaking my head slowly, I looked her in the eye and said, �It�s okay. I understand.�
�You do?�
I sighed and nodded. The sense of hope that I could somehow talk Adrienne into taking me back had faded away. Our romance was over and I knew it. So I tentatively walked straight over to my girlfriend of the past year. She tensed up just slightly at my approach, and then relaxed as I simply gave her a warm hug. �I�ll always care about you, Adrienne. I�ll always love you.� Heck, I was still IN love with her. But I�d have to learn to let that part fade away.
She shivered in my grasp before answering, �I know. I love you too, Ben. Forever and always.�
I pulled back and held her at arms length. The energy was fading away again and I felt like collapsing straight onto the floor. �Let�s go,� I patted her shoulder.
Together, we went outside and took a last look around the house. True, we were coming back to the same place in three months, but there was still a certain nostalgia at leaving a place that had been home for so long. We exchanged goodbye hugs with Dayna and Brandi, and then turned for the front door.
�Where�s Dawn?� Adrienne asked as we descended the steps and turned the corner into the driveway.
I hung my head, sighing softly before saying, �It�s complicated.�
Adrienne gave me a funny look, but noticed the expression of infinite sadness that had crossed my face. And for a moment, it looked like she was going to move in and hug me again. But then Adrienne�s eyes popped open and she looked over my shoulder.
I was just about to turn around myself to see what Adrienne was looking at when a sudden weight slammed into me from behind. I heard a choking sob as arms circled around my body, and a pair of firm breasts was pushed against my back.
�Dawn?� I instantly gasped as my hands came up to touch the arms wrapped around me. She didn�t answer immediately, but I felt the soft touch of her lips as she kissed the back of my neck.
In that moment, a mountain load of tension slid off my shoulders as I sagged in blissful relief. She�d come back. She�d kissed my neck.
She still loved me.
�I�m sorry, Ben,� Dawn said softly, right into my ear from behind.
I didn�t answer. I didn�t even turn around to look at her. I just bent my head and gently patted her hands.
She kissed my neck again and sighed. �I�m your Dawn. Forever.�
I cracked a smile. And only then did I turn around to give her the warmest hug I could imagine. She pushed her chin against my shoulder and I dipped my cheek against hers, feeling the moisture of her tears. We twisted together for a good minute, hugging each other tighter and tighter until neither of us could breathe.
And then I turned and kissed her cheek, whispering, �And I�m your Ben.�
* * *
Happiness is relative; it�s all a matter of what came immediately before it. And right now, my life didn�t feel quite as bad as it had just last night.
If you�d told me a few months ago that Adrienne would break up with me and plan to separate herself from my family, I would have thought I�d be completely distraught. If you�d told me a few weeks ago that Paige would also be freeing herself of me, I would have felt even worse. Plus the Gwen thing. Plus this splitting headache. All of it bad, bad, BAD.
Well, while I wasn�t thrilled my situation, I had to admit that I was feeling rather ... accepting ... of it right now. And it was all because Dawn had come back to me just before we left.
If Dawn hadn�t come back, I wouldn�t recommend anyone getting in the car with me. I would have been liable to flip the damn thing on purpose.
No, Adrienne wasn�t getting back together with me. She was still planning to separate herself from my family. But I was okay with that. I could see in her eyes that she still loved me, in her own way. And she would still be around. Heck, maybe I could talk her into still coming with us to summer camp, and then I�d have a full month of distraction to try and change her mind.
So I drove the Mustang at a cruise-controlled 80mph, passing the occasional Buick-driving walnut and getting passed quite frequently as well. I never knew a Tercel could hold that speed without overheating.
And Adrienne and I talked about the future.
�So where are you thinking of living?� I asked, one hand on the steering wheel and one eye on Adrienne.
The stunningly gorgeous blonde leaned onto the door�s armrest and played with her hair. �I don�t know yet. I talked to Candy on Thursday about us. I floated the idea of getting an apartment together for the summer, but I don�t think it�s going to happen. It�s not that she can�t afford it, but she actually likes living with her parents for a few months out of the year.�
�No need to rush. You know Mom and Dad are never going to kick you out.�
She nodded. �I know.�
I raised my eyebrows at her. �And broken up or not, there�s really no reason we can�t live under one roof. We�ll always be your family.�
�Bennn,� Adrienne sighed regretfully.
I put both hands on the wheel and turned forward. �I�m not going to say any more. I don�t want to make you feel awkward about it. And ... Okay, just one last thing I�m going to say.�
Adrienne smirked and looked at me. �What?�
�You�re running away again.�
�Am not.�
�Sure you are. And if Lynne were here she�d tell you the same thing. You�re only moving out because you�re running away from me. Because you don�t want to feel awkward around me.�
�I�m moving out because I�m not really a part of your family,� Adrienne insisted. �Because I don�t want to intrude any longer.�
�It�s not intruding if we WANT you with us.�
�Fine,� Adrienne huffed, looking down. �Because�I�need to put some distance between us, okay?�
�At least you admit it. You�re running away from me.�
�It�s not �running away�, Ben!� Adrienne barked indignantly. Then she exhaled and visibly shrank. �I just ... If I stay living with you, I�m going to want to get back together with you. I love you so much, and I can�t make these feelings go away if you�re too close to me. Do you understand?�
�Sure,� I grinned. �So if you stay living with us, I�ll get you back. Now I�m NEVER letting you leave.�
�Bennn...�
I sighed. She was probably right. If we were really going to stay broken up, and breaking up�seemed�to be the right thing to do for both our futures, getting some space between us only made sense. �Can you blame me for not wanting to break up?�
�No. But you know this is what�s best,� Adrienne said solemnly. �You DO understand, don�t you? I can�t be what you want forever. We both have to move on.�
�Can�t we postpone the �moving on� until later?�
�No. We�ve gone as far as we can go.�
I frowned, feeling dejected and yet resigned to our fates. I stared straight ahead and sullenly asked, �So there�s nothing in the world that can change your mind?�
Adrienne shook her head. �No. Absolutely nothing.�
* * *
�Anybody home?� I pulled my key from the door, glancing around the foyer. I moved forward and Adrienne followed in after me, dropping her purse and duffel bag onto the floor.
�Oh, I want a�bath,� Adrienne groaned, grimacing groggily. She�d fallen asleep for the last two hours of the trip and was still trying to wake up.
�You�ll have to wait until we unload the car,� I informed her, a goofy grin on my face.
She noticed the grin. �What?�
�Well, if I was still your boyfriend, I�d probably tell my girlfriend to go ahead and take a bath, get relaxed, and then I�d give her one of my famous massages. I�d tell her I�d take care of all the luggage, because that�s what a good boyfriend does.� I pinched my lips and shrugged. �But I�m not your boyfriend anymore.�
Adrienne rolled her eyes and slapped my arm. �Jerk.� But there was a teasing smile on her lips. She turned and went back out the door, heading for the car.
I was about to follow her when a voice called out, �Ben! We�re in here!�
It was Eden, if I had to guess, though I�d been gone long enough that I wasn�t entirely sure it wasn�t Emma. In any case, I headed through the house and into the family room, where I stopped in surprise.
Eden and Emma had grown up even more since the winter. Only 13-and-a-half, they�d seemingly grown another inch in height and even more in curves. The twins were well on their way to becoming young women, and they sat side-by-side on one of the sofas wearing the skimpiest of summer tank tops that exposed their bra straps, and the shortest of shorts that revealed their creamy legs.
But they weren�t the reason I stopped in surprise. If nothing else, I was expecting the twins to look more grown up. I stopped because there was a man in the family room with them, a tall, blonde guy who looked like he was in his late twenties. And as he knelt on the carpeted floor in front of the couch, each of his hands was on a thigh of one of my baby sisters. �Who the hell are you?� I barked.
The guy looked eerily familiar somehow as he turned around and flashed me a charming smile. There was a twinkle in his hazel eyes as he looked at me, patting the twins� knees absentmindedly. �Relax, Ben. I�m just introducing myself to your sisters. Aren�t they just the prettiest girls you�ve ever seen?�
I wasn�t sure exactly why, but something seemed definitely...�wrong�... about the way he was touching their legs. And I couldn�t help but angrily bark, �Get your fucking hands OFF them. And you either tell me who the FUCK you are or I�m calling the cops.�
�Bennn!� Emma whined. �Relaaaax. He�s practically family!�
�What?�
�We know the rules,� Eden said firmly. �When we�re alone in the house, we�re not to let in any strangers. But Adam�s not a stranger; he�s Adrienne�s brother!�
Holy�shit. My eyes flew open and I went rigidly still.
A few seconds second later, Adrienne shrieked beside me as she entered the room and saw who was there. �Holy SHIT!�
* * *
Two conversations proceeded simultaneously from that point onward.
In one of them, I rushed forward, ready to kick the shit out of Adam Dennis, Adrienne�s seven-years older rapist brother. But he backed away, so I went straight for Eden and Emma, grabbing their hands and rather violently jerking them off the couch and pulling them away. �What are you girls thinking?� I hissed. �You do NOT let in a stranger!�
�But he�s not a stranger,� Eden protested.
�Had you ever MET him before? How do you know he�s who he says he is? He could be ANYBODY!�
Emma blanched, but Eden insisted, �We�re big girls, now! We can take care of ourselves!�
�CLEARLY, you CAN�T!!!� I thundered, perhaps gripping their wrists a little too tightly.
At the other end of the room, Adrienne was yelling even louder than me. �What the FUCK are you doing here, Adam? You get out, RIGHT NOW! You have NO RIGHT to be here!�
�I have�every�right, Punkin,� the blonde guy sneered. �You thought you could just take all the money and I�d never find out? There�re�millions. I�m here for my share of the inheritance.�
We overheard that part, and the twins chose to ignore everything but the confirmation of his identity. �See...� Emma waved toward Adam. �He IS Adrienne�s brother.� She then struggled to break free of my grasp.
But I held on and dropped to one knee, tugging both girls to bend over and bring our faces closer together. I yanked their wrists toward me as well and growled with obvious rage on my face. �That man is a BAD man. Do you understand me? You are NOT to talk to him anymore. Do. You.�Understand.�Me?�
Emma looked frightened. Eden just whimpered, �Ben, you�re hurting us.�
Startled, I let go of them. The girls backed up, rubbing their wrists. But they looked over my shoulder to where Adrienne was still before her brother, tears streaming in rivers down her cheeks with her hands clenched in front of her chest.
�Go away! Please? Just go away! You talk to whatever lawyers you want,� Adrienne blubbered. �I don�t care. Just go away!�
I instantly moved beside her, wrapping my arm around Adrienne�s waist and staring down the slightly taller man. �Leave this house. You are not welcome, and if you don�t leave right now I WILL call the police.�
The blonde guy held his hands up defensively and backed away. �Okay, okay. I�m leaving. But this isn�t over, Punkin. I ain�t leavin� town until I get what�s mine,� he growled. And then with a sneer, he looked past us to Eden and Emma. �And I�ll see you girls later, huh? Maybe next time Uncle Adam will show you all that...�fun�stuff we talked about.� And then he laughed.
The laugh was short-lived as I stepped forward and clocked him right in the face. The big guy staggered from the punch and immediately went up to hold his nose, which wasn�t quite broken but certainly looked rather pink. �That�s fucking assault!� he yelled behind his hands.
�That�s defending my home against an unwanted intruder,� I snarled. �Now get the FUCK out!�
Adam wiped his nose and narrowed his eyes, looking at me with a world of hatred in his hazel irises. But he turned and quickly left, hustling out the front door and leaving it wide open in his wake.
I followed Adam out to the foyer at least to be certain he was gone. Then I turned around and looked back toward the family room. Adrienne and the twins had come to the hallway entrance as well, looking shaken but unharmed. Only then did I exhale slowly and begin to calm my racing heartbeat.
I blinked twice and sighed. �You know, I used to think that everyone had some good inside. Even guys like Drew Walker were just being hormonal, reckless boys. I�ll always hate him for what he did to Brooke, but I can almost understand.�
I put my head down and then looked out the open doorway. �But that man is just�evil.�
Adrienne turned and bent over, planting her hands on her knees as she stared the twins dead in the face. With tear tracks still running down her cheeks, she made sure she had their undivided attention before intoning, �You both stay the HELL away from him. Got it?�
The girls nodded �yes�, their eyes�wide.
And then Adrienne collapsed.
* * *
With a reminder to the twins not to let ANYBODY in the door, I scooped Adrienne into my arms and carried her upstairs to my bedroom. And while straining my arm muscles to keep us balanced, I maneuvered myself onto the bed with my back against the headboard and Adrienne cuddled up beside me.
She was a sobbing mess against my chest while I held her in my arms. I wanted nothing more in the world than to soothe her in this moment as I rubbed her back and repeated over and again that I loved her and that I would always protect her, no matter what. I may not have been her boyfriend anymore, but I knew that she still needed me.
She gripped my arms so tightly that her nails were digging rather painfully into my skin. But after a few minutes, Adrienne managed to get her sobbing under control and relaxed her hands. She made no move to free herself of my embrace, simply laying her head against my chest as she let out a final, keening wail. �How did he find me?�How did he FIND me?�
I didn�t know how to answer her. Sure, Adrienne had lived just a few houses away for most of her life, and most of Adam�s childhood; but that still didn�t point to our family. Unless...
I sighed. �He said he was here about the inheritance, right? Well, if he�s got any lawyers, they can track down records that Mom and Dad took you in after your father died. And that would give him our address.�
�But it�s not right! He shouldn�t be allowed to come near me! Not after what he did to me!� Adrienne wailed.
I patted her back and buried my nose in her hair. �Adrienne, please.� My mind raced to figure out what was going on. �Did your parents ever report what he did?� I didn�t remember all the details she�d told me so long ago. I was pretty sure they hadn�t.
She exhaled with a mournful tone. �No. Nothing official. They just shut down his college fund and told him never to come back.�
�Never disowned him, legally?�
She shook her head. �Don�t think so.�
I sighed. �But your father left you everything in his will, right?�
Adrienne nodded. �Yes. But I�m guessing Adam can still challenge it, though.�
�But they can�t let that...�monster�... take all that away from you!� I growled. �Maybe if you tell them what happened when you were younger? No judge would give him part of your family�s estate knowing the circumstances around why he left.�
�What will I tell them?� Adrienne whimpered. �At this point, it�s just my word against his. There are no records that he raped me. My parents are both dead. I don�t know if there�s anything I can legally do if he denies it.� She sniffled and buried her nose against my chest. �I don�t care. If giving him half the estate makes him go away, then give him half. I just don�t ever want to see him again!�
She started sobbing again. I squeezed Adrienne tighter and started rocking her gently. And then I was back to trying to calm her down.
* * *
The twins were still freaked out when the rest of our family came home. The parentals had been running errands and Brooke was visiting friends. Eden and Emma immediately told Mom and Dad what had happened upon their arrival, and of course our parents immediately came to find Adrienne and me.
We were still in my bedroom when they came bursting in without knocking. Mom immediately opened her arms to Adrienne as she slid onto the bed and Dad stood nearby looking righteously angry.
When Adrienne slid away from me and fell into Mom�s hug, I rubbed my sore arms and stood up from the bed. Dad nodded to me and I went to him, standing off to the side.
He glanced back at Eden and Emma, who were cowering in the doorway. �The girls said Adrienne�s brother was here. They said you and Adrienne told them that he was a bad man, but they don�t know exactly why, and you had to hit him to get him to leave. Ben ... what�s going on?�
I bit my lip nervously and glanced back at Adrienne. Up until now, no one but Brooke knew the history Adrienne had with her brother. All my parents ever knew was that he was estranged from the family, but not for what reason.
Adrienne overheard what my dad was asking and met my gaze. Taking a deep breath, she looked at me and nodded.
I winced and then glanced over at the twins. �Maybe the girls should leave.�
�Ben!� Eden complained, immediately defensive. �We�re old enough to know!�
Before I could say anything Adrienne spoke up, �Go ahead. They need to know why they�ve got to avoid Adam and people like him.�
I grimaced and looked around for my desk chair. Half-moving to it and half-rolling it to me, I sat down heavily and collected myself. This was Adrienne�s story, but she clearly was depending on me to tell it for her. I paused and looked around the room, meeting each of my family members in the eye. And then I told the story in much the same way Adrienne had told me two years ago.
�I first met Adrienne when we moved into the neighborhood. We were both ten. I was the new kid and looking for any potential friends my age. Plus, Adrienne was quite pretty even then.� That drew the faintest of smiles from both Adrienne and Mom.
�But something happened that summer.� I sighed. �Both of Adrienne�s parents were workaholics, rarely home before like nine or something.� I waffled on the exact hour, not quite remembering it. But I pushed on. �Adam, Adrienne�s brother, was seventeen and going to be a Senior in High School. Being the big brother, he was in charge. And he was old enough that they didn�t need a babysitter. So it was just the two of them alone in the house all summer.�
Mom and Dad started to get an idea of where I was going with this, and looks of horror began to creep across their faces. I didn�t delay. �Adam started raping Adrienne that summer,� I said plainly. Then I waited while my other four family members all gasped in disbelief. Even Eden and Emma, while still very young, understood the concept of rape.
I started breathing hard, old fury building inside me. My hands gripped the armrests on my desk chair so tightly that I felt the entire chair vibrate. I looked at Adrienne and she simply stared back at me with a blank expression. She�d already lived this nightmare enough times.
�Look, I�m not going to get into the details. The point was that he kept raping Adrienne throughout the year. She couldn�t escape and as a 10-year-old, she didn�t fully understand what was happening to her. And then the next summer he went away to college.�
Mom and Dad started breathing a little easier, thinking it was over. But it wasn�t. I took a deep breath and continued. �But Adrienne was pregnant. Only eleven, and she was pregnant.�
As expected, Mom and Dad gasped again. Eden and Emma just looked nervous. I pushed on. �Adrienne�s parents found out and eventually got the story. They talked down Adam and got him to confess. Then they cut him off financially from the family and told him never to come home. And Adrienne got an abortion.�
Mom looked ready to collapse herself. Dad looked ready to run out and strangle Adam with his bare hands. I knew how he felt. And even so, I�still�wasn�t done. �Adrienne�s mom couldn�t handle the whole thing. She became an alcoholic and shortly after, died in a drunken car accident. Her dad buried himself in his work and Adrienne has more or less been alone ever since.�
I went quiet, lost in my thoughts. No one else in the room said anything, either. The twins were pale and frightened. And Mom just looked too shell-shocked to even move. She wasn�t doing Adrienne much good anymore so I got out of the chair and returned to my ex-girlfriend, wrapping her up in my arms and rocking her once again.
Dad found his voice first. �Why is he here?�
I sighed and rubbed Adrienne�s back. �Adrienne�s father left the entire estate to her in his will. Plus, there was a substantial settlement from the cab company.� I grimaced. �Adam�s here for the money.�
* * *
After getting reassurances from Mom and Dad that they would do everything they could to protect Adrienne, and promises from the twins never to see Adam again, my family broke up and went their separate ways. The twins holed themselves up in their bedroom, no doubt to discuss the whole thing. I stayed with Adrienne in my bedroom while she cried herself to sleep on my chest.
It was a somber house Brooke walked into an hour later. When confronted, she admitted that she�d known Adrienne�s secret, and she quickly made her way up to my bedroom.
The mere sight of my sister brought back to mind all the drama around Adrienne first discovering that I was sleeping with Brooke. I couldn�t blame her at the time;�her�brother had left her nothing but a legacy of fear and confusion. And now he was back, bringing all those painful memories with him.
But when Adrienne woke up and saw Brooke this time, it was as if she�d forgotten entirely that Adam had returned. After brushing the tears out of her eyes, she sat up and started grilling my little sister about everything she�d been up to the past semester.
I was a little surprised. �You want to gossip about what Brooke�s been doing in High School?�
Adrienne furrowed her eyebrows at me. �Yes,� she answered flatly, almost robotically.
I frowned. �You don�t want to work out what we�re going to do about this Adam situation?�
Adrienne shook her head and just as flatly replied, �No. I don�t.�
I looked at her in confusion and worry, wondering about Adrienne�s mental state. But her voice perked up as she added, �Now why don�t you leave us girls alone for a bit? I don�t want Brooke to feel self-conscious about dishing all the good stuff in front of her overprotective big brother.�
My jaw waggled up and down while I stared at her in astonishment. But I suppose I shouldn�t have been surprised. After all, Adrienne�s modus operandi for dealing with these traumas was to shut it out. When her dad died, she�d gone catatonic. When she�d first caught me sleeping with Brooke, she�d walled herself away from me. Avoidance was her thing.
Eventually, I figured out that she just didn�t want to think about Adam for a little while and I got up off the bed. Brooke was thinking a little more clearly as she sat up and said, �Let�s go to my room.� It certainly made more sense.
But as Adrienne got up to leave, she stopped and came back to me, hugging me fiercely with her arms flung around my shoulders and her cheek pressed tight to mine. �Thank you, Ben. You�re always here for me.�
�And I will keep being here for you, if you�ll let me,� I said softly.
Her eyes were liquid as she searched almost nervously through mine. Then she pecked my cheek and turned to leave with Brooke.
My stomach gurgled. Dinner sounded like a really good idea right now.
* * *
There was no sign of Adam the next day, and no one volunteered his name, either. It�s not that we pretended he didn�t exist and that yesterday�s incident had never happened; but we didn�t try to think about it, either. The idea that there was an unresolved issue hovered in the background, unforgotten but unfocused on.
Besides, I had something new to freak out about.
It was a casual Sunday and I decided to take Adrienne for a walk. The silver lining in the whole Adam-incident was that any plans she had for moving out on her own were put on the back burner. Here, she was surrounded by people who cared about her. Here, she had security, and a group of defenders to help ward Adam away. For the foreseeable future, she would remain with our family and remain a significant part of my life. And this afternoon, with absolutely gorgeous Orange County weather in May, it seemed like a good time to get out of the house and get some fresh air.
We took a loop through the neighborhood out to one of the many parks in our hometown. I held Adrienne�s hand the entire time, the way I used to when we were still together (or even �nottogether� for that matter). And for a few moments I let myself believe that we hadn�t actually broken up.
But the one time I tried to kiss her, Adrienne turned her face away, mumbling, �We shouldn�t, Ben. I still need to find a way to get over you.�
�I still want to be here for you until this whole Adam-thing is taken care of.�
Her hazel eyes flickered up to me and she gave me a serious look. �Then be here for me, but not as a boyfriend. Or do you really�have�to fuck me to be supportive?�
�No, of course not,� I protested indignantly.
�Then be here for me, Ben, like a brother. You keep saying I�m a part of your family; I need you to mean it.�
I nodded and hugged her platonically. It was easy, actually. I knew she wasn�t in a lustful mood so I simply embraced her with all the intimacy of our prior relationship, but with none of the sexual pressure. Adrienne sensed it as well, and she happily sagged into my arms.
She felt better after our walk, and we were almost back home when I came to a dead stop on the sidewalk, jerking suddenly enough to throw Adrienne off-balance. My jaw dropped and my eyes went wide in disbelief.
The statuesque blonde re-set her feet and then looked at me curiously. �What?�
I didn�t answer, and Adrienne simply followed my line of sight. And then she gasped in surprise, bringing her free hand up to cover her gaping mouth.
Keira McNeil had been kneeling in the little flower garden in front of her house. A red bandanna covered her dark hair and a full-length, green-patterned gardening apron covered her torso. But the apron couldn�t hide the curvature of her body. The beautiful older woman sat up straight as Adrienne and I looked over at her; and then she tossed off one of her gardening gloves before laying a bare hand on her round, distended belly.
Keira was pregnant. Certifiably pregnant.
I stood shock-still on the sidewalk, not able to believe my eyes. Adrienne wasn�t much better off.
Keira�s green eyes glittered as her gaze met mine. Carefully, she stood up and arched her back, stretching against the rotund weight attached to the front of her torso. Then she smiled and said, �Hi, guys. I think I should explain.�
* * *
�Would you like some iced tea?� Keira came out of the kitchen with a pitcher of the dark refreshment. Still slightly shell-shocked, Adrienne and I just nodded from our spots at the dining table.
�The baby is Sean�s, before you start to freak out,� Keira said plainly, focusing on pouring the drinks. �He went out to pick up lunch and will be back soon. I keep getting these cravings for spicy Mexican food.�
I exhaled slowly at mention of Keira�s ex-boyfriend (current boyfriend?). It was too late for me not to freak out, but I started to relax at Keira�s pronouncement that the baby wasn�t mine. �You got back together with Sean?�
She chuckled. �Sean is a wonderful man and we make a very good couple. But I guess he needed to see what he was missing to realize it. After spending almost a year without me, he came crawling back and begged me to give him another chance. He said he�d changed his mind; that he wanted to settle down and raise a family with me. And now he�s making good on his word.� Keira patted her belly lovingly.
�I�ll say,� Adrienne remarked, staring at the belly.
�We�ll have a Spring wedding, after the baby is born,� Keira continued. �I�ll get you the invites as soon as we lock down a date.�
�When�s the baby due?� Adrienne asked, managing to look at Keira�s face. My own gaze was still stuck on Keira�s belly.
�Mid-November,� Keira said before glancing away. I wasn�t looking at her face but I caught the almost nervous twitch as she turned to the pitcher. �More iced tea?�
I looked down at my nearly-full glass. I�d barely taken two sips and shook my head as I did the math. Mid-November would place her last period in mid-February. Meaning she had have been knocked up well AFTER we�d had sex. So the baby really�wasn�t�mine. �Why didn�t you tell me?� I asked.
Keira looked out the window, her lips quivering. She took a big gulp and then exhaled slowly before saying, �I�m sorry. I was going to tell you and I know you would have wanted to hear the news sooner, but I...� She sighed. �I didn�t want you overthinking things, Ben. I didn�t want ME overthinking things. It was an intense thing I asked of you. I�ll be forever grateful for your willingness, but this is what�s best for me and Sean.�
Keira then fixed me with a serious look. �Ben, I�m not ashamed of what I asked from you. But ... ah ... I�d rather that Sean didn�t know ... ah ... about us...�
Suddenly all of Keira�s awkward looks and hesitation to inform me made perfect sense. �Oh!� I blinked and sat up straighter in my chair. �Oh, right. Yeah. I completely understand.� If I were Sean, no way would I be comfortable with the idea that my fianc�e and the mother of my child had been looking to get knocked up by the teenager down the street only a month before. Keira had probably just pushed me out of her mind and tried to focus on building her new family.
Keira then rubbed her belly again, looking down at it with a serene smile before glancing back up at me, her green eyes sparkling. �Thanks for understanding.�
I nodded.
�We had a good thing, Ben.� Keira moved over and touched my shoulder. �But we both knew it would never last. I don�t like to think that I�m old, but I�m definitely in a different place from you. You have your whole life ahead of you. I�m just happy I got to be a part of it.�
I reached up and touched her hand on my shoulder. �A very important part; one that I�ll never forget.�
Keira smiled sweetly at me, and in that moment I realized she and I would never be together again. That was okay. In the end, she got what she�d wanted. And I�d already gotten more than enough from her.
Just then, the garage door started rolling up and a black BMW X5 turned up the driveway. Keira smiled. �There�s Sean. I�ll introduce you.�
* * *
An hour later, I was still in a state of shock as I sat on my bed, staring at nothing. The past week had just been WAY too intense for my poor brain to handle. Exactly seven days ago I was on top of the world, celebrating my anniversary date with Adrienne. Now, everything was different. My world had turned upside-down.
I heard a light knock at my door, and still in my own little world, I didn�t answer. No matter, a few seconds later, it began to swing open. Extra hallway illumination spilled into my bedroom.
�Hi, Ben.� �Hi, Ben.� The twins chirped as they came into view. For a moment, I thought there were two copies of Brooke standing before me. My baby sisters were certainly growing up.
Without another word, the girls closed my door and moved to either side of the bed. From both sides of me, they crawled on, Eden moving in front of me and Emma sliding up to cuddle next to me. In my addled mental state, I never considered why they were coming to me and simply opened my arm out to hug Emma while Eden straddled my lap.
But then Eden made her intentions quite clear as she brushed my hair back from my forehead and stared adoringly into my eyes. �Hi, big brother. We missed you.� Then she held my face, tilted her head, and moved in to press her lips against mine.
I startled for just a moment, but Eden held my face firmly in her hands. And then the winter break�s makeout sessions suddenly came back to me as Eden parted my lips with her tongue, taking charge of our kiss with an expert skill that belied her youthful age. My baby sister had been practicing.
For a few seconds, I thought of stopping her. After all, the twins were so very young and supposedly not ready for these sorts of things yet. But Eden�s probing tongue and soft lips seemed to indicate that she�was�ready for these sorts of things; and after all, it wasn�t like we hadn�t done this before.
More to the point, Eden�s kiss felt very, VERY good. And after all my heartaches over Adrienne, Paige, and Dawn, I could use some �good�.
So I just let myself go.
Eden sensed my acquiescence and pressed on my shoulders while she attacked my lips with a new fervor. She was wearing a summer sundress and I shifted my hands beneath the skirt, cupping her perky, panty-clad buttcheeks. And my baby sister moaned into our liplock when I automatically began massaging her tender butt flesh.
Belatedly, I realized that Eden had moved her crotch directly over the bulge in my shorts, rubbing herself along my length. Her moans turned into breathy gasps and her kisses trailed off my lips, across my cheek, and over to my neck while she shifted her focus to the sensations coming from her loins. The sensations on my dick were so good that I didn�t stop her, and indeed I helped grind her body against me by gripping her ass and guiding her rhythmic movements.
But before we got out of control, Emma whimpered, �It�s MY turn.�
Eden whimpered herself, but came to a stop a few seconds later. I opened my eyes and turned to look at the younger of the two twins, popping my eyelids even wider when I saw Emma pull her fingers out of her own crotch and rather obviously lick the female nectar glistening on them. And then my eyes got even�bigger�when Eden reached out, grabbed her sister�s wrist, and re-directed the honey-coated digits into her own mouth, moaning in heat.
I make no excuses for what happened next. The girls pushed me, and I let them. I gave them an inch, and as Brooke would say, they took the whole baseball field. Well, out to third base at least.
It started with Eden getting off my lap and then re-positioning me to lie down across the bed, my head propped up on a pillow. Then Emma leaned over me, grabbing my face to take over kissing duties. I felt my heart racing as I realized I could taste the flavor of her pussy on her lips, the flavor of my 13-year-old baby sister. And my arms circled around her head to pull her closer, mashing our mouths together and letting our tongues do an erotic dance of incestuous, lustful pleasure.
Eden pushed things further by unzipping my shorts and reaching in to take hold of the throbbing piece of man meat she�d been rubbing herself against. I was aware that she held my naked cock in her bare hand and was stroking me rhythmically, but no warnings of conscience flashed into my brain to tell me to stop her. It just felt too good. And the way I was feeling, I just didn�t care anymore. Eden probably could have impaled herself on me right then, shredding away her virginity, and I wouldn�t have stopped her. But thankfully, she didn�t.
She�did, however, suck me into her mouth. I groaned into my kiss with Emma when I felt Eden�s hot warmth surrounding my tender flesh. And I whimpered and let my head sag deeper into the pillow when Eden began pumping my shaft in her hands while delicately sucking on the mushroom head.
Emma noticed my distracted state and pulled her mouth off of mine. She panted for air and turned around to see what was causing my distraction, and she gasped as she realized her sister was once again giving me a blowjob. And then Emma gasped�again�in surprise when I suddenly grabbed her waist.
I was losing my mind. Eden still had a long ways to go in matching her older sisters in the art of fellatio; but just like Brandi and Brooke, she was proving to be quite the natural talent. Her hands instinctively knew just the right grip and just the right speed to maximize my pleasure. And her cute little whimpering moans, muffled by my dick in her mouth, were music to my ears. With all the action going on below my waist, I had to find something...�anything�... to occupy myself up top. And Emma was the obvious choice.
My youngest sister squeaked as I grabbed her and tried to yank her back down onto me. I would have been happy just to keep kissing her, but she panicked in my grasp and kept trying to sit up. So rather than try to drag her face back down to mine, I settled for gripping her hips and physically hoisting her body onto my chest. I filled my hands with precocious teenage butt flesh and scooted her forward until her crotch was right in my face. And without further thought I shoved the gusset of her panties to the side and dove in.
I was pretty sure the twins were shaving themselves a la Brooke and Brandi, and it wasn�t that they hadn�t grown pubic hair yet. But either way, Emma�s pussy was as bald as a baby�s. And there was nothing in my way of thrusting my rigid tongue between her spread labia and into her pink center. My nose nudged up against her round, protruding clit. My fingers tightened against her firm asscheeks. And my little sister went absolutely NUTS.
�Ohmigod! Ben�s eating me! Ben�s eating me!� Emma squeaked.
There was a brief pause below my waist as Eden stopped what she was doing to look, and then the hot mouth was once again on my dick, sucking me even faster and harder than before. There was no conscious thought in the way Eden was going about her task. She wasn�t trying to push any buttons or titillate my senses. She simply went for the power suck, trying to get me off as fast and as forcefully as possible. And there was no way I was going to last much longer.
Emma actually beat me to it. My baby sister squeaked and wriggled, clamping her thighs around my ears so tightly I could barely hear. My hands left her firm ass and reached straight up, slipping beneath her shirt and forcefully shoving her bra cups aside to palm her equally firm titties. And with my fingers tweaking her nipples and my tongue doing its magic on her pussy, my youngest sister stiffened and came.
�Nnnnghhh!!!� Emma bit down on her lip and groaned. Clearly, she�d orgasmed enough times in the house to know to muffle her scream. The walls were pretty soundproofed but subtlety was still the name of the game.
But there was nothing muffled about the copious amounts of honey flooding out of her pussy and onto my face. And there was nothing subtle about the way her pelvis thrashed and bucked, threatening to snap my neck.
And then I was joining her. My hands reflexively squeezed tighter onto Emma�s tits as I felt the ejaculation bursting out of my cock. Eden had no warning and didn�t know enough to recognize the signs before her mouth suddenly filled with more cum than she was expecting. She�d had me shoot off once in her mouth, but it was a long time ago.
�Aack!� Eden choked and pulled off my prick. Her hand continued pumping me while additional jets blasted off right in her face. And for the second time in her life, after only two blowjobs, she found herself covered in cum from cheeks to chin.
Emma recovered fast. She turned around, absentmindedly groping for my hands when they slipped off her perky breasts. And when she saw her twin sister with multiple cum splatters decorating her face, she quickly dismounted my chest. �Ooh!� Emma giggled. �We talked about this! I�m gonna lick it off you!�
Eden giggled almost identically, scraping some of the creamy goo from her own cheek and then popping it into her mouth. And with her finger still in her mouth, she nodded happily. �Uh-huh!�
Emma slid forward, first pausing to kiss her sister on the lips, tongue swabbing the insides of Eden�s cheeks for traces of brotherly semen. And then just before moving to start licking up the outsides, Emma paused to look her twin in the eyes. �You HAVE to try Ben eating your pussy. He�s SO good!�
Eden just nodded rapidly, giggling. �Looks like you got to go first at�something.�
Emma giggled in response and then turned back to face me. �Don�t go anywhere.� The young pixie grinned. �I get to give you a blowjob next!�
* * *
The girls made good on their plan to swap places. Eden got two good orgasms riding my face before I fired away into Emma�s mouth. Emma did a much better job than Eden of swallowing, managing to take the first three shots of my reduced load before choking and having the rest splatter across her nose.
I then found the girls weren�t that experienced at doing two things at the same time. We got into a triangle of oral sex, me eating Emma, Emma eating Eden, and Eden trying to give me another blowjob. The problem was that Emma couldn�t concentrate on eating Eden while I was going down on her. And Eden couldn�t concentrate on blowing me when Emma�was�able to properly focus. They were aware of their own limitations and didn�t even sixty-nine very often, spending more of their playtime eating each other out separately. But they agreed it was something they�d have to practice more often.
The three of us were still naked when the door cracked open. We were all immediately in a panic but Brooke quickly slipped inside and closed the door behind her. She turned to survey the scene and let out a forlorn moan. �Aww ... you actually used him up. I thought it would be like winter when you two got him all hot and bothered and I got to finish him off.�
The twins just giggled and grinned their shit-eating grins.
But I felt a fresh stirring of life at the sight of Brooke. Here was a 17-year-old young woman, in the flower of her youth and yet fully grown, with the 5�7� height, C-cup tits, and full hips to prove it. She�d come a long way since being a coltish, bratty little sister. And I had absolutely no mental hang-ups about bending her over and fucking the living shit out of her.
�Actually,� I began. �The girls didn�t quite finish me off.� I pointed down to my growing erection. I�d only popped off twice and I was always good for at least three.
Brooke grinned and moved toward the bed, already working to strip off her clothes. �Get lost, girls.�
�Aww...� Eden whined. �Can�t we stay and watch?�
�NO!� Brooke and I both barked at the same time.
�Stupid older meanies,� Eden grumbled as she picked herself off the bed and searched around for her clothes. Emma griped around as well, but the twins took their sweet time getting dressed.
By the time they finished, Brooke was already naked and panting while I leaned over her, feasting on her nice breasts while she moaned and tangled her fingers in my hair. And the twins didn�t look like they had any intention of leaving. �Out, girls!� Brooke hissed. �Hurry! Hurry! I can�t wait any longer!�
The twins�had�seemed ready to give in and leave at Brooke�s urgings to hurry. But when she cried about not being able to wait any longer, patented Brooke-like evil grins spread across both their faces and they stopped at the foot of the bed, folding their arms across their chests. �Okaaayyy,� Eden snarked. �If you can�t�wait...�
�OUT!� Brooke yelled, a little too loudly. Only then did the twins finally slip out the door and close it behind them. I wasn�t worried about them hovering in the crack to peek. It was too likely someone would catch them in the hallway.
�FINALLY!� my not-so-little sister sighed, grabbing my hips and pulling me over her crotch while she spread her legs to the sides. �I missed you, big brother,� Brooke moaned as my mushroom head notched at her center. And then she moaned again as I began my descent.
�Ohhh, Brooke...� I groaned as I finally felt a warm, loving pussy surrounding my hard column of flesh. No matter how many girls I slept with, there would always be something special about Brooke. �I missed you, too.�
She giggled, just a slight pitch different from the twins. �But we have to hurry. Mom sent me up here to tell you dinner�s just about ready.�
* * *
It was 10pm, bedtime for the twins, when I returned to their room. They were not yet out of Junior High and Sunday nights were school nights. But that didn�t mean they were asleep.
�Ooh! Can we play some more?� Eden perked up when I entered in, her perky nipples quite obvious through her thin T-shirt without a bra.
I held both hands up in a �calm down� gesture and shook my head. I then moved to sit down on Eden�s bed. Emma similarly sat up and looked over at me. I gave the girls my best �big brother� stern look, and thoughts of sex vanished from their heads. �I just need to know what you two have been up to since I left. You both have grown up quite a bit, and I know I�m not the only boy to notice.�
The girls blushed, giggled, and looked at each other. As usual, Eden took the lead. �Boys have noticed.� But she frowned and sighed. �But not that much, really. All the boys are paying attention to Gina Hooker. She�s got�really�big boobs.�
There was something in Eden�s voice, and I ventured carefully, �All�the boys? Or one boy in particular?�
Eden blushed and looked down, not answering. Emma ratted her out. �Justin Curtis. Eden�s got a crush on Justin Curtis, but he�s giving all his attention to Gina.�
�Emma!� Eden whined.
�What?�
I held my hands up. �Hey, I�m not going to get upset if you�ve got crushes. Crush on any boys you want. I just want to make sure you�re careful with them. Adrienne, Brooke, and I have all warned you about boys and their roaming hands.�
�Ffpt,� Eden groaned. �No boy would want to roam on us. Our boobies are so small.� She cupped her own chest and pouted, and not in an enticing way.
�I like them just fine,� I assured her.
�That�s because you�re our brother. You love everything about us.�
I mused on that. �True. But really, guys like all boobs, in any size.�
�But I still wish mine were bigger,� Eden whined.
�Ours,� Emma added.
�Relax and give it time. Look at Brooke; she eventually got big ones, bigger than Brandi.� I waved vaguely in the direction of Brooke�s bedroom. �Anyways, you�re only thirteen.�
�Thirteen and a HALF,� Eden corrected.
�You�ll grow into them.� I looked at her encouragingly while feeling amused inside. Only thirteen (and a half), growing faster than their older sisters, and absolutely beautiful: and yet the twins were STILL insecure about their appearance. Teenagers...
Then I smirked to myself. Hell,�I�was still a teenager. So I revised my internal comment: Teenage�girls...
�Anyways, stop distracting me,� I huffed. �The reason I came in here was because you both have gotten a lot ... better ... at what we did.� Indeed, both had semi-developed blowjob techniques and showed vast improvement at kissing since I last saw them. �So I have to know: Have you been practicing on anyone?�
The girls blushed and looked down.
�Girls...� I warned.
�No, we haven�t.� Emma looked almost embarrassed. �I started to, once, with Bruce Kang. We started kissing a bit. He�s not very good. Not like you. But I was helping him get better and he got kinda excited, then I got kinda excited ... But I ... well ... I felt all weird. I was too nervous to be naked in front of a boy or to let him inside my shirt. Maybe even a little scared. Not like with you. It doesn�t feel ... scary ... when we�re with you.�
�Me, too,� Eden added. �Some kissing and some groping, but only outside our clothes.�
I smiled warmly and nodded. But I arched my eyebrow and looked at the girls. �Then where did you two get so�good?�
�We did�good?� Emma asked excitedly.
I nodded.
The girls beamed and looked at each other again. �Actually, we�ve only been practicing on each other,� Eden chirped. �Oh, and with Brooke. She�s finally playing with us and teaching us. She said our kissing got a lot better, too. She even has this dildo � she says it reminds her of you � and we practiced our blowjobs on that. So we really did good?�
�You did �very well�,� I replied, emphasizing the proper grammar. Eden just rolled her eyes at me.
Emma perked up. �So does that mean we can keep doing it? I mean, I know the rules last time were only for kissing. And we, uh, did a LOT more than that. So can we keep going? I really loved sucking on your dick and the way you licked me down there was�sooo�different and so exciting and I just can�t�wait�to��
�Whoa, whoa,� I held my hands up to slow her down. Like it or not, her enthusiasm was starting to get me hard again, but I couldn�t let myself lose control. After all, Mom�had�laid down the rules that began and ended at first base, rules I�d already ignored once. So if the twins and I were going to continue exploring our way around second and third base, we were going to have to be careful about it. Playing around before dinner and before our parents came home would be the safest. And I didn�t want to get caught with my dick in one of the girls� mouths at night.
Besides, Mom wouldn�t have any problem catching me in Brooke�s room this late at night. So I had another outlet.
�Tomorrow, after school but before Mom comes home, okay?� I gave the girls a sly grin. �And keep a lid on things. We don�t want to get caught.�
* * *
Life for the next week was pretty smooth, all things considered. I might have thought it a radical culture shock moving back home after a year at school, living under my parents� roof again and not having my normal group of friends around.
But really, it wasn�t shocking so much as a welcome dose of home. The sedate life of a summer break was a welcome respite after all the craziness of Finals Week at Berkeley. I didn�t have to go to class. All my meals were provided. And instead of friends, I had family, always a trade up in my book.
Especially when my family was so ... affectionate.
The twins, of course, were thrilled by my return. They�d seemingly stockpiled all their sexual energy from the past semester and seemed determined to take it out on me. Now that we�d crossed the line from just kissing to groping and oral sex, it seemed I couldn�t go more than a few hours in the afternoon without one of them (or both) shoving my dick into her mouth or my tongue into her pussy.
And Brooke seemed even happier by my return than the twins. It turned out, she�d been pretty down the last few weeks because of social dramas. She told me Monday afternoon that she was no longer on speaking terms with Jennifer Vo, her best friend since the girls were eight.
�What happened?� I asked.
Brooke just shrugged and looked off into the distance. �It�s simple: She wanted Kenta. But he�s mine. She can�t have him.�
I winced and looked at her. �But she�s your best friend. You�re the one that invited Jennifer into your relationship.�
Brooke shrugged listlessly and frowned. �Fucking him was one thing. And she was really good with her tongue, too. But I won�t let the bitch take him from me.� She sighed. �I dunno. I saw how Megan and Cassidy shared you and made it work. I thought we could do the same.�
I sighed. �They were equals. And obviously, it didn�t work out in the end.� I pointed to myself, all alone.
�Whatever. We�re not friends anymore. Shit happens. I�m hanging out with Erin and Kady more now, anyways. I�m over it.� The bitter tone in Brooke�s voice belied her claim of being �over it�, but I didn�t push the issue.
Instead, I let my hand drift across her shoulder. �You want me to relieve you of some tension?�
Brooke chuckled. �Did you get all horny with me and the twins at school all day?�
I moved my hand to her neck, rubbing gently. �Hey, I was just talking about giving you a back massage.�
�Sure�you were,� Brooke said sarcastically. Then she sighed. �I would, but I need to get over to Kenta�s place. My boyfriend needs that kind of attention from me so I make sure HIS attention is on me and not that bitch of a former best friend. Between me and Mizu, I�m sure Kenta will see the right way.�
I shrugged and stopped rubbing. Then Brooke�s hand went to cover mine, trapping it against her neck. �But I�ll fit you into my schedule: come home, eat dinner, finish homework, fuck Ben�s lights out,� she said with a smile. �Don�t you worry.�
I didn�t worry. Brooke spent her afternoons working on her relationship with her boyfriend. She spent her evenings playing with me. With Adrienne out of the sex picture, Brandi in Berkeley, and the twins too young, she had exclusive access to big brother sex. And she made the most of it that week.
Not that Adrienne was completely out of the picture. The specter of Adam�s presence still hovered in the background, and she wasn�t even thinking of moving out until after that whole issue was resolved. She moved into Brandi�s/her old bedroom and neither of us mentioned to our parents that she�d considered leaving.
And even if we weren�t having sex, I�was�being very good at being supportive. And some of Adrienne�s and my old spark started coming back.
While the younger kids were at school, Adrienne and I spent our days talking, walking, and generally hanging out. I was making good on my promise to be supportive without sex, concentrating on being just a brother to her, which was ironic since she was now the ONLY sister I WASN�T doing something sexual with.
Things could have been awkward between us, but with Adam at the forefront of Adrienne�s mind � and my desire to simply keep Adam OFF her mind at the forefront of MY mind � we were too distracted to be awkward. It helped that we were able to visit with friends, hanging out with Candy, Mizu, Heather, and Lynne a couple of times and meeting up with Megan, Cassidy, and Kaito another time.
It was Thursday, after meeting up at the beach with her old cheerleader friends, that I got the first hints that Adrienne and I might actually resume our previous relationship. As usual, it had just been me and five unbelievably hot women wearing bikinis for a few hours. As usual, I wound up flirting with all five of them, making suggestive comments with a comfortable familiarity only possible because I�d previously slept with them all.
And as usual, Adrienne and I gravitated together.
It was impossible not to. It had become habit. Even at the times when we were �nottogether� and she had me hooking up with her friends, Adrienne had still spent a good chunk of her time sitting with me, talking with me, or otherwise being my most constant companion.
This Thursday was no different. When Adrienne needed a backrest, she nonchalantly grabbed my legs and propped them up for her leaning convenience. When she needed a reapplication of sunblock after we�d played around in the surf, she simply handed me the bottle and let me go to work. And when my hands started wandering, she merely flashed me a teasing grin and let me grope her a bit.
It was enough for Heather Wilkinson to comment, �Are you sure you two broke up? �Cuz you look pretty cozy to me.�
I just blinked in surprise and stopped my hands. At the time, Adrienne was sitting in the sand between my legs while I gave her one of my patented turn-her-body-into-jello backrubs. Adrienne herself had her head hanging down, moaning lightly in pleasure as my fingers worked their magic. And when I stopped, Adrienne simply stayed put, whimpering for me to keep going.
I stammered for a second, trying to think of something intelligent to say. But Adrienne finally picked her head up and replied, �Yes, we�re broken up.� Then she patted my hands to get me to resume massaging.
�I see,� Heather mused. �So you wouldn�t mind if I, say, asked him to make me feel as good as you look right now.� The dark-haired, aqua-eyed beauty with big tits smiled seductively at me while leaning forward, making those big tits threaten to spill over the top of her bikini.
Candy, Mizuho, and Lynne visibly perked up and paid more attention to us, turning their heads while continuing to sun themselves.
Adrienne chuckled, her eyes closed and her head hanging as I continued rubbing her neck muscles. �Of course not. It�s not like he hasn�t done that � and more � to you before.�
�Uh-huh...� A sly smirk crossed Heather�s face. �And what if I just asked him to go out with me for dinner tonight? Alone. At someplace nice. In a nice cocktail dress. Hm, maybe we could go dancing.�
My hands slowed down as I arched an eyebrow at Heather. She merely flashed me a cute smile, a twinkle in her aqua eyes.
�You HAVE a boyfriend now, Heather,� Adrienne said darkly.
�So? It�s not like we�re serious. And I�d certainly drop his ass in a heartbeat if Ben�s available now, almost as fast as I�d drop my panties. Come on, Adrienne. Ben�s the greatest boyfriend any of us has ever met. You don�t seriously think we�re just going to hang back forever now that he�s back on the market, do you?�
Now Adrienne�s eyes flashed open, and she gave Heather an intense look. Loaning me out to fuck had never been a problem for Adrienne, especially with her friends. But then, none of them had ever seriously asked about dating me. And while I wasn�t certain, I imagined that girls had similar rules about dating someone�s ex.
�Back off, bitch,� Adrienne said shortly. �Ben�s not going anywhere but with me tonight.� And then she closed her eyes and patted my hands to get me to resume again.
My hands went to work, but my eyes drifted over to Heather. The gorgeous, raven-haired beauty lowered her oversized Chanel sunglasses back over her eyes and smirked knowingly. Perhaps she had never been serious in her request to go out on a date with me. After all, despite our sexual chemistry, Heather and I never had romantic feelings for one another.
But Heather�s little stunt DID make me realize one thing: Adrienne�could�be jealous; not about sex, but about me as someone else�s boyfriend. And if she was jealous, then she still had feelings of ownership over me. And if she still had feelings of ownership over me, then maybe we weren�t history just yet.
I still had hope.
True, Adrienne didn�t sleep with me that night. After leaving the beach, we hung out and talked like always until the younger ones got home from school. Then the twins dragged me away for playtime while she chatted with Brooke. And at night we went to our individual bedrooms with nothing more than chaste hugs and pecks on the cheek. But that was fine. I knew she still loved me. And there was a lot of summer to go. I was just happy that after the stressful Finals week, the painful breakup, and the trauma of Adam�s sudden reappearance, Adrienne and I were having a solid week of peace and contentment.
Still, after a week of smooth sailing, it was inevitable that the storms would come.
JUNE 2003, SUMMER BREAK
�Hello, Punkin,� a deep, male voice sneered from behind us.
Adrienne turned and practically jumped into my arms. I quickly moved to interpose myself between Adam and Adrienne, holding up one hand in a clear �stop� gesture. �What the hell are you doing here?� I growled.
�It�s a mall,� Adam held his hands up innocently, looking around. �Clearly, I�m doing some�window shopping.�
There was a sickening grin on his face and the tall, blonde guy nodded past my left shoulder. The thing was: the�children�s carousel�was behind my left shoulder, not any particular stores. And I got the decided impression that Adam was �shopping� for kids, not clothes. A cold shiver ran down my spine.
�You stay away from her,� I barked angrily. Adrienne cowered behind me. �You have no right to be here.�
�Like I said: It�s a mall.� Adam shrugged before giving me a hard look. �I have�every�right to be here.�
I clenched my teeth and took a step back, nudging Adrienne with me. �You stay away from her,� I said coldly. And then I half-turned, nudging Adrienne to keep walking away.
Adam just flashed me a lopsided grin as we left. �I�ll be seeing you, Punkin!� he called out. �I promise!�
Adrienne didn�t stop shaking until we got back home.
* * *
At this point, only one person could unsettle me more than Adam.
That person was my mom.
�You KNOW they�re not protected, Ben.�
A chill went down my spine and my shoulders tensed at the sound of Mom�s voice. I�d already been on edge for most of dinner. Eden, always the bolder of the twins, had really been pushing the envelope tonight. We just HAD to have steamed baby carrots. And while the small, orange objects weren�t big enough to be properly phallic, the young girl still got quite a kick out of miming oral sex on them whenever she caught me looking. It wasn�t that she was turning me on; she was scaring me that we�d get caught.
I knew I should have just stopped looking. Without an audience, she would have no reason to play naughty with her food. But I just couldn�t help myself. And Mom glaring at me from across the table didn�t help, either.
After dinner, Dad went into the family room to watch TV while Adrienne and Brooke went into the kitchen to start the dishes. It was their turn.
Meanwhile, the twins had giggled flirtatiously with me before running off to their bedroom, no doubt to plan their next seduction of big brother. And I�d remained sitting at the dining table trying to calm myself. That�s when Mom dropped her bomb of a statement about the twins being protected.
I propped my elbows on the table and dropped my head into my hands. Then I nodded slowly. This was it, we�d been caught.
Mom just waited for me to look up at her then she pointed across the living room. �Office. Now.�
Ah,�hell.
Obediently, I got up and moved into Dad�s home office, a place Mom often dragged us kids into whenever we needed a stern talking to in private. I remembered being a 10-year-old when we just moved in, sitting on the couch looking up at the massive shelves of books and feeling quite intimidated. Now, nine years later and two feet taller, I was still pretty intimidated.
Mom closed the door with a heavy [thunk], shutting us in. Then she stood before me and folded her arms across her chest while her eyes narrowed. Then taking a deep breath, she said, �Tell me you�re not having sex with the twins.�
I took a deep breath of my own and looked her straight in the eye. �I�m not having sex with the twins.�
She went through her Mom-Lie-Detector-3000 routine, and then paused to wait me out. I just held her gaze with what confidence I could muster and she finally sighed. �And you�re not going to?�
�No,� I answered firmly.
�How far have you gone?�
Now nervous, I bit my lip and glanced away before looking sheepishly up at her. �Oral.�
�You on them? Them on you?�
�Both.�
She exhaled slowly and dropped her arms before immediately raising one hand and rubbing her forehead with it. �I thought you weren�t going to do anything more than kissing.�
I winced. �The girls are kind of pushy. You knew things would progress.�
Mom sighed, with more than a touch of exasperation in her voice. �Progress a little more slowly! Don�t you kids have that baseball thing? I thought it would be second base next. Third base could wait for next winter ... or summer ... or�college...�
That got a small smirk out of me. �Have you MET the twins?�
�That�s why I was depending on you to keep them at bay a little longer.� Mom glared at me.
I wilted a bit beneath her gaze. �I�m sorry,� I mumbled. �I ... uh ... With this whole Adrienne thing...�
Mom sighed, rubbing her forehead again. �They�re only thirteen, Ben.�
�Thirteen and a HALF,� I emphasized defensively. �And they�re not that far ahead. Brooke was messing around with her boyfriend when she was fourteen.�
�Brooke still waited to have sex until she was fifteen. Do you really think the twins are going to keep their panties on for another year and a half?�
I frowned. �They�ll wait for me,� I insisted. �They promised and I�ll make them wait for me.�
Mom came to a dead stop and leveled me with her gaze. �Will YOU wait for another year and a half? Look at them, Ben. They�re almost as developed now as Brooke was at fifteen.�
I winced, my body reacting faster than my brain. �I ... uh...� She was right. Even though the twins themselves thought they weren�t developing fast enough, the girls WERE growing up fast.
Mom sighed. �You know, I�d be very tempted to use that dull butcher knife on you if I didn�t think that would make the girls go straight to some stupid boy at school.� She exhaled slowly while I subconsciously cradled my balls. �You�re right about one thing, though: They will wait for YOU.�
I felt just a little bit of my confidence coming back and managed a weak smile. But Mom looked at me sternly. �But they won�t wait forever,� she added.
I bit my lip and looked up at her. �What do you want me to do?�
Mom took a deep breath and moved to the door, leaning on the handle. �Don�t hide anything from me. Or I WILL use the butcher knife.�
I nodded quickly.
�And use your head, Ben, the BIG one. They may be ready physically, but they are NOT ready emotionally. Take care of your sisters. Always think of what�s best for�them. Understood?�
I nodded again, this time with more solemnity.
�And NO, I�m not putting them on the pill; I�m drawing the line there. The girls may look more grown up, but their bodies are developing faster than their minds. They�re not ready.� Then Mom opened the door and went out.
* * *
�Pleeeease? Oh, Ben! I�m so HOT. Please? I need you! I want to feel it! Maybe just put the head in?� Eden was practically shivering on the bed, despite being overheated and covered in sweat. Her lips were right in my ear as she clutched my head to her neck.
My own hands were on Eden�s naked body. Mom had been right; the twins were just about as developed as Brooke had been at fifteen. They were sprouting like wildflowers, nearing 5�5� with coltish, but girly bodies. The breast I held in my right hand was a solid A-cup, its erect little nipple so hard against my palm. And as I slid my left hand down to cup her hip, just beginning to jut outwards in a womanly curve, I felt the urge to roll on top of her and brutally shove my way inside.
�Pleeeease? You know it won�t even hurt me. Emma and I broke our cherries last year with one of Brooke�s dildos. I�m big enough now, Ben! I can take you. I want you!�
The devil on my left shoulder whispered seductively. �Go on. Do it. It would be so naughty. So�wrong.�
The angel on my right shoulder pleaded. �You promised! She�s not ready. She�s too young!�
�Clearly, she�s ready. She wants this. What are you waiting for?� the devil insisted.
�Her hormones want; but her brain doesn�t understand yet. And what�s going to happen to her when you go back to school? Once you pop her, she won�t be able to stop, � the angel reminded.
�So she�ll be sexually active. She can handle it, � the devil argued.
�She�might be able to.�Might. But what boys around her will?� the angel shot back. �Remember what Mom said. They may be ready physically, but they are NOT ready emotionally.�
Emma, on the other hand, couldn�t hear the conversation between my angels. But my youngest sister was on the side of the devil as she pulled my throbbing cock out of her mouth and directed me over, aiming my prick between her sister�s thighs.
My horny little twin baby sisters had been teasing me and titillating me for an hour now, not letting me cum and hoping I would lose control. Up until now, they�d simply enjoyed our usual sexual frolicking without directly trying to get me to take their virginities. But Eden had just today escalated things to pleading verbally with me in such a cute, erotic voice, and I could feel my control slipping further and further away.
I couldn�t lose it.
I groaned in frustration and moved my hand off Eden�s breast. Eden got to feel the penetration, but it was the penetration of my fingers as I dug into her and quickly found her G-spot. A week-and-a-half worth of exploring their bodies and searching out their buttons had given me all the user manual information I needed on them, and while my left hand found that sensitive nerve just above Eden�s right hip, I fingerbanged my 13-year-old sister to a trembling, twitching orgasm where she grabbed my head and practically shattered an eardrum with her piercing scream.
�AAAAAAIIIIIII!!!�
Eden flopped around like a fish on the deck for a few moments, dragging me around with her before she finally sagged and went limp. No longer did she exhort me in such a sexy voice to deflower her, and I felt myself able to pull back from the brink of violating the promises I�d made to my mother and to myself.
But I still had to cum.
Freeing myself from Eden�s grip, I rolled onto my back and seized my cock in my right hand. Still coated in her orgasmic juices, my fingers pressed down with perfect pressure as I rapidly jacked my hand up and down. It wasn�t as mentally thrilling as having one of the twins do it for me, but I knew exactly what speed and with what force I needed right now as the climax built in my balls and radiated outwards, ready to explode.
Realizing I was about to pop, Emma greedily parked herself right over my crotch in anticipation of my load. I don�t know if something genetic was passed through all my sisters to make them such sluts for my cum, but they certainly were. Perhaps I simply tasted better since we had shared DNA. Whatever the reason, the twins were just like Brandi in their desperate desire to swallow me down, and as I reached the point of no return, I suddenly released myself to grab Emma�s head and force her down around my shaft.
�Mmph!� Emma mumbled as the thick head pushed between her lips. �Mmph!� she mumbled again when the first jet of semen splattered against her tongue. And then I pumped my spending down my skinny baby sister�s throat, firing away over and again while she practiced her newfound swallowing skills.
When I was done, I finally rolled back to Eden, who was simply watching us with a beatific smile on her face. �That was very naughty,� I told her, waggling a finger in her face. �You know we can�t have sex yet. Not until Mom puts you on the pill.�
The little cutie just grinned back at me. �And what if I can get her to put us on the pill early?�
I snorted dismissively. �Good luck with that.�
She smiled grandly and looked at the ceiling. �A girl can dream.� And then she opened her arms to me for a warm hug.
Annoyed or not, Eden was just WAY too adorable when she looked at me like that. I cracked a smile and dropped down into her embrace, letting my baby sister happily wrap herself around me.
�Then again,� Eden mused. �If we�re talking about dreams, then maybe I can get Justin Timberlake to pop my cherry instead.�
�Hey!� I protested.
�You can have JT,� Emma drawled. �I want Clark Kent from Smallville. Or that Dean from Gilmore Girls.�
�Emma!�
�Or Aaron Carter,� Eden giggled.
�Hey!� I whined.
�You and pop singers!� Emma teased her sister.
�Least they�re real men and not characters on a show,� Eden drawled.
�Hey!� I whined again.
�We�re just kidding,� Emma giggled and then pressed against my other side, sandwiching me between the two identical beauties. �We love you, Ben.�
I sighed and said, �I love you too, my princesses.� I patted Emma�s back.
Eden then perked up. �Ooh, Em, you�ve got some cum on your lip.�
Emma rolled her head back and reached a finger towards her mouth.
�No-no!� Eden interrupted her. �Lemme lick it off.�
I am the luckiest shit in the world.
* * *
�So how goes the sexual education of the twins?� Adrienne asked off-hand while we walked into Lowes. Since I was home on vacation and had neither work nor school, my parents had seen fit to have me do all the fix-it stuff around the house they�d been putting off for the past year. For example, they wanted to redo the master bedroom with new light fixtures, crown molding, and paint. I didn�t mind. I rather missed doing all my handyman-type things.
I glanced at Adrienne, looking for any signs of disapproval. After all, this was the girl who�d been sexually abused as a pre-teen, and by her older brother who was back in town, no less. But there was none. So I just shrugged and answered, �It continues. They�re very eager students.�
�I�ll bet.� Adrienne nodded. �I remember all the hormones shooting through me when I was their age. I was still half-afraid of sex, but I got SO horny. I think that was around the time I seduced my first girl.�
I smiled at the momentary image of a precocious, stacked, 13-year-old Adrienne making out with one of her best friends. Then I arched an eyebrow at her and asked, �Speaking of which, when are you going to jump in on the instructing? I can only give the girls the male point of view. And I certainly can�t teach them about girl-on-girl.�
Adrienne shook her head and looked away. �I can�t.�
�Why not? Don�t tell me it�s because of their age.�
�No. I�m okay with that.�
�The monogamy thing with Grace?�
�Well, maybe. But then teaching the girls might not really count.� Adrienne waggled her head in indecision.
�Then what?�
�I just can�t get involved.�
�You�re already involved. You taught them how to masturbate last year.�
�Not anymore. I�m not really their big sister. That�s Brooke�s or Brandi�s role.�
I came to a dead stop in Aisle 20 and glared at Adrienne. �Back to this again, huh? We�ve talked about this, Adrienne. Whether you like it or not, you�ve become a part of this family. The girls look to you as their big sister. And you�ve been shirking your duties, lately. They miss spending time with you.�
�I�m not shirking anything. I�m not their sister, so there�s no duty. It�s that simple.�
�They still miss you. You�re their idol.�
�Well they�ll have to get used to it. I won�t ever be totally gone, but they might as well get used to me not being around so often so they�re ready when I move out.�
I looked up and down the aisle to make sure we were still alone. This was the first time since Berkeley that Adrienne had explicitly talked about moving out. Then I stepped forward and held her arms. �Then don�t move out.�
Adrienne took a deep breath and looked at me sadly. �Ben, I�m only staying here until Adam�s gone.�
�And what if he never leaves?�
�Don�t say that!� She shook herself from my grasp and moved a quarter-turn away from me, hugging herself as if suddenly cold.
�I�m sorry.� I HATED to see Adrienne like this. She had turned from confident and collected into something so ... vulnerable. So beautiful and yet fragile. I hugged her for warmth and protection. �I just don�t want to lose you.�
�You�re not losing me, Ben. This is all so that�I�don�t lose YOU.�
�If you don�t want to lose me, then don�t move out,� I said petulantly.
�Doesn�t work like that.�
I shook my head. I�ll never understand women, but sometimes I felt like I understood Adrienne even LESS than most. �So what prompted this?� I asked wearily, seizing on what little insight I did have. �You haven�t talked about moving out for weeks. Something happened.�
�I was never going to stay forever.�
�Still, what prompted this? Did something happen in the lawsuit?� I inhaled sharply and looked alarmed. �Did Adam run into you again?�
�No, no. Nothing like that,� Adrienne sighed, the air whistling between her clenched teeth. She hugged herself again, unconsciously thrusting her breasts up and distracting me. But her next words made damn sure I wasn�t thinking about sex. �Adam got a judge to issue an injunction. The execution of my father�s estate, the inheritance,�everything�is on hold while they hear his case. Adam�s not leaving anytime soon.�
I grimaced and moved in to touch her arm. �I�m sorry.�
�Don�t be. This was expected.� Adrienne sighed. �It�s almost enough to make me give in.�
�You can�t.�
�That�s what my lawyers tell me. One of them, this woman with three kids, I think she�s even more pissed off than I am. I had to tell them the story of why Adam left the family and now she not only wants to shut down this case without Adam getting a penny, but she�s digging into his records trying to find a way to get criminal charges against him.�
�Good.�
�Ben, it�s pointless. There ARE no records of what he did to me. No police reports. No medical files. Nothing.�
I shrugged. �Maybe they can at least get a restraining order? Keep him away from you?�
Adrienne sighed. �Maybe.� She started rubbing her forehead. I smirked, noticing it was the exact same way Mom rubbed her forehead. The more time Adrienne spent with us, the more she picked up our family mannerisms. She was even arching her eyebrow from time to time.
�It�s all just so exhausting,� Adrienne exhaled. �I know I supposedly have nothing to do but relax for summer vacation; but I feel three times as stressed out now than I ever have for a stupid test!�
I patted her arm. �You shouldn�t have to do this alone, Adrienne. Maybe you should let Mom and Dad talk about��
�No!� she cut me off. �This is my thing, not theirs.�
�You�re their daughter.�
�That�s the point.� Adrienne shook her head sadly. �As much as I would love to be, I�m really not.�
* * *
Daughter or not, Mom and Dad still treated Adrienne as one of the family. Even though she had not yet informed them she planned to move out, she had begun to distance herself from the core family activities, something which our parents noticed and made extra efforts to draw her back in. They thought she was just feeling upset with Adam�s return, and they went out of their way to shower her with extra affection and support.
One very important example was the family�s annual trip to Morris Camp. We were scheduled to go a little later this year, from July 5 to August 2, but it was still fast approaching and the legal case with the Dennis Estate didn�t look like it would be coming to an end anytime soon. Midway through June, Adrienne made her first big decision to step away from my family.
�I�m not coming to camp with you guys.�
Conversation around the dinner table came to a dead stop. Dad sat up straight and arched his eyebrow. Brooke looked confused. And the twins were ashen.
Mom was a little more pragmatic. �This is because of the legal case, right?�
Adrienne nodded. �I can�t leave until it�s done.�
�Really, dear. Do you think anything would be served by you staying in town?� Mom asked gently. �We�ll have phone access at the camp so you can stay in touch with your lawyers. And I think it would be good for you to get away from this town for a little while. He can�t come near you at camp.�
Adrienne shook her head. �Maybe. I thought about that. But I just couldn�t relax and enjoy myself knowing everything that was going on. I don�t want to ruin your guys� vacation.�
Mom glanced at Dad, something communicating in her eyes. She turned back to Adrienne. �You wouldn�t be ruining it. Everyone has things going on in their lives. And honestly, I don�t think any of the kids would be distracted from their activities anyways.�
Eden and Emma just frowned, wondering what the heck was going on. It was telling that even here, at home, they weren�t really aware of Adrienne�s legal troubles. Heck, they were too busy finishing their school year, being 13-year-olds, and trying to crawl into my pants. Even Brooke seemed only peripherally aware of the legal wranglings, since Adrienne never wanted to discuss them with her, either.
Adrienne sighed. �More than that, I couldn�t help but worry about not being�here�in case something does happen. If they call a hearing, I HAVE to be there. I have to deal with it. And I have to see it resolved one way or another.�
�We could always drive back,� I put in quickly. �I�d be happy to bring you back down here, and we could let the rest of the family stay up north.�
�No,� Dad entered the fray, his voice carrying much more weight and silencing everyone. �We�re not going.�
�What?� I barked in surprise, with similar exclamations following from the twins.
�If it comes to it, we�re not going to camp this year.� Dad sighed heavily and reached across the table to Mom, where they joined hands and squeezed each other firmly. Clearly, this was something they�d already discussed. �This is a family; we�re not splitting up. The problems of one are the problems of all, and we�ll stand by you, Adrienne, until this is resolved.�
�Dad!� Adrienne gasped in surprise. I found it ironic that she still naturally called him �Dad� despite her insistence on separating herself from us. �But you�ve been going for�years.�
�And the camp will still be there next year,� he replied patiently, giving Adrienne the calm, measured look only an experienced adult could pull off. �It�s not like this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity being missed out. We�ve been to camp before.�
My younger sisters were conspicuously quiet. They obviously looked forward to this trip each and every year; but it was a testament to how fond they�d become of Adrienne that they weren�t immediately protesting Dad�s decision. I, myself, had already decided I wasn�t going anywhere without her.
�You can�t just cancel it,� Adrienne protested.
Dad shrugged. �I�m still hoping we won�t have to. From what the lawyers are telling us about the case, there�s still a good chance Adam�s suit will be thrown out in the next few weeks. And we won�t have to cancel.�
�But��
Dad waved her off. �Besides, we still have the vacation time set aside. I�m sure there are lots of things we can all do together as a family right here.�
At first, Adrienne seemed to shrink in her chair. She�d worked up the nerve to make her bold statement about not coming with us at camp, only to have the whole thing snowball into�none�of us going to camp. I reached my hand out and dropped it on her knee, squeezing and looking at her reassuringly.
She blinked several times before glancing over at me, seeing the look of love, warmth, and support on my face. I made absolutely clear that I would stay with her no matter what. And as she turned to scan the faces of the others in my family, she was met with similar expressions. And at that, a smile crossed Adrienne�s face.
�Thank you,� she said softly. Despite all her insistence that she wasn�t a part of our family, it still had to feel really, really good to know that we were all behind her in this time of need.
I reached out with my arm, wrapping it around her shoulder as I pulled her to me in a hug, pecking her cheek with a soft kiss. �We all love you.�
She sighed. �I know.�
* * *
It was after midnight and time for me to go to sleep. But before getting into bed, out of curiosity I went to the window of my bedroom. The curtains were cracked just enough for me to see out across the street, and sure enough, there was the silver Ford Taurus parked on the curb, as usual in front of the Malicks� house. I�d seen the car start showing up for a couple of weeks now. It wasn�t there every day; but when it was, it was only at night. Initially, I�d thought that it was a neighbor�s new car or more likely a rental. After all, I didn�t think there were ANY generic American sedans on this street. It�was�Orange County, after all. Everyone around here drove a Japanese or European import, with the odd Lincoln or Cadillac thrown in. But never a Taurus. And I never saw one of the neighbors, including the Malicks, getting into or out of it.
Shaking my head and wondering what it meant, I finally dropped into bed and went to sleep.
* * *
The last week of June turned out to be the most dramatically intense week of my life. I�d lived through my cheating problems in High School. I�d dealt with Dawn�s rape. And I�d gone through my Adrienne drama at the same time as the Drew Walker incident with Brooke. This turned out to be far scarier.
But before the fit hit the shan, I had one day of fun: Adrienne�s birthday.
June 21 fell on a Saturday this time, and the family spent the entire day together celebrating. We went to Boomers and played mini-golf. We ordered pizza and threw her a birthday party, despite Adrienne insisting that she was nineteen and too old for birthday parties.
But after Adrienne had blown out the candles and made her wish, the older teens packed up and made ready to leave for Adrienne�s more �adult� party.
Mizuho had driven a big Lexus LX470 that sat seven, and she loaded in Adrienne, myself, Candy, Heather, and Lynne for the drive out to her dad�s place in Newport. And with enough begging, Brooke managed to wrangle permission from our parents to occupy the seventh seat. She was 17 now, and thrilled to be coming along with the �big� kids.
I was pretty excited as well. I was sitting in an SUV with six beautiful babes, all of whom I�d had sex with. And if last year�s birthday party was any indication, I�d soon be reacquainting Mr. Happy with their nubile bodies.
Only two things might have stood in the way, but both of them had been resolved. The first was Adrienne�s commitment to monogamy with Grace. All this time, she�d kept her word by not having sexual contact with anyone else, managing to keep her libido in check and helped in that her usual temptations like Candy, Heather, and Brooke respected her commitment. But Adrienne had been keeping Grace informed about everything going on in her life, especially the Adam-situation. And after all the stress, it had been Grace�s idea to let Adrienne blow off some steam for one night, as long as Adrienne promised it would just be the one night.
Second could have been Brooke. But after some short discussions, we realized she wouldn�t be a deterrent to the sexual activities. After all, every one of the girls had been made aware of my less-than-appropriate relationship with my little sister, with Candy, Heather, and Lynne having been brought into the secret during the resolution of Adrienne�s and my �nottogetherness�, and all seemed accepting of it. We were all friends and they knew me well enough to have an open mind.
Mizuho, of course, had actually participated in an incestuous foursome with us, although�that�wasn�t public knowledge. Only Adrienne and Mizuho had ever actually seen the little nymphomaniac in action, but from the tension in the air, the others wouldn�t have to wait long.
Soon enough, the seven of us were streaming through the huge crystal-clear front doors and into the massive Newport Coast mansion. We wound up in the Solarium, staring in awe at the breathtaking view of the Pacific Ocean far below. With the walls of windows and even the ceiling of transparent glass, I finally got to the see the brilliance of sunset from our perch atop the elevated bluff.
It�s strange now, looking back at that night. We were so carefree, so happy. For a few hours, Adrienne forgot about her life, forgot about Adam, and even forgot about her place in my family. She had absolutely no idea that this night nearly became her very LAST birthday. I had absolutely no idea that I very nearly never saw another one of mine.
It was better that we didn�t know. Not knowing let us just cut loose for an evening, enjoying all of the pleasures we could find that night. And even if our lives�had�ended the following week, at least we would have died having experienced one final out of control party.
Chatting while enjoying the sunset view was accompanied by lots of drinking. Lots of drinking led to Candy�s suggestion to play strip poker. And strip poker inevitably led to sex.
I won�t bother you with the details of the poker game. Suffice to say, everyone ended up getting naked, which was even more of a thrill once the sun went down and we felt gloriously exposed in this massive room made of glass. Mizuho assured us no one on Earth could possibly see us due to the angles. But we always had to wonder if there was anyone floating above the Earth in a helicopter with a powerful zoom lens or anything like that.
Also, as with any stripping game, people didn�t get naked at the same rate. Those who wound up without any more clothing to give up had to perform tasks to remain in the game. Lynne, as always, felt a little awkward at first. But with judicious use of tequila, she quickly found her courage and got herself into the mood to re-practice her developing Sapphic skills.
Brooke, on the other hand, was absolutely fearless in diving into her tasks, whether on the giving or receiving ends. She looked around and saw five gorgeous babes, three of whom were brand new to her. My little sister stared at them as if she was a predator lioness and they were the juiciest steaks imaginable. In fact, it was actually Candy, Heather, and Lynne who were initially nervous about�her. But they quickly found she was an adept kisser and even better with her tongue in ... other ... places.
Later on, I�m not sure which sent the room into a tizzy more: a gaming outcome which required Brooke to go down on me, or an outcome which required�me�to go down on�Adrienne. Either way, I won. Listening to the girls oohing and ahhing when Brooke slurped my dick into her mouth only heightened my pleasure and nearly made me cum. I know Candy actually�did�cum, suffering a self-inflicted orgasm while watching my little sister�s head bobbing up and down my rod. I always thought that girl had a long-buried crush on her own older brother.
And while it would turn out to be my�only�sexual contact with Adrienne, that night, I was very happy to find that her pussy tasted just as sweet as I remembered. I also swore to myself I would never again wash my hands after I�d gotten to grope her massive tits. And she practically made me blow my load when she gave me a nuclear kiss in thanks for the orgasm I gave her.
Not unexpectedly, Heather was the first to declare, �Fuck the game� as she literally vaulted across the coffee table and shoved her tongue down my throat. At first, Lynne protested that this was Adrienne�s party. But beside me, Brooke simply took my cock in hand and aimed it while Heather straddled my lap and promptly impaled her juicing pussy onto my cock. I soon filled my palms with the perky asscheeks of the raven-haired, aqua-eyed beauty, guiding her up and down thrusts while she wrapped her arms around my head and pulled my nose into her big, bouncing bosom. And my little sister was right beside me, turning Heather�s head so that the two of them could passionately lock lips just inches away from my face.
Candy and Mizuho then moved to take care of Adrienne, Candy turning to Lynne and curling her finger. �Put your mouth where, uh, your mouth is,� Candy stumbled momentarily over the idiom. �We let you off the hook last year because Adrienne was feeling sore. Now we�re not gonna let you up to breathe until you make the birthday girl cum.�
Emboldened by alcohol and her own lust for the stunningly gorgeous blonde, Lynne simply moved to kneel on the floor between Adrienne�s spread legs. And then all I could see was Lynne�s soft brown locks, held up by a hair clip, as her head wriggled in Adrienne�s crotch. Candy ducked down to slurp one of the birthday girl�s pink nipples into her mouth. And Mizuho took the top, exchanging tongue-filled kisses with the birthday girl that smacked wetly in the open air.
The orgy devolved from there.
Heather shrieked her way to two orgasms while riding me before flopping off onto the floor and panting for oxygen. That led Brooke to follow the raven-haired beauty down, molding herself chest-to-chest on top of her, while the two of them made out and ground their pussies together.
I saw the opportunity and knelt between the girls� outstretched legs, re-fucking first back into Heather before pulling out, aiming higher, and burying myself in my little sister�s snatch.
Brooke screamed a climax into Heather�s mouth and I was getting close myself when Candy suddenly showed up next to me. Her blue eyes were aflame as she watched me fucking my sister, and she leaned in, stating breathily, �I have a fantasy I HAVE to make come true.�
A minute later, I was seated on the couch with Candy humping up and down my cock in a reverse-cowgirl position, my lips against the back of her shoulders and my hands reaching around to grip her big tits. Meanwhile, Brooke was completing Candy�s fantasy, kneeling between her spread thighs and licking her clit. The beautiful, blue-eyed brunette was in seventh heaven, getting double-teamed by a brother-sister combination, sending her into pleasure orbit while she screamed her pretty little head off.
Candy screamed even louder when she felt my spunk erupting into her pussy.
After that, Candy and I just rested for a few minutes, enjoying the view of what the other girls were doing to Adrienne while Brooke slurped my spending out of Candy�s crotch. For Candy, it was a period of rest. She�d had so many orgasms she appeared ready to go to sleep. For me, it was my first time watching Adrienne have sex since she was having sex with�me�back on our anniversary. And I couldn�t take my eyes off her.
She was glorious. Those massive F-cup tits (G-cup!) were firm and didn�t sag much despite her lying flat on her back. It helped that Brooke had moved over and was currently fondling them and raising them up so that she could nibble on the erect, pink nipples. Adrienne�s tummy was still tight and flat. And her legs were so long, creamy, and smooth as they extended over Heather�s shoulders while the raven-haired babe ate her out with enthusiasm. Only Adrienne�s face was fully obscured, since petite Lynne was currently sitting on it, getting eaten out in return. Overall, I�d forgotten just how unbelievably gorgeous and sexy she could be when aroused, and I couldn�t help but feel a pang in my gut watching her.
It didn�t seem fair that we could still love each other, still be attracted to each other, and NOT be able to have sex. Hell, there went Brooke, moving into a sixty-nine with Adrienne while Mizuho returned with a strap-on and started fucking Heather from behind. My own sister could still have sex with Adrienne; and it seemed like�I�was the only one in the world who couldn�t.
But I tamped down on my dark thoughts. Sex wasn�t a requirement for me to love Adrienne, and we were at a point in our relationship where she needed this separation so she could make a clean break from dating me. Only the poker rules had brought us together for that one momentary act.
Hmm, maybe I should come up with more contrived situations, huh?
But I didn�t have one at the moment, so I was resigned to watching Adrienne get fucked by the other girls around me. Believe me, it was stimulation enough. Mizuho had brought more toys than just the strap-on, and Brooke was currently working a pink vibrator in and out of Adrienne�s pussy while they continued sixty-nining.
Plus, here came Lynne.
�Hiii, Ben,� the pretty brunette said shyly. The lust in her eyes was unmistakable. Plus, Lynne was still toward the hetero side of that Kinsey scale, and I was the only male present. It only made sense that she�d come to me at earliest opportunity.
�Hi, Lynne,� I answered warmly, reaching my hand out to wrap around her waist and pull her onto the couch beside me. Candy just giggled, kissed my cheek, and then moved off me to go back and shower more pleasure on the birthday girl.
�I missed you,� she said softly, reaching down to wrap her small hand around my throbbing shaft. Her dark eyes focused on my dick for a moment before she flicked her gaze back up to my face. �You think we�d have found more ways to meet up during the school year.�
I shrugged. Stanford was pretty close by, but life had certainly been busy. �I missed you, too. I�m sorry.�
�I�m sorry, too. And you�re sorry. So now that we�re done with that, how about we forget about it and get to the fucking?� Lynne giggled.
My dickhead twitched agreeably. My bigger head nodded as well. Then I grabbed the petite girl, flipping us over to plant her butt at the edge of my seat while I nudged my new erection into her folds. She squealed when I flipped us and then moaned when she felt the pressure at her gates, her tight labia stretching only reluctantly to fit around my thick member.
�Will you cum in me, Ben?� Lynne asked huskily. �Will you spill your hot essence inside me?�
I grinned. �I think I can manage that.�
* * *
The aforementioned last week of June was the most dramatically intense week of my life for more than just scary moments. It was intense in both incredible high points and terrifying lows.
Sunday started off with the twins becoming absolutely livid with our mother.
�It�s not fair!� Emma protested at the top of her lungs.
�You�re being�unreasonable!� Eden yelled just as loud. They were in the kitchen with Mom while I was in the family room trying to watch TV. And every time they screamed my splitting headache was made worse. Ordinarily, I was very good about controlling my alcohol intake so as not to get hangovers this bad. But apparently (A) my sense of control wasn�t what it used to be before the breakup with Adrienne and (B) I hadn�t had any alcohol since Berkeley, which meant my system was a bit out of practice.
Plus, I was pretty dehydrated. After all, with six girls and one me, I�d been drained rather completely dry last night. I had managed a fifth ejaculation: Mizuho riding my dick while Heather sat on my face as the two of them pawed at each other�s tits and french kissed. That final orgasm meant I�d �spilled my hot essence� inside every girl present but Adrienne, but there wasn�t much left to spill. Brooke certainly didn�t get much slurping my jizz out of Mizu�s box.
The point is: I wasn�t feeling very well. I certainly had neither the energy nor desire for sex at this very moment, which was ironic given the topic the twins were currently arguing over with Mom.
�I am NOT putting you two on the pill early and that�s FINAL,� Mom insisted. It was a good thing Dad was out of the house at the moment, golfing with some of his business partners. I was certain Dad knew I was messing around with his daughters, but it wasn�t a subject we ever talked openly about like I did with Mom.
�But Ben absolutely REFUSES to have sex with us until we�re protected!�
�That�s the point.�
�But we�re ready! You�re not seeing reason!� Emma insisted.
�You�re not ready until you prove to me you�re ready,� Mom said as calmly as she could, which meant her volume was still short of yelling (barely) and all her annoyance was in her tone. �And throwing a tantrum is NOT going to prove your readiness to me.�
�This is SO unfair! I wish I�d never been born!� Eden yelled. Good lord, was�I�this annoying when I was their age? I guess this was the definition of being thirteen (and a half): Physically, the twins looked fifteen. Seductively, they could seem seventeen. But when they didn�t get their way, suddenly they were NINE.
The twins never convinced Mom to get them on the pill. But like I said, at least for now, it wouldn�t have mattered.
I think I�m going upstairs to take a nap.
* * *
So no, Sunday wasn�t the end of the world, although the twins might have disagreed with me.
Monday wasn�t the end of the world, either. Actually, Monday started off as a GREAT day.
�Ohmigod!� Adrienne came rushing into my bedroom, waving me towards her frantically even though�she�was coming to sit on my bed. I sat up in curiosity, taking note of the cell phone welded to her ear and the tinny sounds flittering out from the speaker. Her hazel eyes were bright and she had the biggest smile on her face. �Ohmigod!�
Adrienne looked right at me and beamed a smile. Then she looked down and nodded her head, her mind clearly going through the phone. �I understand. I understand. This isn�t over, but it�s a very good step. Uh-huh ... Uh-huh ... Okay. Yeah ... This is something you can tell them? Great! Okay! Thank you SO much. Uh-huh. Buh-bye!�
Adrienne hung up and then dropped the phone onto the mattress, throwing her arms into the air. �The judge dismissed the case! And Adam�s GONE!�
My own face lit up in a smile as I thrust my arms out and Adrienne gleefully threw herself at me, letting me wrap her up in a warm hug. I still had the vivid memory of her naked body, thrashing in the throes of orgasm while three hot girls titillated her to ecstasy, but I shoved aside those thoughts and concentrated on being happy for her. �What happened?�
�Ohmigod! So much!� Adrienne could barely contain herself. She had so much to say and only one mouth to say it with. �That lawyer I told you was going into Adam�s records? She did some digging and found out he�s wanted in Alabama, New Mexico, and possibly other states on multiple counts of lewd acts with a minor and sexual assault on minors, using different names.�
�What?� I stared at her, goggle-eyed.
�Adam�s GONE! They sent some cops to arrest him and extradite him to Alabama, but he took off! The judge dismissed his lawsuit, so that�s all done. And now he�s on the run. He�s GONE!�
�Holy shit!� I exclaimed. �So it�s all over?� I asked while hugging her tightly, holding her while she wriggled in my embrace and crushed those glorious tits into my chest.
�It�s over!� Adrienne crowed, panting out of breath. She sat back and brushed a lock of hair behind her ear. �I think it�s really over!�
I smiled, Adrienne squealed, and she dove back in for another hug. I wrapped her up tightly and she hugged me back so hard that we lost our balance, rolling over and onto our sides on the bed while Adrienne threw her head back and giggled in delight.
Hearing the happy tone in her voice and the musicality of her giggle, I suddenly felt playful and my hands slid lower to tickle her sides. Adrienne cracked up and started wriggling against me, laughing uncontrollably while also getting her own hands to my sides to tickle me back.
�Wha-ha! Hee-hee!� she giggled while we fought back and forth, escalating the tickle fight. Heads thrashed, bodies rolled, and hands were everywhere as we simultaneously tried to get to each other�s sensitive spots and twist out of the way of the other�s attempts.
But then Adrienne stopped trying to get away from me. Her hands went up around my head, yanking my face to hers while she rolled on top of me and slammed her lips against mine. Her tongue snaked into my mouth and she moaned heatedly while giving me the most explosive nuclear kiss I�d felt from her all year.
�Ohhh...� I couldn�t help but groan, feeling every nerve in my brain lighting up at the exact same moment.
�Bennn...� Adrienne groaned into my mouth, kissing me harder and even more fiercely than before.
My hands automatically slid upwards to grip her shoulders, only I found that my hands were sliding underneath her blouse and across her naked skin to get there. I pulled her and shifted to settle her crotch directly over the growing bulge in my shorts, and Adrienne instinctively began grinding herself against it.
�Oh, Ben,� Adrienne gasped, pulling her mouth to the side while I continued kissing her cheek. She was panting oh-so-sexily and my skin felt like it was on fire. This was me and Adrienne, doing what we did best. It just felt so�right.
�I want to fuck you,� Adrienne moaned. My hands tightened on her shoulders and my hips surged, pressing my boner against her pussy.
�Oh, I want to fuck you,� she groaned in an even deeper tone. But after turning her face and madly kissing me for another few seconds, she abruptly rolled off me and rolled off the bed.
�Adrienne!� I barked in surprise, sitting up and staring after her as she got to her feet and practically sprinted for the door.
�I�m sorry!� Adrienne whimpered as she literally turned the corner and started pounding on Brooke�s door. A moment later, I heard it swing open and then my little sister grunted in surprise.
I managed to roll to my feet and headed for my door, turning the same corner and coming to a dead stop in the doorway into Brooke�s bedroom. Adrienne was already half-naked, her blouse and bra on the floor while she practically assaulted Brooke on her bed. Clearly, Adrienne was hyped up with sexual energy and she had to let it out ... somehow ... just not with me.
�Fuck me, Ben,� Adrienne crooned as she rolled onto her back, now naked with those glorious tits pointing to the ceiling. For a moment, I had the urge to march into Brooke�s bedroom and do just that.
But I didn�t. Adrienne had her neck arched away and her eyes closed while she was gripping the bedsheets tightly. Brooke was now naked, a strap-on dildo buckled around her waist with the head of it pressing against Adrienne�s sopping wet labia.
�Fuck me, Ben,� Adrienne repeated, still with her eyes closed. She wanted me. She still wanted me. But she couldn�t really have me. And I couldn�t really have her.
I turned away and closed the door while Brooke leaned her hips forward, pushing the fake cock inside. And then as the erotic moans of two beautiful women floated through the air, I went back into my bedroom to jack off and dream.
* * *
Tuesday started off quiet. Adrienne made no comment about the previous day�s �almost-sex�. But she also made no comment about moving out, so I decided to let things just be as they were. We were cordial, but quiet, to each other for the rest of Monday, even at the restaurant when we�d gone out as a family to celebrate the end of the whole Adam-incident.
Since Adam had left town to escape extradition and his lawsuit had been dismissed, I harbored hope that nothing new would surface. As long as nothing did, we could all go to summer camp as a family. And once Adrienne was up there with us for a full month, I felt certain that I could talk her into staying with the family permanently, as well.
I then went out to visit with old friends. Now that my entire High School crew was out of school, we all met up at the beach as a group. It was quite a pleasure for me to see how much the girls in the group had been growing up. I�d seen them go from skinny, pre-pubescent 10-year-olds to very pretty high schoolers. And now that we were turning nineteen, it was amazing to see what beautiful young women they�d become. Elaine and Megan, while still petite, had developed full curves. Cassidy was becoming quite the stunner, her freckles only enhancing her beauty as her face had elongated into that of a runway model�s. Even Abbie and Allie were now recognizably adult females, no longer possible to mistake them for children. Abbie was quite the little hottie with her streaked blonde hair and Allie was quite a bit more �sexy� than �librarian�. Plus, even Stephanie Vo joined us this summer, the elegant Asian babe looking more exotically beautiful than I remembered.
And I got to see them all in bikinis. Yeah, it was a different type of group than Adrienne�s birthday party filled with naked cheerleaders, but no less exciting. For one, this crew wasn�t nearly as casual about sex and it didn�t seem likely I would be jumping into bed with any of them anytime soon. But I still had the memories of what it had been like to bed each of them, save Elaine; and the glimpses of skin I got and the various opportunities I had to rub sunblock onto them or give them backrubs were quite pleasant on a subtle level.
In a different kind of excitement, I also got together with the boys and we agreed that it had been FAR too long since we went mano-a-mano on a basketball court. Despite finding the occasional time to ball with Ryan, Matt, Kevin, and the others at Berkeley, I knew I was quite rusty. Kenny gave me his usual trash-talk and we all agreed to meet up on Thursday morning to play. I was eagerly looking forward to it.
And so I was in quite a good mood when I returned home. The twins were feeling frisky and we had our little playtime for an hour before our parents got off work. Brooke had spent the day with her friends, but hadn�t gotten a good chance to fuck Kenta�s brains out; so she was making eyes at me that indicated she would want to burn off her sexual energy later that night. And even Adrienne had gotten over her initial awkwardness over the previous day and seemed back to normal with me.
But then Adrienne dropped her bomb on Wednesday.
* * *
Adrienne told me what she planned, shocking me to my core. I had known this day could come for a long time, but actually hearing that she would announce her decision made me sick to my stomach. I very nearly heaved up that night�s dinner.
�What are you talking about?�You�re moving out?� Mom wasn�t too happy. This time, her idea of �as calmly as possible� was a full on YELL.
�Have you thought this through?� Dad asked a little more gently.
Adrienne had sat my parents down in the living room while Brooke and the twins were entertaining themselves in the family room. Knowing what was coming, I�d insisted on being present myself. And of course, the sound of Mom shouting had instantly brought my younger sisters scurrying to the doorway. So the entire family was together for this.
Adrienne�s eyes flickered nervously to the doorway once she realized she had a larger audience than originally intended. �Please, Mrs.��
�Don�t you DARE start calling me �Missus�, young lady,� Mom cut her off. �Not when you�ve been calling me �Mom� for the past year. Not when you�ve become a part of this family!�
�But that�s just it,� Adrienne practically whimpered. �I�m not actually a part of this family. I�m Adrienne�Dennis. I have blonde hair. We share no DNA. Technically, I haven�t even been your ward since I turned eighteen.�
�That�s legal mumbo-jumbo and�family�is more than just blood,� Mom hissed. �You�re our daughter now and that�s all that matters.�
Dad was a little more calm. �We agreed to take responsibility for you, Adrienne,� he said sagely. �That doesn�t magically go away with some date passing.�
�Believe me, I�m appreciative of everything you�ve given me,� Adrienne said placatingly. �But I�ll be just fine on my own and I can take care of myself.�
Mom sighed, shaking her head with a knowing expression on her face. �Is this because you and Ben broke up?�
�No!� Adrienne replied quickly.
Then Mom did what she does best. She leveled her gaze at Adrienne, boring her eyes into the back of the blonde girl�s skull. She folded her arms across her chest. And then she waited ... and waited...
Adrienne cracked. �Okay, maybe a little,� she blanched and turned her head to the side.
�Sweetie, you can�t just run away from your feelings.�
�I�m not running away!� Adrienne insisted.
Mom stopped, gave her the look, and waited again.
�Okay ... maybe a little...� Adrienne crumbled. Clearly, she had no experience dealing with a concerned parent and she was cracking faster than the twins would have. �But it�s so hard to be this close to him, Mom,� Adrienne whimpered. �I still love him.�
�I know you do.�
�But we can�t be together forever.�
Mom sighed. �I know you can�t.�
Adrienne perked. �You do?�
Mom nodded. �Ben loves you. And you love him. But more than that, you�need�him.�
�I do,� Adrienne said softly.
�But you don�t need him as a husband, as your partner in life. You need Ben as your rock, as that guy you can always depend on when things go wrong. You need Ben only sometimes, not all the time.�
Adrienne nodded, looking surprised. �Exactly.�
Mom leaned forward and held Adrienne�s hand in both of hers. Gently, she patted the blonde�s knuckles, staring down at them before flicking her gaze up into Adrienne�s eyes. �You need Ben as a�brother.�
Adrienne whimpered.
�And we�re your family, Adrienne. Yeah, we�re new. Yeah, it�s only been a year. And yeah, you managed to survive almost eighteen years without us. But were you really happy for all those years by yourself? We�re here for you. You are NOT intruding. And we DO want you here. Eden and Emma adore you. Brooke loves spending time with you. And you know Ben just plain loves you and needs you in his life.�
�Stay with us, Adrienne,� Dad added warmly. �We�ve welcomed you into our family and we want you to be a part of us, right guys?� He looked around the room and got confirming nods from his biological daughters. I nodded and squeezed Adrienne�s leg.
The gorgeous blonde exhaled slowly and hung her head down before putting her hand on top of mine. She squeezed my fingers for a moment before turning to me, abundant moisture in her eyes. I knew, as Mom had also recognized, that this had nothing to do with Adrienne feeling like an outsider to our family. It was only ever about her and me.
�Can we really do that, Ben?� Adrienne asked as twin tears overflowed her eyelids and began rolling down each cheek. �Can I just be one of your sisters, forever? Can you just be my brother?�
I sighed and nodded firmly.
�But you wanted more from me.� Adrienne furrowed her eyebrows. �You wanted partnership and family from me. Can you handle not getting it?�
�I have to,� I replied wearily. I took a deep breath and squeezed her leg again. �I love you, Adrienne. I want to be here for you, however you need me. And maybe this is the best way for me to do that.�
Adrienne hung her head and leaned forward. I met her halfway in a hug, her chin over my right shoulder and mine over hers as I wrapped my arms around her back while she clutched my biceps.
�We talked about this before, Adrienne, last year. You�ve got me. I�m your rock. As your brother, I can love you forever and always,� I sighed. �You�ll never lose me.�
�But won�t it hurt if you want me to be more than just a sister?�
I sighed and patted her back. �It would hurt more if you left.� I bent my head over her shoulder and fought back tears of my own. Strangely enough, it felt like I was breaking up with her again. �Just don�t leave me.�
* * *
I woke up Thursday morning feeling refreshed and rejuvenated, better than I had in more than a month. I hadn�t realized the tension I�d been subconsciously carrying around since my ill-fated anniversary with Adrienne. There had been enough highs and lows since then to make me feel like I was stressing and then relaxing it all away. But as it turns out, there was an underlying stress that had never actually gone away for that entire time ... until now.
Adrienne wasn�t leaving.
Yeah, we were still broken up.
Yeah, we still couldn�t have sex.
But she wasn�t leaving. Even though we were not bound by blood, Adrienne had accepted a place in our family, a place in our hearts. We�d rallied around her and made her one of our own, and she would forever and always be one of the most important people in my life. We would never again have to worry about losing each other.
Plus, Adam was gone. His lawsuit was over. Adrienne would be getting her inheritance. He was currently on the run to escape his criminal charges, and I sincerely hoped we never saw or heard from him again.
In little more than a week, we would be able to get away from this all by heading up on our annual trip to summer camp. Adrienne and I would have a full month to redefine our relationship, to figure out how we could love each other and come to understand each other within the boundaries of what we each wanted. Magical things always happened at camp. I knew with certainty that my newest sister and I would find our way.
And right now, I was going to play basketball again. I was excited. I anxiously looked forward to the competition, the rediscovering of how to play the game, and re-bonding with my old friends.
I was happier than I�d been in more than a month, happier than I�d been since my anniversary. I was living on an incredible high.
The lowest low was just hours away.
* * *
�BENNN!!!��Adrienne screamed so loud into the phone that I had to jerk my head away and wince in pain.��BENNN!!!�
I recovered enough to shove the microphone end of the cell phone under my jaw, ignoring the bead of sweat that dropped off my chin to impact against the silver aluminum. �Adrienne? What? What happened?�
�It�s Emma!� Adrienne shrieked. �He TOOK her!�
�Emma? What? Who?�
�ADAM!��Adrienne shrieked even louder.��He TOOK her!�
My jaw dropped. My skin went pale. And I nearly dropped the phone. Holy�SHIT.
Daniel Chen was right beside me, patting my shoulder. �Hey, man. You okay?�
I didn�t even answer him. The phone was back up in my ear and I was sprinting to my car. �Adrienne! WHERE ARE YOU?�
* * *
I didn�t do a very good job parking the Mustang. I didn�t really care, either. I just left the key in the ignition and the door ajar as I dashed up to the front door while Adrienne came racing out. She was bawling in tears, and Brooke was right behind her.
I wanted to freak out as well, but now wasn�t the time. I was angry and upset but remarkably clear-headed. I simply gathered my two sisters in my arms and ushered us back into the house. Dad was on the phone, talking to the police. Mom was comforting a sobbing Eden on the loveseat in the living room.
As calmly as possible, I sat Adrienne down on the couch and held her cheeks in my hands, forcing her to look straight at me. Once I knew I had her attention and she stopped crying for the moment, I looked her dead in the eye and asked, �What happened?�
Adrienne sniffled and explained, �The twins were going out to visit a friend a few blocks away or something. Eden says Adam screeched up to the curb, jumped out and chased them. The girls ran screaming, and Eden got away, but Adam got to Emma and tackled her. Eden was too scared to turn around and go back while Adam threw Emma into his car and drove off. That�s all we know.�
I glanced over at Eden, who was sitting with her knees pulled up beneath her chin, rocking and crying and looking absolutely scared shitless, no matter what Mom tried to do.
To the left, I heard Dad yelling in exasperation, �I�ve said it three times already! We�re SURE of his identity! My daughter has MET the guy! It�s Adam Dennis! There�s a warrant out for his arrest! He�s driving a late-model silver Ford Taurus! He snatched my daughter off the street and drove off!�
I felt my mouth go dry at the mention of the silver Taurus. Ah, hell...
Adrienne squeezed her eyes shut and hunched over. Brooke molded herself against my side. But just then, Adrienne�s cell phone went off. Confused, she dug into her jeans pocket, struggling a bit even though the phone was tiny because her jeans were so tight, and she showed me the display. It was a 949 area code, but we didn�t recognize the number.
Nervously, Adrienne answered the phone. �Hello?�
�It�s me,� Adam�s voice came through menacingly, just loud enough for me to hear.
�Oh, God...� Adrienne whimpered. She paled and just about dropped the phone.
Just before it tumbled from her grasp, I snatched it out of the air and pressed it to my ear. Brooke was hurriedly asking, �Who is it?� But I just waved her off and listened.
�You come to me, Punkin, alone, and I�ll let the little one go. I just want to talk to you. But just you! If I even hear a fucking cop siren I swear to God I�ll kill her.�
�You sick fuck!� I couldn�t help but growl in response. �You expect us to believe you�ll really let Emma go?�
�Who is this? Ah, the boyfriend?� Adam snickered. In the background, I heard Emma scream, �BEN!�
I gritted my teeth and squeezed my eyes shut at the sound of Emma�s voice. At least she sounded alright.
�Tell you what, boyfriend: You can come too. I�ll give you your little sister, I swear. But I just HAVE to talk to MY little sister. But remember, no cops. And you two come alone. If I have any reason to think you�re bringing any help along, I�ll make you watch me�rape�this sweet young thing before I slit her throat.�
�Where are you?� I gruffed.
�Tustin. Red Hill and El Camino. The Key Inn. I�ll be watching. I see a cop and you�ll find nothing but a dead little girl. You take too long to get here and I�ll know you�re setting something up.�
�What room?� I asked, but he�d already hung up.
I should have thought about things more clearly. I probably should have still called the cops. At the very least, I should have told my parents.
But I was nineteen and impulsive. And I HAD to rescue my sister.
So I grabbed Adrienne�s elbow and ran out the door.
* * *
I pulled off El Camino and into the small parking lot of the Key Inn. The place was a hop, skip, and a jump away from Red Hill and access to the 5 Freeway in both directions. I rolled along until I saw a familiar silver Taurus, and then immediately glanced around looking at doors at the two-story strip motel. Just then, I saw Adam come out and stand at the railing on the second level. I immediately opened my door and poked my head out as I double-parked the car. Adrienne was quickly getting out of the other side. Adam saw us and then he rapidly backed away toward the open door, scanning the street for any signs that we were being followed.
I ran around the car, grabbed Adrienne�s hand, and we headed for the stairs.
Now up until this point, I had been relatively calm over the whole situation. Yeah, Adam had threatened to kill Emma if we brought police with us, but I�d thought those were just idle threats to ensure we came alone. There was nothing to make me think Adam was a particularly violent person, or that this was a situation that couldn�t be handled with an intense conversation. He�d made it clear he wanted to meet with Adrienne, and kidnapping Emma had simply been his means for getting her to come.
So I was surprised as all hell when I turned to enter through the open motel doorway and came face to face with the barrel of a gun. I stopped dead in my tracks and nearly soiled myself.
He had a gun.
He had a fucking�gun. Not some toy kids played with. This was a real fucking GUN. I have no idea what kind of gun it was. It was big. It was black. And did I mention it was a fucking GUN? I�d never even SEEN someone actually holding and aiming a gun in real life before. And this one was pointed at ME.
But after another second, the gun tracked to Adrienne. �Stay right there, Punkin,� he said almost sweetly, gesturing to her feet with the gun. Adrienne rooted in her spot.
�You,� he pointed at me. �You can have your sister.�
My baby sister was huddled on the furthest of the two double beds, duct tape wrapped around her wrists and ankles while she sat with her knees pulled up to her chest. Another piece was across her mouth, gagging her. I moved quickly, perhaps too quickly. And as I moved forward I found the gun barrel quickly aiming back at me. �Whoa, whoa,� I held my hands up defensively.
�Don�t come at me,� Adam said crossly. �Climb over the bed.�
I did as he asked, getting onto the nearest bed and knee-walking my way across it, still with my hands in the air. At the same time, I grimaced and mentally cursed myself for being so stupid as to not tell anyone where we were going. I hadn�t wanted police or anyone following us so as not to alarm Adam, but now that he had a gun on us, I�seriously�wished someone had been following us. Hell, the guy could potentially kill us and get onto the freeway before anyone realized what had happened. This was REALLY poor planning on my part. But in my defense, I never�dreamed�it would escalate to anything like this.
Once I got to Emma, I reached out to begin peeling off the duct tape. But Adam cocked the gun and growled, �The tape stays on.�
Adrienne started moving forward.
�I said �don�t move�,� Adam barked, turning to re-aim at his sister.
With a preternatural calmness, Adrienne slowly turned to her older brother and said, �You promised you would let her go.�
�Not yet,� he growled.
�Yes,�right now. You�re not going to shoot me, Adam,� Adrienne said softly. Hopping over the bed just like I had, she kept her distance from Adam and yet stared him down the entire time. And then she moved forward to take the tape off Emma�s mouth, interposing herself between us and Adam. I bit down on my urge to move myself into a more protective position to defend Adrienne. Right now, it really did seem like he wouldn�t shoot his sister, and sighing, Adam just let us go to work.
To her credit, Emma barely whimpered once her mouth was free. She didn�t scream or say anything further. Adam looked visibly upset, but he didn�t move to stop either of us. He simply stood there, shaking slightly while both Adrienne and I slowly removed the rest of Emma�s binding tape one piece at a time.
Eventually, Emma was completely free and Adrienne pushed her in my direction. I wound up sitting on the bed while my baby sister crawled into my lap and quickly huddled up to my side, hugging me firmly while I wrapped an arm around her waist. She cried softly into my shoulder, her back to Adam.
Only then did Adrienne turn to face her older brother. With a strength, fire, and confidence as if she were staring down incoming-Freshman cheerleaders, she drew herself to her full height and asked clearly, �What do you want, Adam?�
�It�s simple: I want you,� he said plainly.
�Excuse me?� Adrienne took a step back, her eyes going wide.
�I want you, baby sister. He can have the girl. I get to keep you.�
Red adrenaline shot through my veins at that pronouncement and I practically shoved Emma off me while I got to my feet. �You can�t take her!� I barked.
Instantly, the gun tracked over to me and I saw the tension in Adam�s trigger finger. He didn�t fire, but he glared at me. �I can do whatever the fuck I want.�
I gulped in the face of the gun barrel. Adam waved it and said coldly, �You: stay right there.�
And then after making sure I wasn�t about to jump him, Adam returned the aim over to Adrienne. �As for you, back to the doorway. We�re leaving, Punkin.�
�I�m not going with you,� Adrienne replied harshly.
Adam shook the gun in her face. �Yes, you are!�
�We already established that you won�t shoot me, Adam.�
�The fuck I won�t!� He pulled back on the gun slide, re-cocking it and then aiming with both hands right at her face.
�Okay, okay...� she said softly, raising her hands. Adam was now standing by the motel room�s television while Adrienne and I both stood next to the bedside table in between the two beds. With her head down, Adrienne slowly began walking toward him to get out from between the two beds.
�Adrienne...� I whimpered, feeling helpless. Fuck it, man! I�d just gotten Adrienne back! I was NOT about to lose her again! Right in that moment, I wanted nothing more than to rush the guy; but some part of my brain was awake enough to tell me not to try anything stupid against a guy with a gun.
Apparently Adrienne held no such compunctions. When she reached the foot of the bed, bringing herself achingly close to Adam in the process, she suddenly threw herself into him, reaching for the gun with both hands and screaming a howl of pure rage.
�AAAHHHH!!!� Adrienne shrieked as she attacked him.
�Wahh!� Adam barked in surprise, throwing his arms up and shoving Adrienne away.
[BANG!!!]
The gun had gone off. And Emma was screaming.
Everything happened so fast. One moment, I was clenching my jaw and scrambling to think of�something�to do while Adrienne calmly walked to the doorway and certain doom. The next, the gun had discharged and Adrienne had been flung against the TV, knocking it and herself to the floor. And Adam staggered to keep his balance.
I saw Adrienne fall. Nothing else mattered anymore. I ran at Adam.
�ARRRRGHH!!!� I yelled.
�BENNN!� Emma screamed behind me.
[BANG!!!]
The gun went off again as I tackled Adam against the dresser, bending him over the top of it. A searing pain lanced across the left side of my face, but I ignored it as I focused on pummeling his head in with my fists or knocking the gun from his hands.
I�d been in a fight or two in my life. I was never very good at them, but I was relatively big and relatively fast. I basically flailed around, hitting him as hard as I could before I saw his gun hand and went to grab it with my left hand.
[BANG!!!]
The gun went off AGAIN. This time, flaring pain exploded along my left side near my hip. I cried out in pain, and far worse, I felt the hot metal slide out of my grasp. Adam once again had control of the gun. I braced myself and winced, certain that he would now be able to get in a killing shot.
But all of a sudden, the weight in front of me was gone. Adam was no longer trying to fight me; he was trying to escape. A second later, I watched him run out the door while I sank to my knees, holding my left hand to my side. And then to my great surprise, he grabbed the second-story railing and literally vaulted himself over it, arcing into the air before passing out of my sight.
There was a ringing in my left ear that drowned out a lot of the sound, but I swore I could hear shouting coming from outside the room, followed by the noise of police sirens in the distance. Someone had heard the gunfire.
Only then did I take a deep breath and look around. Desperately, I glanced back at Emma. My baby sister was curled up in a ball, crying in absolute terror. But she seemed to be unharmed. I couldn�t say the same for the headboard behind her. The wood was splintered from a bullet hole, only a few inches away from her. She�d been�that�close to getting shot.
As for me, I looked down and saw that there was blood on my left hand, where I was holding my side, and more blood spreading outwards along my shirt. Ah, FUCK.�I�d�been fucking SHOT! Plus, my left cheek still burned, and I raised my hand to touch it, wincing at the stinging sensation. There was more blood on my fingertips, but I wasn�t entirely sure if my cheek was bleeding as well or if it was leftover blood from my side. I�d gotten lucky with the face, but more blood was leaking out my left side and I was starting to get dizzy.
And then my eyes drifted to the right, looking at Adrienne. She was facedown on the carpet, her left arm pinned awkwardly beneath her torso and a broken TV beside her. She wasn�t moving. From what I could tell, she wasn�t breathing. And then I saw the blood trickling out from beneath her body.
Holy fucking SHIT.
Oh, no...
Oh, no...
Oh, dear GOD no!
I�d just gotten her back...
Adam had gotten away. Emma was crying. I was bleeding to death. And Adrienne might very well already be dead.
My world was coming to an end.

Chapter 10: Summer Camp

JUNE 2003, SUMMER BREAK
In retrospect, I should have double-parked behind the Taurus. Yeah, it would have fucked up the Mustang, but maybe Adam wouldn�t have gotten away. I supposed I was just lucky I wasn�t driving the Camry that was parked just outside and below the motel room. Apparently Adam had landed on its roof and partially caved it in when he�d jumped over the railing.
Health wise, I turned out to be alright. Yeah, I�d been shot twice, but the first bullet had only grazed my left cheek, giving me a deep burn that would probably leave a little scar for the rest of my life. The second one was a little worse. That one actually took a chunk of skin and flesh out of my side. It was my own damn fault; if I�d been in better shape, I would never have started growing a love handle to be shot and the bullet might have passed right by me. But luckily for me, there wasn�t much but fat and skin on that side, and apart from another scar I would probably heal quite nicely.
Emma was fine. The paramedics had checked her out and released her to my family, who had all arrived on the scene even before the paramedics got there.
Our family had arrived because Brooke HAD followed me and Adrienne, driving my old Corolla. She�d used her cell phone to call back to our parents and let them know where we were. In turn, they informed the police, which was why the squad cars had come so quickly. The cops hadn�t arrived fast enough to catch Adam, but medical help got to us far faster than if Brooke hadn�t been tailing me.
But most importantly of all, Adrienne was okay. She�d been knocked unconscious by being thrown headfirst into the television and then to the floor. The first bullet had not hit her, but had flown harmlessly away to embed itself in the motel room�s wall. The blood trickling from beneath her body was because her left arm had been cut on the broken glass of the TV screen. Thankfully, it was a clean cut and would probably heal without any scars. And the happiest moment of my life was in that fucked-up motel room when Adrienne moaned and rolled onto her side, telling me she was alive.
In any case, Adrienne and I ended up in side-by-side beds in the Emergency Room at Western Medical Center. Two detectives stood between our beds, asking us questions while we both answered in subdued voices. We were happy to be alive, and happier to have gotten Emma back. But neither of us was thrilled that Adam had gotten away.
Many hours later, we were back home with a squad car parked on the curb outside our house for protection. Somehow, almost everyone ended up in my bedroom to go to sleep. Adrienne was cuddled up to my left side, pillowing her head on my shoulder while I wrapped my arm around her. I tried not to cry in pain every time she accidentally pressed against my gunshot wound. Emma was in a mirroring position on my right side. And Brooke had dragged her mattress into my room, dropping it on the floor so that she and Eden could spend the night with us as well.
Mom and Dad checked in on us one last time. And then we five kids fitfully tried to go to sleep.
* * *
No one left the house on Friday.
No one wanted to.
* * *
The news came Saturday. It had started off as another quiet morning. Mom and Brooke made breakfast. Everyone ended up in the family room together, listlessly watching TV. Adrienne wanted to be somewhere out in the open, surrounded by her new family. I wanted to stay with her. And Emma wanted to stay with me.
Eden wanted to stay with Emma. Brooke wanted to be around all of us. And Mom and Dad just wanted to watch over us all.
Sometime around 10am, the doorbell rang. Dad picked himself up off the loveseat and went to answer it, standing up straight and asking, �What can I do for you, officers?�
All of us turned and looked as Dad escorted the two uniformed policemen into the house and into the family room. Emma crawled into my lap and pulled my arm around her waist while Adrienne curled up next to me. The lead cop saw us and gave us a reassuring smile, which gave me some hope. But then his face schooled into more of a stern expression as he zeroed in on Adrienne. �Miss Dennis?� he began gently.
As the only blonde in the room, it was an easy identification. Adrienne nodded and stood up from the couch politely. �I�m Adrienne Dennis.�
�Sergeant Langley. Miss, we have some news regarding your brother.�
�Did you catch him?� she asked quickly. After the whole shootout at the Key Inn, extra police resources had been dedicated to tracking the guy down. Around our house, it seemed like no one would be able to relax until he was found.
Sergeant Langley nodded but hesitated. �Not exactly. I�m here to inform you: Adam Dennis is dead.�
Adrienne paled, but her voice was clear and strong. �Excuse me?�
The cop held his hands out, gesturing for everyone to be patient while he explained. I hadn�t realized I�d been leaning forward in anticipation, but now I sagged back and squeezed Emma a little tighter.
�We received a call last night from a family in Santa Ana. I�m not at liberty to give out their names, but the report is that an intruder was found in the apartment of a single mother with an 11-year-old girl. The information I�ve been given is that Mr. Dennis is suspected of having molested the daughter for several weeks now. The mother and her boyfriend returned home early after a night out and found Mr. Dennis. Mr. Dennis brandished a weapon, but the boyfriend shot him to death.�
�Ohmigod,� Adrienne started losing her composure, and her balance. She sank down onto the seat beside me while I wrapped my free arm around her. She turned her head to the side, staring off at nothing while she went into complete shock. �He�s dead?� she muttered.
�Yes, Miss.� Sergeant Langley confirmed.
Dad moved over to him, touching the cop on the shoulder and saying, �Thank you for coming to inform us. I�m sad that it had to come to this, but I think we�re all glad that this chapter in our lives is over.�
The cop nodded and fished out a business card. �You can contact me if you have any further questions. And I may need to speak with Miss Dennis again if anything comes up.�
�We understand,� Dad nodded, glancing at Mom.
Sergeant Langley then tipped his hat, looked at his partner, and the two of them let Dad escort them out of the house.
�He�s really dead...� Adrienne whimpered, still in disbelief, while I circled my arms around her.
�He can�t hurt you anymore,� I said reassuringly.
�I hated him,� she muttered so quietly I could barely hear her. �I hated him with every fiber of my being.� And then she exhaled slowly, evacuating air for a long, long time. And when she was done, she still took a few deep breaths.
I merely hugged her and patted her shoulder.
Adrienne let out a final exhalation. �I�m sad that he�s dead. I never wanted to see him again, but I�m sad that he�s dead. Is that weird?�
�No, of course not.�
�Even after everything he did to me ... to us...� Adrienne sighed. �He was still my brother.�
I closed my eyes and squeezed her tighter.
* * *
With Saturday morning�s announcement of Adam�s death, I�d thought the most dramatically intense week of my life was finally over. After all, what else could go wrong, right?
Well, after everything we�d been through, I felt the need to vent a little bit, to talk about everything that had been going around in my life. Ordinarily, I would have talked to Adrienne; but she had been living it�with�me and for now,�I�needed to be�her�confidante.
A couple of years ago, I might have gone to talk to Keira. She was ever patient, a wonderful listener, and always gave me good advice. But we�d moved on from that relationship. She was building a new life and family with Sean, and unfortunately we just didn�t have that kind of friendship anymore.
My choice was obvious: Dawn. She wasn�t physically nearby, and I hated long conversations on the phone, but there was no one else in the world I�d rather talk to.
And more than that, I wasn�t totally immune to the knowledge that I�d nearly DIED. Adrienne had nearly DIED. Fuck,�EMMA�could have DIED. This was fucking serious shit.
I�d spent my entire life just bouncing from one pleasure to the next. Yeah, I considered myself pretty grounded after spending the first 15-and-a-half years of my life being the short man on campus, not being able to hold onto a date for more than a few weeks. Since then, I�d certainly been making up for lost time and enjoying a variety of sexual pleasures. But the simple fact was that�tomorrow, I might be dead. Tomorrow, there might not be any sexual pleasures. And if I died tomorrow, what would I regret the most?
The answer was obvious: Dawn.
She was my best friend. She was my destiny. She was my soulmate. And it would be a damned shame if we never got to really experience that together. Yeah, we�d been boyfriend/girlfriend for a little while, but only really at camp. And I had plans for the upcoming summer camp. Soon, it would just be me and her in that magical place. No Ryan around.
And I would win her back.
But that was down the road. Camp didn�t start for another week. I needed to work on a game plan anyways. Right now, I didn�t need the soulmate; I needed my best friend. I needed to talk about the shooting and everything and bask in my Dawn�s loving support.
She picked up on the second ring, exclaiming an excited, �Ben! How are you?�
Dawn and I had chatted, albeit briefly, over the past month or so. Mostly they were just 5-minute-long updates on each other�s life. But with everything that had been going on the past week, Dawn and I actually hadn�t talked at all. So while Dawn was tangentially aware of Adam�s arrival in town and the subsequent lawsuit to challenge Adrienne�s inheritance, I had a lot to catch her up on.
It turned out, Dawn actually knew quite a bit of what had been happening. Mom had been keeping Brandi updated on the situation, and Brandi had been telling the Evans family what was going on. Plus, Mom was probably telling Deanna Evans directly as well. But Dawn still didn�t have all the details.
So, I told her about everything that had gone on since we last spoke, going chronologically just to make sure I had it all straight in my head. I told her about the discovery of Adam�s pedophilic criminal record and his lawsuit being dismissed. I told her about Adrienne talking with my family and agreeing to stay a member of our family. And then I told her the whole story of Adam kidnapping Emma, leading up to the shootings and struggle at the Tustin motel.
�You got SHOT?� Dawn gasped.
�Twice,� I winced, feeling some psychosomatic pain in my side at the memory. I also wandered over to the mirror in my bedroom, checking out the dark burn mark that began in the middle of my left cheek and angled upwards to my left temple.
There was a thudding sound as Dawn apparently dropped the phone. I chuckled and waited, hearing the mad scramble as Dawn picked it back up and put it to her ear. �Ben, tell me that everyone is okay!�
�Everyone�s fine. Brandi didn�t tell you that part?�
�No! I haven�t seen her in a couple of days!� Dawn exclaimed. �And my mom didn�t tell me anything about guns or shooting! You got shot?�
�Yeah, but I�m fine, everyone�s fine,� I reassured her. �I was a little freaked out about Adrienne for a minute there, but everyone is fine. Emma was untouched and Adrienne just had some cuts.�
�What happened to Adam?�
I took a deep breath. �He�s dead.�
Dawn dropped the phone again.
When she recovered, I told her the rest of the story, leading up to the cops in our living room this morning. While Dawn had certainly had some traumas in her life, she�d never actually seen or been around anything like a violent death, and she was struggling to deal with that. She still couldn�t believe I�d actually been shot.
In the end, I tried to make light of the situation by saying, �I�m fine, Dawn. Well, I may not be able to go swimming with you when we get to camp because the wounds will still be healing; but other than that, I�m perfectly healthy.�
�Oh, Bennn...� Dawn moaned forlornly, sounding as if the world had come to an end.
�ReLAX,� I emphasized. �I�m fine.�
�No, it�s not that,� Dawn moaned in the same tone. �I was going to tell you today: I�m not coming to camp.�
Now it was my turn to drop the phone. After blinking a few times, I stooped and picked it up, hurriedly putting it back to my ear. �Wait,�what?� Dawn and I had been to camp every year for our entire lives. Eighteen years we�d been together.
�I know we didn�t put much effort into finding internships for this summer, but Dayna�s company wants extra interns and she recommended me. It�s a paid internship, I�ll get lots of good experience, and specifically this�ll really help make sure I get into the Undergraduate Business program. They made the offer and I already accepted.�
�You�re not coming to camp?� I complained.
�I�m sorry. But no.�
Some best friend. I�d just gotten shot and now she was�abandoning�me. When I needed someone to lean on, I leaned on her. But she wasn�t going to be there for me anymore. She was off to do her own thing. And after such an emotionally draining week, I just wasn�t in the mood to deal with this.
So feeling miffed, I simply hit END on my phone and dropped it onto my bed. A second later, I dropped onto my bed as well.
Three seconds later, my phone went off. I didn�t need to check the screen to know it was Dawn. I hit END again, and then just rolled over onto my belly to sulk.
This had been a�really�shitty week.
JULY 2003, SUMMER BREAK
My entire body ached by the time I switched places with my Dad, letting him take over the driving for the final stretch up to camp. While my entire family, Adrienne included, slept peacefully, I�d had to remain alert while piloting the family van up this desolate stretch of the 5 Freeway.
Holding one�s body in a single position for hours on end is enough to make anyone ache, but I�d been pretty tense to begin with. I hadn�t had an ejaculation in days, and didn�t even have time to rub one out on my own before we got into the car. And for a guy like me, not cumming for over 24-hours is a surefire way to get tensed up. Not cumming for 48-hours had me�miserable.
Actually, I wouldn�t have even had THAT ejaculation a few days ago if Brooke hadn�t taken it upon herself to give me some relief. Even then, she�d only crept in to give me a quick blowjob, just to take the edge off and let me get at least one night of good sleep. It was telling that even though no one was really in the mood for sex, my little sister loved me enough to do something solely to make me feel better.
The thing with sibling sex is that it only happens when all other needs, wants, and desires are taken care of � when there�s nothing else to worry about. Sibling sex isn�t about maintaining or building relationships, like girlfriend sex. It usually isn�t about love, affection, or support between siblings. No, sibling sex is purely about fun, about recreational pleasure. My dick and tongue had become Eden and Emma�s favorite toys to play with.
But the twins weren�t in the mood for playtime anymore. Emma was still freaked out from being kidnapped by a violent, imposing older man who wielded a gun and ultimately ended up�dead. It was all just a little too much for a 13-year-old girl to handle. Eden wasn�t much better off. Yeah, she hadn�t been kidnapped, but she HAD been chased and faced the survivor guilt of the twin who�hadn�t�been caught. The point is, playing with my dick was no longer their priority, and we hadn�t yet gotten to the point where the twins would see sex as a method of comfort.
Plus,�my�mood wasn�t conducive for sex. I spent all my positive emotional energy on supporting Adrienne, telling her how awesome she was and brave for charging a man with a loaded gun and probably saving our lives. Meanwhile, I was burying my own need to vent. I spent all my time�not�with Adrienne brooding underneath a dark cloud, definitely not in the mood for tenderness or affection. So even though Brooke was only marginally involved � and therefore not as traumatized � she gave me some space and kept her distance. As my little sister, it wasn�t her job to fix me, and I wasn�t about to push myself on her when I wasn�t right in the head. Sibling sex could only happen when BOTH parties wanted to enjoy it, for the right reasons.
But for one night, at least, Brooke decided she had to do�something. She had slinked into my room Wednesday night, wordlessly moving to the bed and then bending over to start tugging my shorts down.
�Brooke, you don�t have to,� I said gently, feeling guilty at the same time. My cock disagreed with me; it started hardening immediately.
�I know,� she said quietly. �Just let me do this for you.�
We both knew sex couldn�t make me happy again. It wouldn�t�really�fix the turmoil in my head. But a single ejaculation could bring me a brief moment of ecstasy, a few seconds when I didn�t have to think about my troubles. So I didn�t resist as Brooke stroked my naked shaft a few times before parting her lips and slowly pushing my head into back of her mouth.
Deep-throating me was something Brooke still could only do with difficulty. Her gag reflex was simply too strong, and it was something she only did on special occasions. This was one of them, and I whimpered at the pleasure as her lips pressed to the base of my dick.
�Oh, Brooke...� I crooned, moving my hands to her head and rooting my fingers through her hair. Her only response was to hum as she pulled back, breathed, and then descended once again to swallow the entire length of my cock.
I hadn�t had sex with anyone but my right hand in a full week. My last romp with the twins had been seven days before. Six days before, the kidnapping had taken place. From then on, my only ejaculations were the occasional self-inflicted ones in a desperate attempt to find enough peace of mind to sleep at night. So after a week without feeling the warmth of a girl�s mouth, pussy, or ass wrapped around my cock, I was on a hair-trigger to blow. And only a couple of minutes after Brooke started the blowjob, my hands tightened in her hair and I grunted out in warning. �I�m cumming!�
Brooke pulled back until she had just the head in her mouth, milking me with her tongue and caressing my balls with her left hand while jacking the wet, exposed shaft with her right. My abs curled up a bit as I grunted and then came, flooding Brooke�s mouth with an overload of cum. That was another thing with not having sex for a full week. My body was so used to producing a half-dozen ejaculations a day, I�d stored up quite the wad of semen, which was now firing into Brooke�s mouth so fast she couldn�t keep up.
My cute little sister swallowed as best she could, but her gag reflex kicked in after the third shot and I started splattering straight against her nose and cheeks when she had to pull me out. Those lines of cum dribbled down to join the rivers leaking from the corners of her mouth, creating quite the erotic masterpiece of creamy white on her tanned skin. And when I finally stopped spurting, all Brooke could do was smirk and try to crack her eyelids open without letting the hot spunk inside.
�Oh, I�m sorry,� I grunted and immediately grabbed some tissues so she could clean herself up.
�Don�t be,� she�d chuckled when she caught her breath and mopped up enough jizz to open her eyes and look at me. �That was quite the load.�
�I was pretty backed up,� I agreed. �Thanks, by the way.�
�Of course,� Brooke smiled at me. �I love you, big brother. And that was pretty cool.�
Cool or not, Brooke didn�t return to me before it was time to go to camp. She was busy making sure her boyfriend was well-fucked enough to survive their month apart. And so I was pretty tense again by the time we started the 11-hour drive.
But I had hopes for summer camp. After all, magical things always happened to me while I was there.
JULY 2003, SUMMER CAMP
The Evanses were home. Well, little more than half of them were there. I thought of how Dawn�s bunk had both our initials carved into it from when we were 8-years-old. And I thought about how Dawn wouldn�t be with me this summer for the first time in our history. I looked up to see that Jack and Deanna Evans were already on the porch, waving to us. Daughter DJ was coming out the door right behind them.
But that was it. No Dayna. No Dawn. It almost didn�t feel like the same place.
Once again, for the final leg up to camp, I was sitting in the back row with the twins using me as a backrest to sleep on. Brooke popped the van�s double-doors and hopped out, along with my parents. From my usual seat, Adrienne smiled at the cute scene of the two 13-year-old�s practically snoring on my chest, and then she ducked her head and hopped out as well. I took my time waking the rugrats, who almost crankily opened their eyes.
�We�re here, girls,� I said gently.
Eden sat up and started rolling her head around her neck, stretching it out. Emma turned her face to mine as her eyelids gingerly rose up. And then without another second�s thought, my baby sister wrapped an arm around my neck and pulled her face up to mine for a sweet, tender kiss.
I felt a mountain of tension rolling off my shoulders with that kiss. It wasn�t passionate or lustful; it was just ... nice. It felt like the affectionate kiss of a little sister. And when Emma pulled away, she blinked and smiled at me. �I love you, big brother.�
�I love you too, Emma.�
Well, once Eden saw that her twin sister had gotten in a solid kiss with me, she glanced around to confirm that the van was empty before pressing herself into me and giving me a wet smack of her own. Eden�s kiss was rather more aggressive than Emma�s, and I felt a quick stirring in my loins.
But my crotch waking up also reminded me of how uncomfortable I was feeling after spending several hours trapped in the back seat with the twins leaning against me. After Eden pulled away, I pushed myself up and went to hop out of the van. The girls followed after me and then the three of us circled around to join our family in greeting the Evanses.
Jack and Deanna made apologetic statements to me about Dawn not joining us this year. I�d had a week to come to terms with it, and just shrugged. What could I say? Then switching into their surrogate parent mode, the two Evans adults quickly started clucking over me, Deanna tracing the scar on my cheek with her hand while also making me lift up my shirt to show her how the bullet wound in my side was still healing.
Jack even remarked, �We�re surprised you all still decided to make the trip after everything that�s happened.�
I nodded and glanced over at Adrienne for a moment, where she was chatting with the younger ones. Then I returned my attention to the Evans parents and said firmly, �It was best for us to get out of town for a little while, to put some distance between ourselves and everything that happened. We love coming to camp and I think this vacation will do us all some good.�
My Dad nodded beside me and clapped my back.
Deanna Evans smiled and leaned in, saying conspiratorially, �Just you take it easy and make sure to heal up.� Her eyes darted over to DJ before coming back to me. �Don�t let the girls hurt you in their enthusiasm.� Her grin was unmistakable.
Right on cue, DJ came over to say hi and I felt both a flutter in my chest and a tightness in my shorts; the little kiddo had�certainly�grown up over the years. To start with, the fully grown 17-year-old blonde babe looked enough like Dawn to make my heart ache. Plus, her beauty and curves were put on enough display to make the stirring in my loins start its way to a full-fledged erection. If I wanted to be completely objective about it, the youngest Evans daughter might even be considered the hottest of the three sisters.
Even standing next to Adrienne, DJ didn�t give up anything in beauty to the older girl. Just a hair shorter than my adoptive sister, maybe 5�9��, DJ was both slightly taller than her sisters and yet slimmer, with the lithe, slender body of a model. Her curves were also rather imbalanced, as she probably had the narrowest hips of the three sisters and yet now sported tits even bigger than ever. I later found out she was wearing 34DD bras, drastically out of proportion to her 24-inch waist and 30-inch hips. It just wasn�t fair. Girls of her height aren�t supposed to weigh a buck-thirty with tiny waists and still have tits that glorious. And every bit of that comic-book figure was put on full display in a light summer dress, with a hem cut short to show off her long, long legs and a top that bulged nicely around her bosom.
I�d had�some�idea how DJ had grown, but the last time I saw her was back during Thanksgiving. And the clothes she wore then were for wintertime and weren�t nearly as form-fitting. In the span of a year since last summer, she�d gone from cute and sexy to drop-dead gorgeous. �Wowww, Deej,� I stammered. �You look�amazing.�
�Thanks, Ben. You�re looking pretty handsome yourself. That scar is even kinda�sexy,� DJ giggled cutely with her crystal blue eyes sparkling at me. Her sunny blonde hair was still in braided pigtails with a red bandanna covering her head, the whole effect making her look like the sexiest young country girl you could possibly imagine. I wanted to bend her over and fuck her brains out right then and there.
Deanna Evans noticed where my eyes were wandering, then leaned over and said to her daughter, �I TOLD you he�d like that dress.�
I turned my attention to Mrs. Evans and smiled, commenting, �The Evans women�always�look fantastic, no matter what they�re wearing. And that includes their mother.�
Deanna blushed and muttered, �Growing up into a silver-tongued devil, aren�t you?�
DJ just grinned at me and remarked, �You think you like this dress? Wait until you see my new bikini!� And then DJ glanced around at my three, well, four sisters. �Whaddaya say, girls? Shall we go change and do our best to give Ben a heart attack?�
Eden and Emma looked at each other with big grins before giggling and racing back to the van to start unpacking. Brooke smirked and followed after. Even Adrienne leaned in and rubbed my shoulder, a twinkle in her hazel eyes as she muttered, �Well, I DO have a new bikini I�ve wanted to try out. But I was worried it would be too scandalous. What do you think? Should I try it?�
I glanced back and forth between Adrienne and DJ for a few seconds, imagining just how their glorious bodies would look in the skimpiest of skimpy swimwear.
Yeah, this was going to be a good summer.
* * *
I�ll admit that measuring the girls� development by how they looked in their bikinis every summer might not be the most scientific process, but it was certainly enjoyable. Eden and Emma were now allowed to wear actual bikinis, meaning triangles of cloth with strings connecting them as opposed to the sports-bra and boyshorts-style two-piece suits Mom had them wearing before. Eden�s bikini was dark red, and she wore a color-matched scrunchy to tie her hair back in a ponytail. Emma�s was a pastel pink, and she had a color-matched headband holding her bang back while leaving the rest loose to fall down across her shoulders. The suits themselves were still relatively conservative, covering good portions of their bodies; but they still proved that the twins were growing up and filling out on their way to womanhood. And I couldn�t help but notice that the twins both had erect nipples that proudly poked through the thin material of their tops.
In past years, Eden and Emma would simply scamper past me and head off to find Ana Ramirez and Jenny Wong, their best friends at camp. But this year, the girls paused and preened in front of me, showing off their growing boobs, actual breasts light-years in development beyond mere �puffies�.
But when Brooke emerged, my attention immediately gravitated to their big sister. Realizing they no longer had my attention, the twins then left in search of their friends. I couldn�t help myself; Brooke had become a woman. My 17-year-old little sister, topped out at 5�7� but more voluptuous than Brandi, showed off those fuller curves by packing her 32Cs into a dark green bikini that pressed her tits together to create even fuller cleavage. And as always, her tight ass was absolutely divine and put on display by triangular bottoms that didn�t quite cover 50% of her buttcheeks.
Adrienne was out next, blindingly gorgeous and wearing, as promised, a scandalously sexy outfit. This one wasn�t even a traditionally styled bikini, but rather a one-piece (technically) that left her belly completely exposed. Tapered straps then ran up from her hips like a big �X�, covering her breasts and THEN crisscrossing at her upper chest before wrapping around her neck halter-style. This left her back completely exposed, and with her hair covering the neck strap, from behind she appeared to be topless. Also, because of the massive size of her tits, the fabric was pulled away from her body well before reaching up to her tits, exposing pretty much the entire lower hemispheres of both globes before just barely covering her nipples. And in that moment, broken-up or not, sister or not, I could think of nothing but tackling her and running my tongue along the undersides of her fabulous tits.
�Wow, Adrienne,� I stammered. �I�love�the suit. When the hell did you get it?� She had barely gone out without me since we�d come home from Berkeley.
�Oh, this thing?� Adrienne twisted coyly, profiling herself for maximum sex appeal while thrusting out her chest. The effect only stretched the fabric taut against her body, making the empty gap beneath her breasts even more obvious. My eyes were obviously drawn to her breasts, as were Brooke�s, and Adrienne simply giggled as we ogled her quite openly.
Adrienne finally flicked her eyes back to me. �I bought it on Telegraph a few months ago, planning to bring it to camp this year. When I first saw it in the store, I just stood there for like five minutes imagining the expression on my boyfriend�s face.�
I stood there, whole-heartedly admiring her mind-blowing figure.
Adrienne sighed. �You�re not my boyfriend anymore, but it�s nice to know I can still turn your head.�
I glanced up at her. My agreement to just be like a brother to her or not, I let my lust for her body shine through my eyes. �Always, Adrienne.� I grinned. �Forever and always.� For a moment, I really was about to jump her.
Only one thing stopped me from doing so, and that was DJ emerging from the other cabin. If my dick hadn�t been hard already from the twins, Brooke, and then Adrienne, I swore the thing could break through steel once I saw DJ�s bikini, which seemed like something out of the Wicked Weasel catalog Kenny had once shown me.
With no older sisters present to keep her in check, the 17-year-old blonde bombshell had sought to top even Adrienne by wearing a thong bikini bottom in lime green, a stark contrast to her nicely tanned body. The tiny triangle in front�barely�covered her pussy lips and simultaneously proved she was shaven completely bare. I figured if she leaned forward just right, her slit would become exposed. The rest of it was little more than dental floss, completely exposing her ass it all it�s perky glory. And the top wasn�t much better. Technically, there was more fabric than mere triangles over her nipples, but not by much. The lime green material was still in triangles, but vertically-elongated triangles that started as a point at the tops of her breasts and widened, just a little, all the way down to the bottoms of her breasts to meet the string that wrapped in a perfect circle around her upper torso. Each triangle wasn�t much wider than each areola, a fact proven by the hard nipples making obvious points in the material. And the whole ensemble was so thin and sheer that I just KNEW it would become absolutely see-thru once it got wet.
Last year, I�d been so overstimulated that I literally had dragged Adrienne into our cabin and fucked the shit out of her. Today, after having gone over a week without sex and several days without even an ejaculation, I found myself on the verge of doing the same ... to DJ this time.
But this year, Jack and Deanna Evans were still home. �DJ!� Jack barked. �Oh, HELL no!�
The blonde teenager promptly turned and whined. �But�Daaad!�
�Oh, no, young lady. Maybe when you�re twenty-one.�Maybe.�
Deanna jumped in. �Go put some more clothes on young lady.�
�Pssht,� DJ pouted. �It�s just Ben! And it�s not like he�s never seen me naked.�
�Perhaps,� Deanna reasoned. �And if Ben was the only boy down at the lake I�might�have let you wear that thing. But Ben�s not. And you WILL go inside and change.�
�Fine,� DJ moped. But just before she went into her cabin, she turned and winked at me. �I�ll let you stare at me in this suit later ... I�promise.� There was quite the seductive husk in her voice, to go along with the simmering, intense look she was giving me. And then the gorgeous blonde went inside.
I hungrily stared at DJ�s exposed asscheeks all the way until they were out of sight. And then sighing, I turned to start ogling Brooke and Adrienne. Naturally, my eyes gravitated back to Adrienne�s tits.
�Not now, Ben,� Adrienne sighed and folded her arms over her chest to block paradise from view.
�Aww...� I moaned plaintively at first, and then cut myself off as her words sunk in. I arched an eyebrow and asked, �Wait, does �not now� imply a �later�?�
Adrienne blushed and glanced away, biting her lower lip before coming back to me and rather obviously dropping her gaze down to the bulge in my shorts. She sighed. �Not now.�
I could live with that. I ogled my ex-girlfriend and current adoptive sister one more time. I could dream about �later�. After all, magical things happened at camp.
* * *
As I mentioned before, we were coming to camp a little later than usual. In hindsight, the extra week was perfect in that it gave us more time to recover from the Adam-incidents and for me and Adrienne to heal from our injuries. Not only were we coming a week later, but we�d also gotten caught in traffic when the CHP shut down Highway 5 for a hour to clean up a jackknifed big rig. Plus, we were delayed with DJ having to go in and change her bikini. Adrienne also opted to switch suits, realizing that her scandalously-styled outfit might�actually�create a scandal with some of the boys (and not a few of the married husbands as well).
So we arrived hours after our usual time. But our fashionably late entrance gave us perfect timing with two of our most special camp friends.
�Andrew!� Brooke exclaimed as we neared the lake. My beautiful sister peeled out and headed to the left toward Andrew Hemingway, the nice guy Brooke had more or less made her �summer boyfriend� for the past two years. He was a handsome kid, a year older than her but certainly not as experienced as my wild little sister. Brooke had even taken the boy�s cherry last summer. And from the way she leaped into his arms and started raining kisses on him, it seemed that the pair would be picking up right where they left off.
But even though Brooke had left our little group, it turned out there was another hot babe ready to take her place. �Hiii, guys,� a smoky voice drifted in from the right.
Adrienne was the first to turn and cheer, �Felicia!� She then scampered up to the gorgeous older brunette and the two came together for a giggling, excited hug.
Felicia pecked Adrienne on the cheek before turning and raising her silver-framed sunglasses up onto her forehead. Her large, expressive pale blue eyes went wide for a moment as she looked at the young blonde next to me and exclaimed, �DJ? Good lord you�ve grown up!�
No one looked more surprised than DJ when the 23-year-old fashion model hopped up to her, giving her a warm hug and a peck on the cheek. I still remembered only a few years ago when Felicia and the Dayna Evans were bitter rivals. Dawn was just barely on Felicia�s radar and DJ was practically invisible to the older brunette. Then again, DJ�was�growing up and besides, the pair of them DID have sex last summer during our post-dance orgy.
And then finally Felicia came back to me. Instead of launching herself at me, she paused and smiled while I initiated the greetings by saying, �Hey, Felice.�
The gorgeous brunette shivered happily at the nickname, a radiant smile quickly spreading across her face. And with a slow, deliberate grace, she walked straight up to me and pressed herself into my chest, wrapping her arms around me in a warm hug. �Hiii...� she hummed softly.
I was momentarily confused by the heartfelt gesture, but I smiled and patted her back. Felicia squeezed me one more time before pulling her head back and tilting her head to kiss my lips tenderly; and then she eventually pulled back. Sighing, the gorgeous brunette stepped away and blushed as she glanced at Adrienne. �Sorry about that.�
Adrienne just smirked and looked back and forth between the two of us. �Hey, no need to apologize. He�s not my boyfriend anymore.�
Felicia�s head jerked up. �He�s not? When did this happen?�
I shrugged. �End of school. It�s cool.�
�What happened?� Felicia looked in shock. Apparently she was of the impression Adrienne and I would be together forever. I knew how she felt.
Adrienne gestured with one hand to me. �It�s complicated, but I think we�ve worked things out.�
I nodded, reminding myself that it was best for everyone.
�Well...� In a split-second, Felicia turned from surprised to intrigued. �In that case, maybe you and I can find some quality time together over the next few weeks,� the gorgeous brunette drawled seductively while sidling back up to me, a sultry smile on her face. But her eyes darted to my right, toward DJ, and she abruptly came to a dead stop. �Or maybe not.�
I looked to my right as well and saw DJ glaring at Felicia with a clear �Back off, bitch!� expression, and Felicia backed off. At almost the same moment, DJ came up and practically tried to melt herself around my right arm.
Chuckling, Felicia then turned to Adrienne. �I see some things never change, though.�
Adrienne smiled enigmatically back at the older girl. And then she crooked her arm out to Felicia, saying, �Come on and let�s find somewhere to sun ourselves. I�m sure Ben would love to rub some sunblock on the three of us.�
DJ squeezed me and chirped. �I�m first!�
* * *
I awoke when my arm banged onto the floor. It was a good thing to, since the arm broke my fall and helped me avoid banging my face into the floor. Almost immediately, I rolled and then sat up, my eyes darting around the cabin looking for signs of danger.
All I found were giggling little sisters. Eden was perched on my bunk, cackling evilly.
�Eden!� I barked as I sat up, rubbing my arm. �You can really HURT someone like that!�
�Pssh. C�mon, it�s carpet,� my 13-year-old baby sister waved me off. �Anyways, you�re gonna be late for breakfast.�
Then Emma dropped down onto my lap, her hands going to my shoulders and pinning me flat on my back across the floor. �On the other hand, we�re all alone right now.� My other baby sister settled her crotch over my morning erection and started grinding herself against it. �Maybe there are other things we could do...�
I groaned and lay the back of my head on the floor for a moment, enjoying the feeling of a cute girl rubbing herself on my dick. But I reached up to grip Emma�s hips and lifted her clear of me. �I wish. But we�ve got to get to breakfast before the food�s all gone. I�m hungry.�
�Yeah, c�mon Em,� Eden said. �We gotta meet up with Ana and Jenny.�
Emma frowned but got up. I turned to look for my clothes and reached for them. But when I sat back on my bunk and started undressing, I realized the twins were sitting on Brooke�s bunk across from me just watching intently. �You gonna sit there and stare?�
�Yup,� Emma smirked, her eyes dancing. Eden nodded in confirmation with that evil grin on her face again. I just sighed and pulled my shirt over my head. I�d showered the previous night, so I�d slept in a clean pair of boxers. But just to tease the girls, I changed my shorts as well. The girls giggling when my dick came into view ensured that my morning wood wasn�t going to go soft just yet.
Along the way, I glanced around the room and realized that Adrienne�s bunk was completely made, as if she�d either remade the bed before leaving, or... �Did Adrienne come back last night?� I asked the girls.
Eden shrugged. �Dunno. But she wasn�t here when we woke up.�
I smiled to myself as naughty thoughts came to mind. I wasn�t terribly worried. Adrienne was nineteen and could take care of herself. And I wasn�t jealous. After all, we weren�t together anymore and I had no rights to tell her who she could and couldn�t spend the night with.
Besides ... if Adrienne had spent the entire previous evening with Felicia, I couldn�t be jealous over that. I might ask them to let me watch next time, but I couldn�t be jealous.
In any case, I let the twins escort me down to the lodge, the girls chattering non-stop in that early teenage way they had. Once there, I found that Adrienne had returned and joined the family. I arched an eyebrow knowingly at her and she blushed cutely while I took the available seat between her and DJ.
�Does Grace know what you�re up to?� I asked quietly. After all, Adrienne was supposed to be in a committed relationship with her girlfriend, her birthday party notwithstanding.
�Yes, Dad,� Adrienne mocked sarcastically. But then she turned serious and explained, �Nothing happened. Felicia and I got to talking and we stayed up half the night catching up. Rather than walk back, Felicia just invited me to share the bed. We were clothed. And no way were we going to start something with her parents in the next room.�
I nodded in understanding. But I did glance back over at her and lean in, muttering, �Well if you�do�fall off the wagon, promise me you two will invite me to watch...�
Adrienne chuckled and shook her head. �No need. Even if Felicia and I decide to do something like that, you�ll already be well occupied.�
I furrowed my eyebrows. �I will?�
Adrienne flashed me a wide smile. �Yes. You will.�
On cue, DJ rubbed my forearm and as I turned, she held up a plastic pitcher, smiling radiantly. �More juice, Ben?�
* * *
I found myself at a loss of what to do as I returned back to my cabin after breakfast. In years past, I would always meet up with Dawn and we would quite literally spend every waking hour together until it was time to go to sleep. Even last year, after the initial week and a half of Adrienne�s cold war with my best friend, Dawn joined us and we three then spent all our time together.
But this year? Dawn wasn�t coming. And as I walked back to the cabin with Adrienne, my ex-girlfriend/current sister informed me that she and Felicia were heading off together to do �girl stuff�.
�You�re leaving me?� I complained.
�Let�s not get into this again, Ben. We�re not even together anymore and you KNOW I do my own thing,� Adrienne sighed. �Besides, it�s not like you don�t have other friends.�
�How do you know Felicia doesn�t want me along for your �girl stuff�?� I grumbled petulantly.
Adrienne smiled and rubbed my arm. �In this case, �girl stuff� actually means TALKING. She and I didn�t spend nearly enough time together this past year, so there�s a lot to catch up on. Besides, if it�s your dick you�re worried about, you�re worrying about nothing.�
�What do you mean?� Actually, I WAS worried about my dick. I�d spent the last couple of years fucking non-stop at summer camp and I�d kinda gotten used to it.
�Hi, Ben!� a new voice chirped as Adrienne and I approached the cabin.
I turned in surprise and muttered, �Oh.� Yeah, I could be kinda slow on the uptake.
DJ stood up from the bench outside my cabin, dressed in her hiking gear with a backpack sitting on the porch next to her. Her khaki shorts barely extended below her crotch, showing off her long legs. The short-sleeved forest green T-shirt was both quite form-fitting, outlining her oversized breasts. And the hem was tied off in a knot, exposing her flat stomach and belly button. Her sunny blonde hair was in its usual pigtails, with a matching green bandanna covering her head now. And in her hiking boots, the girl looked both athletically tomboyish and mouth-wateringly sexy at the same time.
�DJ!� I exclaimed. �What�s the deal? Where�s Brooke?�
The cute younger girl flashed me a brilliant smile full of sparkling white teeth and said, �She�s meeting up with Andrew today. That means I�m free to go �hiking� with you!�
There was a rather obvious innuendo in DJ�s voice. �Hiking?� I repeated.
�Yeah...�hiking,� DJ giggled, which made her tits wobble enticingly. �Just like you and Dawn used to do.�
I knew exactly what Dawn and I used to do on our hikes. My cock practically sprung to attention right then and there. But still I hesitated. �Uh, I�m sure you don�t mean�exactly�the way Dawn and I used to do.�
�Oh, no. I do mean�exactly.� There was no mistaking the predatory expression on DJ�s face.
�See?� Adrienne clapped me on my back. �You were worried about nothing.�
* * *
�Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck,� DJ chanted happily in a doggy-position while I held her hip with my left hand, pumping her rapidly as my thick dick stretched the blonde 17-year-old�s tight snatch. My right hand was holding both of her braided pigtails together, not tugging but just giving her a little reminder every time she wanted to lower her head and thrust herself back against me.
As always, her tight vaginal walls seemed to be pulsing against me with a steady [bu-BUMP] [bu-BUMP], matching her heartbeat. It was simply incredible the way her pussy pulsed like that. Of all the girls I�d ever been with, none of them ever felt quite like DJ. And even though�I�was the one who got to fuck her right now, I found that I envied whatever lovers she�d had other than me.
Presently, I could feel the red-hot teenager was ramping up to an orgasm. Her pussy muscles had started spasming around me regularly, intervals that were shortening and shortening while her breathing and chanting similarly sped up. �Oh, gawwwd,� DJ groaned as she approached detonation. And then she howled, �I�m gonna cum!�
I carefully controlled my thrusts, timing myself to her body�s cues. I let my left hand drift back from her hip along her buttcheek, readying myself for the final maneuvers that I KNEW would set her off. After all, we were basically doing the exact same thing we had yesterday morning.
Yesterday, DJ had led me on a hike to Dawn�s and my special clearing. At first, I�d expressed some hesitance since that particular spot had special importance and sentimental value to me and Dawn. But DJ told me plainly, �Dawn knows. She said it was OK.�
I had needed some convincing. �Really?� After all, I�d�never�been to the clearing without Dawn. Sure, we often brought other girls with us, but I�d never been there without my partner.
�Of course!� DJ had rolled her eyes at me. �I wouldn�t lie to you because then Dawn would rip my head off if she found out later. Really, it�s not a big deal to her. And she felt bad for quote-unquote �abandoning� you this summer. So she gave me the green light to keep you company.� The sparkle in DJ�s blue eyes was unmistakable.
DJ was probably right. Maybe I was overemphasizing the �specialness� of Dawn�s and my clearing. After all, it was just a patch of grass. And Dawn wasn�t even�coming�to camp this year. I supposed that symbolized the way Dawn felt about our relationship now. She was with Ryan now, and maybe things like our special clearing just didn�t matter to her anymore. I still thought it was someplace sacred, but like DJ said, to Dawn it wasn�t a �big deal�.
In any case, I�d been sporting wood since we started hiking and I�d started staring at DJ�s ass from behind, so I wasn�t about to argue the point much further. And DJ wasn�t much for arguing either as she promptly tackled me onto the blankets the moment I got them laid out and then set about ripping my clothes off.
So yesterday we�d ended up fucking each other�s brains out all morning and this morning was shaping up the same way. Yesterday, I�d bunched up DJ�s forest green T-shirt around her neck while gripping her big, swaying tits from behind. Her bandanna had fallen off her forehead to cover her eyes, blinding her to every sensation except for the feeling of my dick splitting her juicing cunt. Today, she was wearing white instead of green and skipped the bandanna entirely, having learned from the previous day. And as the sexy, stacked teenager tensed up in the approach to orgasm, I suddenly yanked back on her pigtails with my right hand and slid my left thumb into her ass.
�AAAHHH!!!��DJ wailed, just like yesterday, her entire back arching along with her neck as I kept tugging on her hair. Her tight cunt clamped down almost painfully around my rod, and I had to put a lot of extra force into my thrusts to continue powering my way in and out of her slender body.
One other thing was different from yesterday, aside from DJ�s attire. Yesterday, I�d been so wound up from not having sex in such a long time that DJ�s first orgasm had been enough to pull the cum from my body, forcing me to spurt my load into her before I really wanted to.
Today, I had my ejaculation control back.
DJ�s arms got wobbly from the force of her first orgasm of the morning, and once I let go of her pigtails she let her chest collapse down onto the blankets. Her knees started buckling as well and getting a good grip on her hips so I wouldn�t be dislodged, I let the rest of her torso drop down the blankets as she pivoted and ended up on her left side.
I grabbed her right leg then and moved it up, pushing her knee toward her own chest to give me a better angle to continue thrusting into her. And as I started pounding away, my pelvis impacting her tight asscheeks with audible slapping noises, the slender blonde began moaning helplessly.
�Oh, yeah ... so good ... oh, yeah ... oh,�yeah...� she moaned, her semi-limp body swaying back and forth with each thrust.
The pleasure built inside me as my skin heated up even further. I growled while hunching myself over the younger girl�s body, beads of sweat dropping off my chin to splatter against her naked skin. Reaching up with my right hand, I grabbed one of her big tits and squeezed it, reveling in the feel of her pebbly nipple against my palm. My left hand had never left her ass, my thumb embedded in her rectum the entire time.
That thumb gave me a fresh idea. I�d only ever fucked DJ�s ass the one time after the camp�s big dance, and as I saw her buttcheeks jiggling with each impact I decided I had to sodomize her again. So releasing her big tit, I buried myself to the hilt inside her pussy and held that position while reaching across her body to try and grab my pack without pulling out of her nubile body.
�Aww...� DJ moaned. �I was so close to another one.�
�In a minute, kiddo,� I huffed, still breathing hard. �I promise that when camp ends, you will NOT be complaining about not getting enough orgasms.�
�Ah, fuck yeah...� she crooned and lay her head back down while I successfully retrieved the lube.
I figured DJ had rested enough for now, and after grabbing her hips and parking the sexy young blonde back on all fours, I resumed thrusting while letting her also buck her hips back at me. Letting her do the work, I pulled my thumb out of her ass, coated it with Astroglide, and popped it back in. DJ groaned as she felt the slippery digit penetrate deeper than it had before. And then she whimpered when I pulled my cock free and took the time to lube it as well.
�What are you doing?� she gasped.
�Getting ready to fuck your ass.� And then I didn�t give her any more time to contemplate that as I pulled my thumb back out and quickly started pressing my rigid cock through her dilated anus.
�Oh,�shit,� DJ squealed as the mushroom head popped past her sphincter, causing her to clench up so tightly that I was prevented from moving any further. I quickly slid one hand around to manipulate her clit while reaching the other around to tweak her nipple. And hanging her head down, DJ relaxed her anal muscles and groaned as I slowly imbedded the rest of my thick cock up her back door.
�Oh, yesss...� DJ hissed. �You�re so fucking BIG!�
�You like that?� I grunted as I pressed my crotch right up against her buttcheeks.
�Fuck, yeah!� she barked enthusiastically.
�You like me fucking your ass?�
�Fuck, yeah!� She started humping herself back and forth, sliding my dick in and out of her clenching asshole.
�You wanna feel it again tomorrow?�
�Fuck, YEAH!�
�You gonna be my fuckslut this summer?� The rush of adrenaline was going to my head.
�Fuck, y-y-yeah!� DJ stuttered as she shivered, seemingly from a small orgasm.
�You gonna let me take you whenever the urge strikes me?� My own pleasure was definitely going to my head and giving me quite the power rush. �You gonna let me bend you over whenever I want and fuck you so hard that you see stars?�
�FUCK, YEAH!� DJ screamed, really slamming her ass back against my cock.
�Will you be mine, kiddo? Just mine for this month?� I growled. �No other guys. Just me. Just be MY cumslut.�
�Fuck, YEAH! YESSS!!!�
�Just let me fuck you every day, all day. Just let me fill you with this gorgeous, wonderful dick at every possible moment. Let me give you such ecstasy you can�t even imagine.�
�YES! PLEASE! YES!� DJ howled. �You�re all I want, Ben! You�re all I ever wanted! I was addicted to your dick from the first time you ever fucked me! Fuckme-fuckme-fuckme! Whenever! Wherever! Forget fucking Dawn and FUCK ME!�
DJ shrieked her pretty little head off, her whole body vibrating as she thrashed about, nearly dislodging my prick once. I had to move both of my hands back to her hips just to keep her beneath me as I lunged myself deep into her ass with every stroke, finally impacting her so hard her knees gave way again and we fell to the ground, my dick throbbing as my balls began evacuating their contents into her spasming bowels.
�FUUUCK!� DJ screamed again, her hands scrabbling at the blankets while I crushed her body beneath mine. Her hips still vibrated with her own orgasm. And she yelled �FUUUUCK!� again as my dick continued splashing her innards with hot, sticky cum.
DJ only whimpered one thing before she passed out cold. I was so drained from my own orgasm that it didn�t even sink into my brain until after she was unconscious.
But sometime after I caught my breath and started to push myself off of DJ�s sweaty body, I realized that she�d said, �Oh Ben, I love you.�
* * *
Whoa, whoa, WHOA! I rolled onto my side, breathing hard again even though I�d already caught my breath. I shut my eyes and shook my head rapidly, trying to jar my brain loose. Surely DJ hadn�t just said what I thought she�d said.
Blinking my eyes open again, I looked over the gorgeous babe�s slumbering body, sprawled out on her belly with her head turned towards me. DJ was a wet dream come to life. Her face was surpassingly beautiful, with exquisite cheekbones and crystal blue eyes. She had the lithe build of an exotic lingerie model, with the firmness of a teenager and full breasts that were just UNFAIR to the general female population. The 17-year-old girl was so achingly gorgeous and purely fuckable that I felt a fresh twitching in my cock despite having just spunked a massive load up her ass only minutes before.
And now she had just said that she loved me? WHAT?
My mind raced through my history with the youngest Evans daughter. My first conscious memories of her were as a 3-year-old brat who, along with Brooke, kept crawling into Dawn�s and my play area, ruining whatever the two of us were doing. I�d hated her back then. When you�re only 5, a 2-year age gap is an eternity. And DJ being a brat was a trend that continued right up until my family moved to Orange County.
If Dawn and I built a sandcastle, DJ and Brooke would knock it over. If Dawn wanted to pretend we were a married couple having a tea party, the younger girls would invade and want to join in playing our daughters or servants or something. If Dawn and I wanted to go climbing on the jungle gym, DJ would be right behind, dragging Brooke along in her wake.
Once my family moved away, though, DJ and Brooke seemed to grow up into their own independence. We only met up at camp, and the younger girls would set off to do their own things while Dawn and I headed off to our special clearing. Throughout my early teen years, I didn�t do much with DJ, spending time with kids my own age while she did the same.
Then came summer camp two years ago. DJ had just recently lost her virginity to a fumbling moron in the backseat of a car, three pumps and an apology. And having recently discovered her burgeoning sexuality, the barely 15-year-old girl set off to �do it right�. She talked Dawn into letting her join us; and from then on we�d been friendly fuck buddies. There were never any hesitations to consider each other�s feelings. There were never any concerns for how sex might change our relationship. DJ wanted to fuck, and to fuck well. I was only too happy to oblige her.
From what I�d gathered, DJ had then spent the next year playing the field, stringing along several guys without committing to a single one. And when we all returned to camp, the cute blonde had been eager to pick up right where we�d left off.
Of course, we hadn�t been able to go straight to fucking. There was all the drama with Adrienne and Dawn at the time, but once that was out of the way we went right back to being fuck-buddies. And the few times DJ wasn�t joining us, she was up to her usual Dayna-style flirtations, playing multiple boys at the same time without ever settling down. In the end, it had backfired on her, both her dates to the big Camp Dance leaving her hanging; but she�d joined up with me and my dates to cap off her evening anyways.
Then there was this past year. I hadn�t kept tabs much on DJ, busy with Dawn and Adrienne and Keira and Paige and assorted other dramas. The only time we�d spent significant time together was at Thanksgiving, when she�d seriously been looking for a chance to nail me but never found the opportunity.
And now we were here. Now that I was 19 and she 17, the 2-year age gap didn�t seem such a big deal anymore. And DJ HAD latched herself onto me pretty damn quickly. She HAD spent the entire first evening by my side, flirting, chattering non-stop, and distracting me enough that I never even noticed when Adrienne and Felicia slipped away. When we�d all gathered around the bonfire, DJ had made me wrap my arms around her from behind, holding her marshmallow roasting stick with her while she cooed and snuggled against me. And she�d left me with a VERY intense goodnight kiss that nearly melted my socks off.
Then she�d spent all of yesterday fucking my brains out. Even beyond the fucking at the clearing, DJ had pulled me into the shower at her family�s cabin, soaping us up and titillating me until I�d planted her back against the cold tile wall, hoisted her up with my hands, and screwed us both to screaming orgasms. Then while we were relaxing by the lake with Adrienne, Felicia, Brooke, and Andrew, the little minx decided to join me on my lounge chair and surreptitiously give me a handjob. It took quite an effort not to spray in my swim trunks.
All afternoon, DJ had been making suggestive innuendoes to me while not even bothering to try and flirt with any of the cute boys she normally flirted with. Ever since we�d arrived at camp, the beautiful blonde had been firmly attached to my side, publicly declaring me as her property. And even during mealtimes, her hand had remained on my leg whenever it wasn�t busy serving me extra food or pouring my drink or doing whatever she could to help me. For close to 48-straight hours, except for sleeping, DJ had been doing her best to crawl inside my skin.
And now she�d said she loved me. I had no idea why.
But as she began stirring awake, I figured I was about to find out.
* * *
I figured wrong.
Once DJ woke up, she merely smiled at me sleepily and then stretched out, making my eyes bug out as she turned over and let me ogle her naked beauty. Like all the Evans girls, she was shaved completely bare. And those 34DD tits barely sagged at all, even when she was flat on her back. I couldn�t help but bend down and give her a soft kiss, one that turned into a rather volcanic liplock once her arms went around my neck and tugged me against her.
The idea of asking her about the �I love you� comment almost flew out of my mind with that kiss ... but only almost. When we broke for air, I set my jaw and looked the pretty girl in her eyes. And then I said, �DJ, we have to talk.�
She giggled at the stern expression on my face, mockingly setting her own jaw and comically trying to look stern herself. �Yes, Ben. We need to talk,� she grunted in a faux-baritone voice.
DJ wasn�t being serious. I sighed and asked, �Are you really in love with me?�
She immediately snorted. �What?� The pretty girl cracked up and looked away, shaking her head. �Whatever gave you that idea?�
The way she said it was so dismissive and ridiculing that I immediately wanted to take back the question. No way DJ loved me. No WAY. We were just friends. It must have all been in my head. It wouldn�t have been the first time an incredible orgasm had fucked with my brain. I winced and blushed, turning my head away. �Uh, nothing, nothing. Just before you passed out, you mumbled and I must have misheard you.�
�Aww, Ben,� DJ sighed, reaching up to take my face in her palm. �You�re funny.� Then she grinned. �And sexy...� she husked as she raised herself up, pressing those glorious tits into my chest and tilting her head back to thrust her pouty lips at me. Her tongue came out to snake across her lower lip as she practically hummed, �And so fucking�good�at fucking...�
My heart fluttered. She really DID look like Dawn in this moment. And I seized her face in my hands and did my best to give her my best approximation of a volcanic kiss.
DJ moaned into my kiss and when we broke away, she started giggling. �And sweaty! You�re also very sweaty!� Quickly hopping up with a boundless energy that had always been her trademark, the gorgeous naked girl started prancing off the clearing toward the creek. �Let�s go skinny-dipping and get cleaned up!� Already her feet were splashing into the water.
I was still reeling from my very momentary Dawn fantasy, and when I looked up again, I saw that DJ had waded to the middle of the creek, the water only coming up to her mid-thighs. But she ducked as low as she could and put her head in the water, flipping her head back to send her wet hair flying and splattering droplets far behind her. She slicked her now dark blonde tresses behind her ears and then fixed me with a smokily seductive face. Did I mention I love the wet look?
�Whaddaya say, Ben? Have you ever fucked in the middle of the creek here before?�
I blinked rapidly, as if I were staring into the brilliance of the sun. Buck naked and dripping wet: gawd DAMN DJ was so sexy! And no, I never actually HAD fucked out in the middle of the creek before and I wondered what it would be like. As DJ continued smiling at me, running her hands all over her wet, naked body, I grinned and got off the blankets, wading out to join her.
This was gonna be FUN.
* * *
�Mmm ... DJ, this is dangerous...� I groaned.
�Mmph,� the cute, blonde teenager mumbled, her voice muffled by my cock filling her mouth. She popped off long enough to say, �Re-LAX. I told you, my mom and dad aren�t coming back here before dinner. And even if they did, you really think they�d care?�
I sighed and dropped my head back, accepting her answer. One side benefit to DJ being the only Evans daughter on this trip meant that her cabin was well and truly empty most of the day. Then I groaned in pleasure as the little minx re-inhaled my prick, this time taking me all the way down and using her throat muscles to massage my cockhead. And all further worries about parents flew out of my head as my brain began swimming in pleasurable endorphins while the sexy teen expertly fellated me.
It didn�t take long before I was painting DJ�s tonsils with my sticky load of cum. And as each jet of spunk flowed out of me and down her gullet, I felt myself floating away on a cloud of bliss. This had truly been an incredible four days of pleasure. DJ had attacked me with an enthusiasm and endurance I hadn�t experienced in a long time, at least from only one girl. In a way, she reminded me of my early days of being sixteen with Dawn, when�that�Evans daughter had first discovered the joys of sex at camp.
And then it hit me. �What day is it today?�
DJ furrowed her eyebrows and gulped, using a finger to wipe up the last traces of semen from her lips. �Huh?�
I glanced down at the pretty girl, seeing the confusion in her crystal blue eyes. They were so much like Dawn�s. �What day is it today?� I repeated.
�Wednesday,� she replied. �Why?�
�No, the date.� I shook my head. �It�s the 9th, isn�t it?�
�So?�
�It�s Dawn�s birthday!� I sat up suddenly.
DJ sighed and sat back, arching her eyebrow. �You just came a gallon in my mouth and you�re thinking about Dawn?�
I blinked rapidly, recognizing the tone of an annoyed female immediately. �No, no. It�s not that, Deej.� I quickly moved forward and kissed her, holding her shoulders tightly. �Sorry, just random thing popped into my head. I think this is the first of Dawn�s birthdays I ever missed.�
DJ snorted. �Do you even know when MY birthday is?�
I smiled. �Of course. April 16th.�
DJ went from scowling to smiling immediately. �You DO know!�
I grinned. �It�s exactly a week after mine.� Then I sighed and looked away. �I�ve got to call her.�
DJ frowned. �Call her? You never called me on my birthday,� she pouted.
I smiled and reached out to brush my hands against her cheek. �We were never that close, kiddo.�
�Still,� she pouted further. �It would have been nice...�
�Next year, I promise.�
�Really?� The cute girl perked up.
�Sure. And after that, we�ll both be at school together, right? You�re coming to Berkeley, aren�t you?�
�I hope.�
I sat up and started fumbling with my shorts, zipping myself back up. �C�mon. Let�s go to the lodge so I can find a phone.�
�Do we have to?� DJ whined. �We�ve still got an hour before dinner...� She leaned forward on the bed, planting her hands between her legs and thrusting her cleavage at me.
My mouth watered as I glanced down at the firm melons that had nothing to do with the upcoming dinner, but I was on a one-track mind at this point. �I�ll make it up to you. I�really�want to make sure I get a hold of Dawn.�
DJ rather nervously bit her lip, but she didn�t stop me from climbing off the bed. I reached my hand out to her, helping her dismount down to the floor. And then we set off to head down to the lodge.
* * *
�You can�t believe how happy I am that you called me!� Dawn bubbled into the phone. Ordinarily, I�m not a phone person. Things just don�t click for me when I can�t see whoever I�m talking to, can�t read the expressions on their face. But the joy in Dawn�s voice was unmistakable. I had no problem �reading� her enthusiasm.
�You�re my Dawn. And it�s your birthday. Just because you�re not at camp this year doesn�t change that,� I said firmly. �Still ... I wish you WERE here...�
�I know. I�m still sorry it had to be this way.�
�Don�t worry about it. If nothing else, I�m sure Ryan is thrilled you�re staying nearby.�
Dawn chuckled. �Of course. He wouldn�t say it, but he was freaking out about the idea of you and me at camp again. Last year was one thing, but ... well...�
�I know. It�s fine. Less temptation this way. Besides, your little sister has been quite eager to take up the slack.� I chuckled. �Seriously Dawn, DJ has been an absolute nymphomaniac. Girl hasn�t left my side for the entire camp.�
�Really?� Dawn giggled. And then with a thoughtful tone, she added, �You know, as soon as DJ found out I wasn�t coming to camp, her eyes got REALLY big. I didn�t realize it at the time, but I think it�s because she knew you were going to be single this summer. That girl�s had a crush on you for a long time.�
It was my turn to wonder, �Really?�
�Really. I once asked her why she�s never settled down with a serious boyfriend. At first, I thought it was because she�d gotten too much advice from Dayna about playing with many boys being more fun than just being with one. But DJ just said that none of the boys she ever met measured up to you.�
�Really?�
Dawn giggled. �Really. I wonder if I should worry about little sis trying to poach you while I�m gone.�
I chuckled. �Nah. We�re just friends ... well ... horny friends. The kiddo won�t leave my dick alone.�
Dawn laughed. �I�ll bet. And I�m sure you have lots of opportunities with my old cabin being empty most of the time.�
�We have. Plus, we spend a lot of time at the clearing.�
Dawn went quiet for a few seconds. Dead quiet. And when her voice came back, there was an obvious tension in her tone. �You took her to our clearing?�
I blinked twice in surprise at her tone. �Uh, yeah.�
�To OUR clearing?� Dawn said a little more harshly. �You fucked her in OUR special clearing?�Alone?�
�Whoa! Whoa!� I waved my hands, momentarily forgetting that Dawn couldn�t see me. �Wait a minute. DJ said quite explicitly that she asked your permission. And now that I think about it, she said you specifically gave her the green light to keep me company this summer since you were quote/unquote �abandoning� me.�
�I never said ANY of that!�
�What? Seriously?� I exclaimed a little too loudly, then winced and looked around, making sure no one was staring at me. There weren�t a lot of public phone connections at camp, just small phone booths in a hallway off the main lounge. And with no cell tower nearby I didn�t have that option, either. I just shut the phone booth door a little more tightly and whispered harshly. �DJ said she knew you�d rip her head off later if you found out.�
�I would! I will!�
Ah,�hell.
* * *
DJ immediately knew something was up when I went to join our families for dinner. She took one look at my face and hers went ashen gray. Then, when I moved to take my usual seat between her and Adrienne, she didn�t make any attempts to put her hand on my leg or otherwise get frisky and flirty the way she usually did. And I wasn�t doing anything to engage her, either.
I wasn�t the only one to notice the change in behaviors between me and the youngest Evans daughter. Mom glared at me as if I�d done something to upset the girl while DJ�s mom looked more curious than anything. And across the table, the twins were whispering to each other in hushed tones while not-so-subtly darting glances at the two of us.
After a semi-awkward dinner, we broke up to do our usual evening things, agreeing to rendezvous at the bonfire later on. I turned to look for DJ and saw her walking rather hurriedly away, and I called out, �Deej! Wait! Hang on!�
She put her head down and sped up her walking, so I literally broke into a run to catch up to her. We�d gotten a good distance away from anyone else or any buildings as I grabbed her arm and turned around right in front of her, blocking her path. �Hey, hey.�
�I�m sorry!� she wailed, moisture in her eyes. �You weren�t supposed to find out!�
�Whoa, whoa,� I held her from running away. �Find out what?�
�Don�t you know?�
I winced and took a deep breath. Sometimes I forgot how teenage conversations went, both parties making assumptions left and right without any real communication taking place. I decided to change that by putting my cards out on the table, �I just know Dawn didn�t give you permission to take me to our clearing.�
DJ blinked and just stared at me, processing that bit while also trying to figure out whether I knew more. �Is that it?� she asked.
�Sort of. What are you scared of me finding out?�
DJ�s lips pinched together so tightly they started turning white. Whatever secret she had, she wasn�t letting me know now.
I sighed and stroked her arm. �Hey, it�s me. You can tell me.�
She shook her head vigorously side-to-side. I frowned and let out a long exhalation. And as calmly as I could manage, I asked with sincere heartfelt emotion, �DJ, please?�
She just stared at me for a long few seconds, long enough for me to start thinking of something else I could say to calm her. Even though we�d never been the closest of friends, mostly due to the age gap growing up, we were still almost family and I didn�t want to let this awkwardness persist longer than it had to. But she beat me to the punch.
With a suddenness that caught me off-guard, DJ jerked forward and planted her lips on mine, giving me a searing kiss that left me breathless. �I�m in love with you,� she choked out before turning and running away, really sprinting this time, leaving me standing all by myself.
This was weird.
* * *
DJ didn�t come to the bonfire that night. Deanna Evans did approach me, telling me that her youngest daughter was hiding out in their cabin. But I wasn�t sure what I would say to her even if I went over there.
Hadn�t I already gone through this once this year, with Paige? And hadn�t that one blown up in my face? I liked DJ. I really, really liked DJ. She was cute, energetic, and a nympho-abso-friggin-maniac when it came to sex. But let�s face it; I wasn�t in love with her. Hell, she was Dawn�s little�sister. I didn�t even dare to consider falling in love with one of Dawn�s sisters. It would just be ... wrong...
So what could I do? Right away, I ruled out the Paige approach. No way would I agree to continue being with DJ the way we�d been for the past four days, as a psuedo-couple. Even if DJ claimed she would just want whatever I could give her, I knew now from experience that hopes get raised even without cause. And if DJ got her hopes up, she would form expectations, and I�d inevitably disappoint her. Having a nasty �breakup� of sorts with one of Dawn�s sisters seemed almost as bad as falling in love with one of them.
Could I go up to her and tell her flat out I didn�t feel the same way? To confront her would be to force a decision before either of us had a chance to think things through, which was a no-win result for me. I knew I couldn�t tell her I loved her, too. And if I rejected her, she�d be hurt and awkward around me for the rest of the summer.
Best now to let things cool off. Best now to give her time to think.
Better not to act until I had a better idea of what consequences there would be for my actions.
A few years ago, I was a short kid who couldn�t get a girl to date me for longer than three weeks, let alone get one of them to fall in love with me. Now I had hot girls like Paige and DJ claiming they were in love with me and a host of others like Felicia, Monique, and others ready and willing to jump into bed with me. But ironically, the two girls I loved more than anyone in the world, Dawn and Adrienne,�didn�t�want to be with me.
When did my love life get so complicated? Seriously, sometimes I wished I could go back to being a semi-innocent 16-year-old, dating Megan and only Megan. Things were simpler back then. Well ... sort of simpler ... if you didn�t count Keira ... or Cassidy ... or Adrienne...
Too bad there was no alcohol at this family camp. I could REALLY use a beer right now.
* * *
�Ben, will you go with us to the Garden of Me?� Eden opened her eyes WIDE in what she knew was a surefire way to get me to say �yes�. I couldn�t help it. My baby sister really did have puppy-dog eyes. And even though I would now have to term her more �pretty� than �cute�, flashing me those eyes still worked like a charm.
�Of course,� I nodded. It wasn�t like I had anywhere else to go. DJ had been quiet and awkward at breakfast today. As expected, we hadn�t gone hiking to the clearing this morning, either. And even though Adrienne and Felicia had invited me to hang out with them by the lake, I didn�t want to go anywhere I might accidentally run into DJ. So that even ruled out me trying to find a volleyball game or meeting up with Gary Wong. I figured DJ would approach me when the time was right. And for the moment, I just wanted to get a hundred miles away from here. Hiking out sounded like a great idea.
But I was curious as to why Eden would invite me. �Aren�t you girls old enough to go by yourselves?�
Emma answered for the pair of them. �Yeah, but we thought you might like to come along.�
Eden continued, �You�ve seemed kind of lonely today.� She frowned, looking sorry for me.
�Besides, Ana really wants to see��
�Emma!� Eden sharply cut off her twin sister, glaring at her warningly. And then with an almost sickeningly sweet smile, my baby sister turned to me with an angelic expression on her face.
�Eden...� I warned. �What�s going on?�
�Nothing, nothing,� she said dismissively. �Girl thing. Do you wanna come or not?�
�Please?� Now it was Emma�s turn to make the puppy-dog eyes.
I shrugged. �Of course.�
* * *
�Hurry uh-uup, Ben!� one of my baby sisters whined from a hundred feet in front of me, stretching the word �up� into two syllables. I figured it was Emma from the pink headband she was wearing. Her fists perched on her hips as she stood atop a boulder further up the trail.
�Why? So I can listen to you guys nattering on about the Lizzie McGuire movie?� I called back with a grin on my face. Then I turned and reached a hand out to Ana Ramirez, the gangly, 14-year-old friend of the twins, who claimed to need a little extra help on our hike. My eyes momentarily yo-yoed down to her wobbling breasts as she hunched over to hoist herself over the fallen log. She was wearing a spaghetti-strap tank top that wasn�t doing a very good job of containing her developing bosom, and like my baby sisters, the young teenager had certainly sprouted in the past year.
She took my hand and climbed over, dusting herself off before standing up straight and then catching me checking her out. The lovely Latina flashed me a beautiful smile, momentarily reminding me of her big sister. Lucia Ramirez was two years older than me, and one of the smokin� hot friends of Dayna�s and Brandi�s. Lucia had always sported a big pair of tits that rivaled Dayna�s for size, and from the looks of it, Ana was well on her way to catching up.
Blushing at having been caught checking out a young girl, I turned away and looked up to Emma. �We�re coming, we�re coming.�
My baby sister just smirked at us, flashing a wink in our direction before turning further up the trail. Or had she winked at Ana? What was going on?
In any case, Eden, Emma, Ana, Jenny Wong, and I made it to the Garden in record time, for the girls at least, although I had to stop and help the girls a few times. It was a tribute to how they�d all been growing taller and stronger for the hike. And when we got to the waterfall and pool itself, the girls proved they had grown when they all stripped down to their swimwear.
Eden and Emma were in the same bikinis they�d worn our first afternoon: nothing outlandish, but certainly enough to prove they had actual breasts and feminine bodies. Jenny was also in a bikini, but of the sports bra and shorts-style with frilly laces around both top and bottoms. Despite being six months older than the twins, she was still less developed, with a flat chest and minimal hips. But she was no less pretty in the face.
The eye-opener was Ana. In addition to being almost a full year older than the twins, she was also ahead of schedule in her physical development. The not yet 15-year-old took off her tank top and shorts to reveal a string bikini in bright yellow, with low-front, high-hip bottoms and a top that didn�t even try to properly contain her breasts. Ana was about the same 5�5� height as the twins, but she was certainly more voluptuously built.
�She�s getting hot, isn�t she?� Eden smirked in my ear while Ana was disrobing.
�Like her sister,� I muttered without thinking about it.
�Didn�t you have a crush on her sister?� Emma asked innocently from the other side of me.
I sighed. Only a small crush in the way every young teenage boy looks at a hot older chick with big boobs. �That was a long time ago. I think I was about your age, maybe even a little younger.�
Eden giggled. �Which would have made Lucia about Ana�s age,� she said with a teasing grin.
I took a long look at Ana again, realizing that Eden was right. For a second, I thought back to 13-year-old me staring at 15-year-old Lucia. But then I shook my head to clear it and collected myself. �C�mon, girls. Let�s play.�
* * *
We splashed around for a good half-hour, nothing strenuous since everyone was still recovering from the hike. But everyone cooled off and the girls egged me into showing off by making a few swan dives off the 10-foot ledge. I figured we were just in for another relaxing day at the Garden of Eden.
But then the garden�s namesake unleashed her little plan. �Okay,� Eden announced. �Time to tan, girls.�
Jenny almost immediately squawked, �You�re not serious!�
�Of course I am!� Eden chirped. �You don�t want to get tan lines, do you?� And with that, my baby sister stretched herself out on her towel, stripping off her bikini top and tossing it aside, baring her cute, perky titties. Beside her, Emma was similarly losing her top, showing off an identical rack, and laying down.
�Whoa, girls.� My eyes popped wide open and I gawked at my sisters. �What are you doing?�
Eden grinned. �We started sunbathing topless whenever we came out here. Since we�re not in camp, we can get away with it. Look, no tan lines! Aren�t we so grown up?�
I just blinked in amazement.
Meanwhile, Jenny hissed, �But your brother�s here!� The Chinese-American teenager turned beet red and darted looks at me nervously.
�So? He�s seen us naked before. He�s just our brother.�
�But! But!�
�Relax, Jenny,� Ana said soothingly as she moved alongside the twins and spread her towel out. She then removed her yellow string bikini top and exposed those very nicely formed breasts to my gaze. I couldn�t call them �titties�, since they were much too big for that term. Heck, not even fifteen and they were bigger than Brooke�s. And my jaw dropped as the hot Latina girl rather proudly thrust her chest at me before turning and lying on her back. �You don�t have to take off your top if you don�t want to,� she added.
�Easy for you to say. You�ve got nothing to be ashamed of,� Jenny growled right back, gawking at Ana�s big breasts, capped with thick, dark nipples. I couldn�t blame her. I was gawking as well.
I then noticed Eden glaring at me and head-nodding to Jenny. Clearly, I was supposed to say something. My mind raced for something appropriate, and I immediately fixed on Jenny�s complaint that Ana had nothing to be ashamed of. �Don�t be embarrassed, Jenny,� I said softly. �Guys like breasts in all shapes and sizes.�
�So what, you want to see my flat chest?� Jenny scowled.
I shrugged. �Like Ana said, you don�t have to do anything you don�t want to. But speaking as a guy, yes, I�d love to see you topless.�
Jenny blinked a few times, seemingly caught between shedding her top to join the other girls and covering herself with her shirt in terror. But then her eyes sharpened and she accused, �Easy for you to say. You spent all week with DJ, and her boobs are HUGE.�
I sighed. �Clearly, I�m not with her now.�
�Why is that?�
�It�s complicated,� I sighed, and looked away dismissively.
Jenny bit her lip nervously, and then looked over at me intently. �Would you really like to see me topless?�
My eyebrows rose, but I knew better than to do anything but take her seriously. So leveling my gaze at the pretty 14-year-old, I answered sincerely, �Yes, I would. But I would never pressure you.�
�But it would only be fair if you did, too.�
I chuckled. �I�m already topless.� I mimed to my bare chest.
Jenny blinked twice before her eyes sharpened and she asked with an eager tone, �But would you take off your trunks?�
Ana�s shot up straight and twisted around, immediately gawking over at me and the rock I was perched on, apparently even more eager than Jenny to see if I would take off my swim trunks.
I arched an eyebrow and glanced at the twins, who were looking at me thoughtfully. And then I looked back at Jenny. �Ah, I would be naked then.�
�So?�
�I don�t think that would be appropriate.�
Now it was Ana�s turn to blurt, �So?�
But Jenny had already seized on another idea. �Okay. I�ll take my top off if you do something for me.�
My eyebrows furrowed. �For you?�
Her dark eyes were shining as she leaned forward eagerly, almost panting as she said, �Will you kiss me?�
I blinked twice and straightened my spine in surprise. �You want me to kiss you?�
She nodded quickly. �I still remember the first time I saw you kiss Dawn. We were all here ... right over there, actually.� Jenny pointed to a spot further to the left. �I thought it was the most beautiful thing I�d ever seen,� she breathed.
I blinked a few more times and glanced at the twins. Eden just nodded to me with a little smile on her face. And when I looked back at Jenny, the cute girl just bit her lip nervously again, looking adorably cute as she whimpered, �Please?�
She REALLY wanted this. So I figured, what�s the harm? �Um, okay.�
Jenny lit up like a Christmas Tree and she shivered before rather awkwardly shifting around, not sure if she should come to me or wait for me to come to her. I settled the matter by dropping off the rock and calmly, but steadily, walking straight over to Jenny.
When I got to her, the young girl looked ready to collapse from nerves and I shushed her soothingly while reaching a hand to brush some of the hair back from her face. She sank to her knees and I went down on one knee with her, stroking her right shoulder with my left hand while holding her cheek with my right. �Don�t be nervous,� I said softly.
She gulped and nodded, staring straight into my eyes without blinking. I started to move in just then, but suddenly Jenny jerked back and chirped, �Oh, wait.� Her hands scrambled up and she quickly started tugging her top off, baring her not-quite A-cup breasts that were nevertheless capped by very hard, very cute pink nipples.
I grinned. �You didn�t HAVE to do that,� I chuckled.
�Oh. Uh, I thought� I mean, I thought you� MMPH!� Jenny stammered before I simply closed the gap and pressed my mouth to hers. She went rigidly still when my lips touched her own, her eyes flying wide in shock.
I pulled away almost as quickly, smiled warmly, and said, �Relax, Jenny. Just relax.� And then still holding her cheek in my right palm, I moved in more slowly this time, giving her time to recognize my approach before I tilted my head to the side and almost experimentally tasted her lips.
�Ohhh...� Jenny moaned, her eyes fluttering. I massaged her lip pads slowly with my own, just nibbling a bit. She started panting then, her mouth opening up in a subconscious invitation, and I accepted it by slowly pushing my tongue through the gap to begin playing with hers.
�Ohhh...�� Jenny moaned even deeper, and then her instincts took over. Without warning, I suddenly felt her hands clamp onto the back of my head as she pulled me closer, mashing her mouth against mine and french kissing me with wild abandon. She was wet, she was sloppy, and she was oh-so-enthusiastic. She lacked any finesse, but it was FUN.
The next thing I knew, I was flat on my back with a topless Jenny Wong sitting on my stomach, dry humping me and doing her level best to cram her tongue into my throat. I was�really�glad her big brother Gary wasn�t around to see this. She moaned and whimpered and continued kissing me without breathing for what seemed like forever. And then suddenly, her body screamed out for oxygen and she jerked away, toppling off me and gasping for air.
�Wow!� I blinked rapidly, trying to get my bearings as I lifted myself up on my elbows.
�Ohmigod!� Jenny covered her mouth with one hand as she looked at me in astonishment. �Ohmigod!�
�Wowww, Jenny!� Eden cheered. �Didn�t know you had it in you!�
�That was really nice,� I complimented with a smile. It HAD been fun.
�You looked like a pro!� Emma added.
�I�ve never done that before!� Jenny looked wildly at Emma.
�Really? With anyone?� My baby sister arched an eyebrow. �REALLY?�
Jenny shook her head rapidly side-to-side.
�Well, then. That was a GREAT first kiss,� Eden enthused.
�My turn!� Ana hopped up.
The next thing I knew, the stacked Latina had taken Jenny�s place on my stomach, draping those pretty tits in my face before she got her hands around my ears and her mouth pressed up to mine.
At that point, my brain just turned off. Really, I went completely on autopilot from then until orgasm. I simply wasn�t capable of rational thought anymore.
Ignoring questions of right or wrong, I filled my hands with perky teenage asscheeks, dragging Ana down until she was grinding her crotch on top of the erection in my trunks and crushing her bosom into my chest. Our tongues dueled happily as the young girl moaned in obvious heat. And she was the one who grabbed my hands and pulled them up to her firm, youthful breasts, directing me to massage and squeeze those ripe melons.
We made out to our hearts content until she took a breath of air. Ana was then unceremoniously shoved aside as Jenny�s face once again filled my view. And without further ado, the cute Chinese girl was once again kissing me with enthusiastic passion. Not one to be left out, she also pulled my hands up to caress her perky titties and pinch her hard nipples, moaning happily as I worked her sensitive titflesh.
My mind was spinning out of control and I just went with the flow. With DJ momentarily out of the picture, I hadn�t ejaculated since yesterday and my cum-filled brain couldn�t think of anything but enjoying the ride. The next thing I knew, Ana was animatedly encouraging, �Go on! Do it! I promise I won�t tell anyone!�
�You promise?�
�Uh-huh! It would be SOOO hot!�
Five seconds later, it was Eden hovering over me as my baby sister grabbed my head in her hands, taking Jenny�s place as she shoved her tongue into my mouth. I felt my sister�s hot little body squirming on top of me like a worm, my hands cupping her perky asscheeks and physically humping her light body against the lump in my shorts.
Thirty seconds after that, Emma moved on top of me, taking her own sister�s place while I made out with her as well.
And then things REALLY started getting dangerous. Phrases I could hear but not yet process started filling my ears. A mouth always seemed to be on mine, kissing me and keeping me both blinded and distracted. And with my brain still in shut-down, I was helpless to stop what was to come.
�Can I really?�
�Go ahead! Like I said, he�s our brother. We�ve already seen it.�
�Have you touched it?�
�Uh, well...�
�Go on! I KNOW you want to.�
�Switch with me!�
�Ohmigod. It�s so ... BIG!�
�It�s so ... HOT!�
�It�s moving! It�s moving! Aaah!�
�ReLAX! It�s supposed to do that! Especially when you stroke it like that.�
�But it looks like it�s alive!�
�Switch with me!�
�Ohmigod! Are you really gonna... ? Ohmigod! You�re actually sucking on it!�
�Have you ever done that before?�
�Mmm-nnnn. Ahh! No! But I think I like it!�
�How�s it taste?�
�Doesn�t taste like much. Kinda salty. Lemme try again!�
�No WAY!�
�Switch with me!�
�Here! You try!�
�Ohmigod! I can�t believe I just did that!�
�Believe it! Try again! Watch the teeth!�
�And how would YOU know?�
�I, uh...�
�Have you ever done it to your brother?�
�C�mon! We�ll never TELL!�
�Yes, already! Okay?�
�Ooh! I wanna see! I wanna see!�
�That�s SOOO naughty!�
�Ohmigod, Eden! Did you just stick that whole thing in your mouth?�
�It�s in her throat!�
�Lemme try again! I�ll bet I can do it!�
�Switch with me!�
�It�s so HOT!�
�I TOLD you!�
�I can�t get it all in!�
�You gotta relax your throat! Pretend like you�re swallowing food. When you gulp it�ll open up.�
�It�s too big!�
�Watch it! He�s gonna cum! He�s gonna cum!�
And I was. My hips thrust upward and somebody groaned, �Mmph!� She gagged slightly but managed to keep her lips wrapped around my crown. The mouth that had been kissing me pulled away and I finally managed to raise my head and look down. And if I wasn�t about to cum before, the sight before me would have been all the incentive I needed.
Ana was kneeling next to my left hip, sucking on my mushroom head with her nice tits swaying gently beneath her. Jenny was straddling my legs, stroking my shaft with both her tiny hands. Emma, with the pink headband, was beside them, giving Ana pointers. Eden, with the red scrunchie, was closer to my shoulder, apparently the one who�d been kissing me. And all four girls were wonderfully topless.
And then I erupted. Ana jerked when the first massive shot splattered against the back of her mouth. I hadn�t cum since the previous afternoon before dinner, so my multiple-orgasms-per-day-trained body had built up quite the load and the young teenage girl simply wasn�t prepared for it. She choked on that first blast and pulled away, coughing.
Jenny started squealing as Ana flinched, and Emma quickly leaned forward to capture my still spurting cock. My youngest baby sister drank down the next two bursts before giving way to Eden. And after another few healthy squirts Emma talked Jenny into taking me back into her mouth while I squeezed out several drops for her to lick up without them actually flying into the virginal young teen�s mouth.
Once I was done, the four girls promptly ignored my cock and started chattering animatedly with each other. My usefulness complete, I seemed to be forgotten as they got all excited and started talking over one another, attitudes ranging from cocky overconfidence to absolute disbelief over what they�d done.
And NOW I had time to think about what had just taken place.
I shouldn�t have done that. Maybe the kissing wouldn�t have been so bad, but I�d let a group of 13 and 14-year-old girls suck my dick. I�d let my own SISTERS do it in full view of their friends. Mom would NOT be happy if she found out.
What ever happened to thinking through the consequences of my actions?
The answer was obvious: When I was thinking with my brain about how to talk to DJ, I was patient and cautious. When I was thinking with my hormones about making out with a hot, young teenager, I jumped in before the brain got working.
Story of my life...
* * *
No matter how awkward I felt over what had happened, the girls were completely unperturbed by what had taken place.
Jenny, who had expressed the most disbelief that she�d actually sucked on a boy�s penis, seemed thrilled by her courage and bravado. She�d fantasized about kissing me ever since seeing the one I�d given Dawn a couple of years ago, and she was elated at having finally lived that fantasy. Sucking on my dick and tasting my cum was just a bonus, something to remember as an exciting event in her young life, as if she�d just gone skydiving or something. She HAD, unfortunately, not liked the taste and spit out what she could. She declared that it was worth a try, but that she didn�t plan to swallow in the future. The twins berated her and told her she�d come to like it in time.
Ana had apparently been eager to get her first look at a boy�s erect dick. While the twins had not shared their plan with Jenny for fear of scaring the shyest of them, my sisters HAD convinced Ana that bringing me along and sunbathing topless would get her a look at my erection, and Ana was delighted by the plan�s success. Giving her first blowjob was beyond her wildest dreams come true. She just wanted another chance to try and swallow my load without choking. And unable to come up with a calm, rational reason why we shouldn�t, the fiery young Latina started another grope-fest that resulted in all four girls once again hovering over me, taking turns sucking my dick.
That second time, the girls didn�t bother practicing their kissing lessons at my other end. Eden quashed that idea by mounting my face and shoving her slick crotch against my lips, smothering me in moist, naughty sister-pussy. Of course this led to all four girls taking a ride on the Ben�s-tongue-mobile, each of them getting an orgasm before Ana finally got me to pop off in her mouth for a second time. She promptly choked again.
The girls tried to work me up to a third erection, but by then, my brain had woken up enough to announce that it was time to head home and that I probably shouldn�t have let them do that.
As we started hiking home, Jenny was once again beside herself in disbelief. Ana was constantly hopping around me making crude and obvious comments about sucking my dick again.
And the twins were just giddy with themselves over how everything had turned out. Not only did they get a chance to make out with me and give me a blowjob at camp, but they got their friends in on it and got them to accept they were doing it with me. I expressed some concerns about our mom and the secrecy factor, but the girls reassured me that Ana and Jenny had promised not to tell.
I wasn�t sure how much I trusted the promises of 13/14-year-old girls, but I didn�t have much of a choice. And even if they did keep things under wraps, I was positively FREAKING OUT over the way Jenny and Ana had changed their behavior toward me.
For example, the hike home took a lot longer than usual because Jenny and Ana repeatedly had to stop and wait for me to �help� them with obstacles, like rock-hopping across a creek or climbing over a log. Invariably, they would find ways to either run their hands over my body or pull up their shirts to flash me their boobs, laughing ecstatically at their audacity.
I was sooo dead.
* * *
Upon our return to camp, I found myself looking for a nice rock to crawl under and hide. (A) I felt rather slimy for what I�d done with a group of barely-teenagers. (B) I did NOT want anyone seeing a group of barely-teenagers flirting with me, groping me, or otherwise making it obvious to the denizens of this family camp what I�d done. And� Even if I avoided the twins and their friends, I still wasn�t sure how to react if I bumped into DJ. Yeah, hiding under a rock seemed the most prudent course of action.
But then, I�m a 19-year-old guy. If I had any self-respect, hiding just wouldn�t do. So deciding to take a more pro-active approach, as soon as lunch was over, I went looking for camouflage.
Thankfully, my intended camouflage was only too happy to see me. �Ben!� Adrienne smiled and sat up in her lounge chair by the lake, reaching her arms out to me for a hug.
I embraced the stunningly gorgeous blonde, momentarily sighing as I felt her massive boobs pressing against my chest. I heard her sighing as well as she nuzzled my neck before pecking my cheek and backing away.
�Hey! Where�s my hug?� Felicia whined from the next lounge chair.
Smiling, I released Adrienne and moved over to the beautiful brunette. Her pale blue eyes seemed to smile on their own as she scooted back a bit in the wide lounge chair, patting the empty space she�d made. I sat down on it and let the lovely 23-year-old model wrap herself around my torso. And I couldn�t help but notice her hand drifting around my belly and into my crotch.
�Whoa,� I stammered in surprise when she rubbed her palm over my slowly growing bulge.
�When�s my turn?� Felicia pouted, raising her silver-framed sunglasses onto her forehead and tilting her face up to look at me. �You know I was never very good at waiting patiently.�
I smirked. �What? Getting bored of A.D. already?�
Felicia chuckled. �Of course not. But despite whatever fantasies you may be having, it�s not like we�re spending every free moment getting naked and sixty-nining.�
�Oh, not�always�sixty-nining. I�m sure you take turns.� I grinned and Felicia slapped my leg, giggling herself.
�I mean it,� Felicia sighed and then leered at Adrienne. �Course, I�wish�we could ... That is one grade-A piece of pussy and I haven�t even gotten a sniff of it. Stupid monogamy...�
�Guys...� Adrienne drawled a warning.
Felicia held her hands up in surrender. �No more teasing,� she told Adrienne before turning back to me. �But seriously, Ben, I�ve been�craving�a good dicking for�DAYS. And I�ve been craving�yours.� Her voice had dropped to a sensual purr.
I smiled. It would have been impossible not to after such a beautiful creature told me she wanted my dick. But I glanced at Adrienne and got a minor shrug out of her, leading me to ask, �So what HAVE you two been doing this entire time.�
Felicia lay back, glancing over at the blonde. �We talk. Actually, I�ve been trying to convince Adrienne to come see my agent. I really think your girlf� ... ah... �sister� [giggle] ... would be incredible as a lingerie and swimsuit model.�
�I�m still in school,� Adrienne sighed, shaking her head at me.
�So?� Felicia cut in. �I keep telling her,�I�went to school and finished my degree while modeling part-time. She�s just across the Bay Bridge from the city. It�s no big deal. Can you imagine her on the cover of Sports Illustrated�s Swimsuit Edition?�
Adrienne exhaled and looked at me. �What do you think?�
I blinked twice at the thought and glanced over at my adoptive sister. Adrienne was reclined in a perfect Victoria�s Secret pose on the lounge chair, one forearm raised behind herself as a headrest and her hips turned on one side toward us. The bikini she wore today was traditionally styled, with triangles over her F-cup tits and a shallow V-shape bottom that drew one�s attention downward. The swimsuit was pretty similar to lingerie and I had to admit, Adrienne would be�exquisite�in the folds of a lingerie catalog. �Good idea,� I mumbled beneath my breath.
Adrienne immediately folded her arms over her chest, trying to block my view. �You�re just saying that because you�re staring at my tits.�
I sighed. �And so will a million other men. Face it; you�ve got what it takes.�
�There are thousands of girls with big tits.�
�But not with a face like yours, A.D.,� Felicia intoned. �Nor that body. Good lord, Ben, look at that tummy! And those hips. And those�legs. Don�t you just want to ... to...�mount�her?�
I groaned and bit my lip as a surge of lust coursed through my body. And I winced as I turned away. �We�re broken up now, Felice,� I said in a warning tone. �Please don�t do that to me.�
�Aww ... did I get you hard?� the sexy temptress hummed while reaching around me, once again moving her hand over my crotch and finding that yes, she�d gotten me hard. I wondered if there were any parental-types nearby to see us.
�Stop teasing him, Felicia,� Adrienne barked. �Besides, Ben�s biased.�
�Maybe. Should we head over to that group of guys down there and ask�them�if you�d make a good lingerie model?� Felicia laughed as she pointed away toward a group of guys heading along the beach.
I followed the line Felicia was pointing at, but my gaze locked onto a spot just past the group of guys. A flash of sunny blonde hair had caught my attention, and I realized that DJ was sitting with Brooke, Andrew, and some of their other friends.
Adrienne noticed the change in my posture, and noticed where I was looking as well. Perfectly happy to change the subject, she reached over and touched my leg. �Ben, what�s going on with you and DJ?�
I sighed. �It�s...�
�Complicated,� Adrienne finished. �When is it NOT complicated with you?�
I smiled wryly and glanced over at my ex-girlfriend/now-sister. �Don�t look at me. You�defined�the term �complicated� with the way our relationship started.� I pointed back and forth between her and myself.
Adrienne blushed and sat back, momentarily abashed. But her little comment had released some of my internal tension, so I just sighed and said, �DJ�s got a big crush on me.�
�So? We knew that,� Felicia remarked. �Why do you think I haven�t jumped you yet? That girl clearly wanted a piece of you first, and she seemed to have it for a few days there.�
I bit my lip. �She said she�s in love with me. Like, really, really �in love�.�
�Ahhh...� My two companions nodded simultaneously. Then Felicia arched an eyebrow, �And you told her you don�t feel the same way?�
I shook my head. �I haven�t told her anything. She kissed me, told me she loved me, and then ran away. We�ve been awkwardly avoiding each other ever since.�
[Whack!]
�Oww!� I turned and held the back of my head, where Adrienne had smacked me. �What was that for?�
�You moron! Didn�t you learn anything from Paige?�
�What? Not to give her a false sense of hope?�
�No,� Adrienne rolled her eyes. �You can�t let this thing fester. You strung Paige along for what, six MONTHS, without committing or rejecting or anything, really. Until you finally accepted her on Valentine�s Day. Remember?�
�Of course!�
�You�ve got to deal with this up front, Ben; nip this in the bud.� Adrienne sighed. �Talk to her.�
�How? I talked to Paige up front and told her I didn�t have the same feelings for her.�
��Yet�. You told Paige �yet�. Or something like, �We can�t be more than friends�for now,� Adrienne clarified. �THAT�S giving a girl a false sense of hope.�
I winced, remembering those old conversations.
�You need to resolve this, and soon.� Adrienne glowered at me.
�But I don�t want to hurt her,� I moaned.
�You�ll only hurt her more if you wait,� Felicia intoned, looking at the sand before flicking her pale blue eyes up to me. �Trust me. I know.�
�What�s this with every girl falling in love with me?� I shook my head, frowning at Felicia.
The gorgeous older woman raised her eyebrows and gave me a wan smile. �You�re just special,� she practically breathed.
[Whack!]
�Oww!� I turned and held the back of my head again, glaring at Adrienne.
�Don�t let it get to your head. Not EVERY girl falls in love with you,� she smirked at me. �All the sweet, nice ones avoid you as if your mere touch will get them pregnant. The sexually liberated ones like Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends just want to hook up with you.�
I arched an eyebrow, remembering all the girls I�d known from High School through College. She had a point: despite my many conquests, I really hadn�t conquered that many hearts.
Adrienne grabbed my head in her hands and held it in place, forcing me to look her in the eyes. �It takes an extraordinary kind of girl to fall in love with you, Tiger, your wandering eye and proclivities and all.� She turned my head to look at Felicia, who smiled prettily, before bringing me back to her own hazel irises. �We�re�one in a million.�We�re�special, and don�t you forget it. And even though you don�t feel the same way as DJ, you�d better treat her like the special girl she is.�
I sighed and nodded.
Adrienne patted my back, and then rubbed my shoulder and leaned in. �Now go over and get this resolved with DJ. And hurry up about it. If things turn out bad, we�ll just drag you back to Felicia�s cabin and you can fuck her silly until you feel better.�
�Maybe he should fuck me silly NOW,� Felicia interrupted. �Y�know, to, uh ... help ... his confidence ... or something...�
Adrienne smirked and gestured with her head. �Go to DJ, Ben. You�ve got to nip this in the bud.�
�Aww...� Felicia whined.
I got up and started heading over.
* * *
Brooke saw me first. She was cuddled up with Andrew on one of the lounge chairs and reached across to tap DJ�s arm. The pretty blonde sat up and looked at her best friend before seeing Brooke nod in my direction, and then DJ visibly stiffened when she turned around and saw me approaching.
�Hey, let�s get in the water,� Brooke suggested to Andrew and the three other friends who were with them. One of the other guys didn�t immediately get it, and he groaned about being tired. But a cute brunette next to him reached out and smacked the guy, who finally sat up and saw DJ staring straight at me. He finally got the hint and moved off with everyone else.
�Hi, Ben,� DJ said nervously, looking at my belly button.
I paused and tried to formulate my words in my head. Adrienne�s prodding had gotten me here, but she hadn�t told me what to say. And even though it had only been a single day since DJ�s confession of love, it felt like it had been an eternity. In the end, I simply sat down across from her, trying to keep my mind focused and my eyes off her perfectly-formed body shown to perfection in a black bikini. And I started with a question. �Why did you tell me Dawn would be okay with us going to the clearing? We could have had just as much fun at your cabin or somewhere else.�
DJ immediately deflated, seeing as the conversation had started off on a negative. She wrung her hands together anxiously and looked away. �Because I thought it was important for us to go there. You were always relaxed and happy in that place, no matter who else was around. Magical things always happened at that clearing.� Her eyes flicked to me. �People fall in love there...�I�fell in love with you there.�
I blinked in surprise at the heartfelt sincerity in her tone, the deep longing in her voice. I sighed, �But did you know Dawn would get upset about us going alone?�
She nodded. �I figured.�
�Then why do it?�
She shook her head. �I didn�t realize you would call Dawn on her birthday. I thought she would never know until after we all went back home. And by then it would be too late for her to do anything about it.�
�About what?�
DJ sighed, wincing. She looked like she was about to speak a few times, but kept stopping herself. And while I waited her out, I let my own mind work to put the pieces together.
I sighed. �Too late for Dawn to do anything about me falling in love with you, right?�
DJ squeezed her eyes shut and nodded, her whole body shuddered as she fought back the urge to break down sobbing.
I leaned forward, moving to embrace the shaking girl. I wanted to be comforting, but Adrienne had been right, I couldn�t say anything that would lead her on. �Hey, hey, kiddo...� I soothed, hugging her against my chest and stroking her arm. �Shhh...�
Between the soothing words and the feel of me wrapped around her, DJ pulled herself back from the brink of tears and eventually sat up straighter. I loosened my grip as she reached up with her left hand to wipe her eyes and brush her silky hair behind her ears. �You don�t have those kind of feelings for me, do you?� she asked quietly.
�No, kiddo.� I patted her shoulder.
�You don�t think you ever would?�
I sighed. �I don�t want to say �never�,� I began before kicking myself for leaving any ambiguity. �But I don�t think so. I�ll always love you like a little sister.�
DJ whimpered. �I�m not a little girl anymore.�
�I know you�re not.�
�Then why aren�t I worth loving?�
I exhaled, rolling her question around in my head. Adrienne was right: it took an extraordinary kind of girl to be the right fit for me, and DJ�was�one of them. �You are, DJ. You are.�
�Then... ?� She looked up at me with moisture-filled eyes. The crystal blue was so much like Dawn�s and it made me ache inside to see her unhappy. I think I was just programmed after two decades to be sensitive and responsive to my sisters and to the Evans girls being unhappy, driving me to do whatever I could to make things right for them.
My thumbs went up and brushed away the tears from her cheeks and I pecked her forehead, being affectionate and also giving myself time to think of the right words. A part of me wanted to say that I just never really thought of it before, seeing as I was first dating Dawn and then Adrienne. But all that would do was reinforce DJ�s notion that she just had to introduce the idea of dating her this summer and do whatever she could to convince me to fall in love with her. And that wasn�t a path that I wanted to go down. It wasn�t that I was totally against the idea. DJ was a gorgeous girl, the daughter of my family�s good friends, and someone special I�d known for most of my life.
But she was Dawn�s little�sister. It would just be ... wrong ... I couldn�t wrap my head around it.
So I sighed and told her, honestly, �DJ, I could never do that to Dawn.�
She whimpered and looked at me. �Why not?�
�She�s still my best friend and still very important to me. Think about it, would you even�consider�stealing Andrew from Brooke?�
�Of course not. But this is totally different. Dawn�s not even WITH you! She�s dating Ryan.�
�I know, I know...� I replied calmly, shushing and soothing her. �But how could I do this behind Dawn�s back? Did you really want to be with me and have a romance all summer without her even knowing? Could you really seduce me, make me fall in love with you, and then just rub it in her face saying, �Too late! I got him!��
DJ whimpered, searching into my eyes. �This is my ONE chance with you, Ben. I HAVE to take it.�
I sighed and shook my head. �Why do you even want ME? There�re a million guys out there, Deej. Why your big sister�s best friend?�
She blinked several times, breathing shallowly and staring straight at me for a long few seconds. Then her hands came up, her palms coming to rest on my cheeks. �Because you�re you. Because I�ve seen from the time I was a little girl how wonderful you are. Because you weren�t just a big brother to Brooke and the twins. For all those years, you looked after and protected me, too.�
DJ took a deep breath, tracing her fingertips down my cheeks and neck until she rested them against my chest. And then she added, �Because you�re the most handsome man I�ve ever seen, more than stupid movie stars and boy band guys. Because every time I look at you, I get fuzzy feelings in the pit of my stomach and I get wet between my legs. And because my first ever great orgasm was at camp when Brooke and I finally followed you guys to the clearing and we masturbated while watching you making love.�
My eyebrows rose at that little revelation.
She took a deep breath. �And because even though you didn�t take my virginity, I never really�enjoyed�sex until you came and did me right,� DJ breathed, her ample chest rising and falling dramatically. I had to pause and catch my breath as well.
�I watched how you were as a boyfriend with Dawn. I saw how happy you made her, and I decided right then for myself that I wouldn�t settle for anything less. I�ve dated boys. I�ve had sex with some of them, too. But none of them made�me�feel as happy as�you�made Dawn. None of them fucked me as well as you have.�None of them have ever compared to you.�
By now, DJ had brought her face to within a millimeter of mine, her hot breath against my lips and her nose softly rubbing against mine. Those crystal blue eyes stared adoringly right at me, and I felt my whole body quivering with tension. I wanted her, and not just physically.
�I�m not that great, DJ,� I said softly, struggling to maintain a grip on myself. �I�m a flawed, flawed man.�
�You�re perfect to me,� the hot teenager replied, and immediately she planted a fierce kiss right on my lips.
There�s something special about the Evans girls. Maybe it�s something chemical about them, something combustible when it comes into contact with me and the members of my family. Whatever it is, a supervolcanic explosion of passion and emotion flooded through me when DJ kissed me. And I found myself whimpering helplessly beneath the onslaught of more bliss and ecstasy than I realized was possible.
DJ set a fire inside me hotter than anyone since Dawn, hotter even than Adrienne. I�d loved Adrienne, passionately. But one of my biggest attractions to Adrienne was her�need�of me. It had felt good to be needed so completely. But she�d never resonated in my soul the way Dawn did.
DJ resonated. She turned me on. I wanted her. I wanted her body. But more than that, right now�I�needed�her.
I needed to love again. Adrienne had broken up with me. Paige had dumped me. Dawn had declared that she still wanted to be with Ryan. And if it took an extraordinary kind of girl to be right for me, when would the next one come? Adrienne said that they were one in a million. Would there ever BE a next one?
I was alone.
I was lonely.
I wanted to feel loved again.
And DJ wanted to love me.
It all made sense, right? DJ was an Evans girl: she was drop-dead gorgeous, a fucking mink in the sack, and she just �clicked� with me. She wanted to love me and I wanted to be loved. It all made sense!
So I didn�t have the strength of love for her ... yet. I had no doubt it would come. I just hadn�t given it much thought before, dating her sister or dating Adrienne and seeing her as just a little girl. DJ was right: this was her chance to step up and show me how great we could be together. With Dawn gone and Adrienne stepping back, this was OUR opportunity to see how great we could be together.
DJ wanted to love me. And I wanted to love her right back.
She was still smothering me with that supervolcanic kiss when I found that I was kissing her right back. We intertwined our tongues together and mashed our lips for what felt like hours before finally pulling away to breathe. By then, my head was absolutely spinning.
DJ gripped my shoulders, her crystal eyes burning with bright blue flame. �My cabin should be empty until dinner,� she panted.
I cinched my hands tighter around her back and growled, �Let�s go.�
* * *
DJ held my hand in hers as we sprinted for the Evans cabin. Giggling and laughing, we raced past other campers, oblivious to their identities. No one existed in our world but each other.
No sooner did we pass through the door than DJ leaped into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist and her arms around my shoulders while she did her best to permanently embed her tongue in my throat.
My fingers were already opening the hook on her bikini top, and I managed to stagger us into the main bunkroom. With my left hand still supporting her back, I then yanked off the red and white garment with my right and tossed it away into a corner before bending over and gently laying my blonde angel onto the bed. DJ giggled and immediately started wriggling out of her bottoms while I dropped my swim trunks to my ankles. And then I had to stop and admire the gorgeous young creature on the bed before me.
DJ was the very definition of �incendiary�. Her body simply set me on fire.
Her fine blonde hair, still in pigtails, was neatly tucked behind her. That left nothing to distract my focus on her sculpted cheekbones and piercing blue eyes. Playboy had some nice bodies but they had NOTHING on the beauty of DJ�s face. Delicate shoulders and prominent collarbones framed a sleek, slender torso, where the firm mounds of her over-proportionally large breasts remained firm and upright with minimal support, and they were all real. I could see the hint of her ribcage before DJ�s taut tummy took over with just the delicate ripples of her abs. Her narrow hips perfectly circled around a pretty pussy, her shaven labia surrounding the moist, pink center. And her legs seemed long enough to drape off the bed and wrap around me even though I was several feet away. She was exquisite.
A sense of d�j� vu struck me just then. Two years ago, Dawn was about the same age and about in the same position. A lifetime of drama had passed between us since then, with Dawn moving on in her life to other things and a different man. Maybe this was how things were supposed to be. Maybe DJ was my second chance to do things over and do them right.
DJ beckoned me to her by reaching under her own knees and pulling her legs back, spreading herself in an inviting �V�. My cock was rock hard and bouncing off my own belly as I clambered onto the mattress and moved myself on top of her. We wasted no time and needed no further foreplay as she grabbed my hips and guided me into place, throwing her head back and groaning as my thick prod penetrated to her very core, filling her up with the physical expression of my love for her.
Only after we were joined did she reach for me, DJ cradling my cheeks and pulling me down for another of those supervolcanic kisses that were so similar and yet different from Dawn�s. The kiss practically melted my brain, sucking all the oxygen out of me, sucking my awareness, and reaching for a part of my soul. And through it all, our hot, sweaty bodies pounded and lunged at each other.
At some point, DJ raised her legs up and over my shoulders, crossing her ankles behind my head and digging her fingernails into my ass to urge me deeper into her welcoming body. �Fuck me, Ben...� she groaned right in my face. �Fuck me ... Oh, you�re so fucking deep!�
I jackhammered myself into her folded-over body, my pelvis slapping audibly against the backs of her thighs with each stroke. DJ thrashed and jiggled beneath me, tossing her head left and right. �Yes, yes, yes,�yes, YES!� She threw her head back and shrieked in ecstasy as an orgasm quaked through her.
She shook so hard that I stopped thrusting, reaching down to hold her body and keep her pinned beneath me while I fought to not get bucked off. After ten seconds or so, her hips stopped bouncing and I started to relax. But just then, she kicked out with her legs, pushing against my chest until I popped out of her and then the sexy young blonde was scrambling to flip us over.
My back hit the mattress with a heavy [whump] and then DJ was squatting over me, hurriedly guiding my prick back inside her body while she leaned forward, draping those big tits into my face while she eagerly started humping herself up and down my shaft.
�Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck,� she chanted happily, her swollen breasts slapping against my cheeks rather comically while she grinned at some imaginary point a few feet above my head, her eyes shut as she concentrated on the feel of my throbbing dick inside her tight tunnel.
I grabbed onto the sides of her big tits, mashing my face amongst them and suckling at whatever nipples I could get to. I reached up to her face then, pulling her to me while she automatically gaped her mouth open to receive my tongue. And then we were moaning and groaning in this ancient dance of lust and love while bolts of lightning shot through the both of us.
DJ only started to slow down after her second orgasm. I was gripping her buttcheeks, guiding her frantic humping motions to make sure she didn�t accidentally vault off the end of my dick and interrupt the incredible feelings she was giving the both of us. I rubbed and squeezed that tender flesh, and at just the right moment, my left hand abruptly let go of her ass and I sank my middle finger through her clenched anus.
�AAAAAHHHHH!� The blonde teenager shrieked. �Fuuuuuuuck!!!�
Quite pleased with myself, I drilled my left middle finger deeper, setting off all those tight nerve bundles she had in there. DJ�s legs snapped shut on either side of my hips, squeezing the same way her pussy muscles were clamping down around my shaft. She arched her head and let out a guttural groan of pleasure. And once the climax passed through her, she ground to a halt and bent over to rest her forehead on top of mine, gasping for oxygen.
�Oh, Ben...� she crooned, her eyes closed as she basked in the glow of orgasm.
�Hey, kiddo,� I replied in a soothing voice, brushing her rosy cheek with the tips of the fingers on my right hand, still massaging her colon with my left.
�Ohhh...� she groaned. �I adore Brooke and my sisters and my girlfriends,� she sighed. �And they make me feel sooo good. But there�s nothing quite like a man who knows what he�s doing. Nothing better than having a thick column of meat throbbing inside my little pussy. And there�s no one better than you.�
I smiled at the praise while she lifted her forehead off mine and started stroking my face in her hands. �I still remember being alone with you two years ago,� she began. �Giving me my very first shower with a boy. You told me I was still young and had time to teach other boys how to please me.�
I blinked twice and nodded. �I remember.�
�Well I�ve had other boys now, Ben. But the only one I want ... is you.�
I beamed and pecked her lips. �I�m yours.�
I didn�t think it was possible for DJ to smile any brighter.
She planted a fresh supervolcanic kiss on me and started squeezing with her cunt muscles, gripping and massaging and rippling as her hips started undulating once again. I�d managed to hold out through DJ�s first two orgasms, but the new sensations were going straight to my brain and as I groaned into her kiss, I rolled us over so I could finish myself off.
The sexy young blonde happily flung herself onto her back and spread her legs while I gripped my dick and re-aimed it back into her pussy. She grunted as my heavy weight dropped on top of her and her arms hooked under to grab my shoulders from behind. And then she immediately began humping herself up to meet my thrusting strokes while our mouths re-joined together.
�Mmph... [gasp] ... Nngh! ... Ahhh ... Oh, fuck!� DJ whimpered a succession of cute little moans while our hips rhythmically pounded together. Her pussy was an exquisitely tight furrow of pleasure which my thick cock dug through over and over and over again. I could feel every ridge and veiny bump of my shaft rubbing against her inner walls on every stroke, setting off little sparks of delight for both of us. And through it all, the pulses of her heartbeat tickled my dick�s nerves, her pussy fucking back at me in a way that was uniquely hers.
Soon enough, I felt my eruption boiling inside me. And DJ was right with me.
�Cumming!� she announced, tearing her mouth away from mine while her whole body undulated like ocean waves. �I�m cumming! Cum in me! Cum in me!�
I got to the short rows, pumping rapidly while bending my own mouth to her neck, biting into it and sucking powerfully to mark this gorgeous creature as my own. I wanted DJ to display my hickey, to walk around with me as my love, my girlfriend, for all the world to see. And while gripping her body with every ounce of energy and feeling her gripping mine, I let fly with my ejaculation, blasting her innards with my scalding hot sperm and marking her that way as well.
DJ thrashed as she felt me both biting down on her neck and splattering her womb with my heavy spunk. She screamed at the mixed pain and pleasure. And her nails dug into my back as she urged me deeper and deeper, pleading with me to fill her with even more of my creamy jism.
Long past the duration I would have believed, DJ was still trembling in the aftershocks of orgasm while I squeezed out the final few drops of jism into the back of my lover�s womb. My entire body had collapsed down, smothering her beneath me. And with my chest compressing hers, the young beauty panted for air while deliriously reliving the glory of our orgasms.
Melded together as one, our loins as intimately joined as possible, we stayed clinched for an eternity. I knew DJ would be perfectly happy to feel my hot, sweaty body crushing hers for even longer. But I heard the shallowness of her breath and I rolled myself off to let her sharply inhale more oxygen.
As soon as I rolled off, a veritable river of mingled cum dribbled out and onto the bed. She moaned and reached a hand down to cover her pussy, trying to keep my cum inside her.
I smiled and rolled back up to DJ�s side, throwing a leg over hers and reaching up with my right arm to cup her big left breast against my palm. My nose tickled her ear until she turned her face to mine. And from millimeters away, I smiled happily and said, �DJ, I love you.�
I had been wrong. DJ�could�smile brighter.

Chapter 11: Summer Camp II

JULY 2003, SUMMER CAMP
Oblivious to whoever might be around us, DJ and I huddled together and exchanged quick, but juicy, kisses. With bright blue eyes, she beamed at me after finally pulling away and said happily, �I love you.�
�I love you, too,� I replied in the same happy voice and moved in for one last kiss. Our smiles were so big they carried all the way up to our eyes. We then finally pulled apart and DJ hurried over to where Brooke, Andrew, and their other friends were waiting for her. By agreement, we�d meet up again at the bonfire and roast s�mores together.
When I turned around, I saw both my parents and DJ�s parents huddled together, my mom giving me an odd look. At first, it appeared that she wanted to come over and talk to me, but Adrienne was already on the approach.
�Sooo, Bennnn...� she began slowly, arching an eyebrow at me the way everyone in my family did. �How did things go?�
Adrienne knew perfectly well how things had gone. She�d just watched DJ and me do a very poor job of keeping our hands off each other throughout dinner. We�d been laughing and giggling and pawing at each other like a couple of ... well ... horny teenagers. �What can I say?� I grinned. �We�re together now.�
�This isn�t what I meant by nipping it in the bud,� the blonde bombshell sighed.
�Looks like he�s sure nipping her bud,� Felicia suddenly appeared, chuckling to herself.
�No.� Adrienne shook her head, seemingly disappointed in me. �This is more than just sex.�
�You�re right,� I nodded, beaming happily. I felt like I could walk on air, and I gushed enthusiastically, �This is REAL.�
�It�s NOT real,� Adrienne immediately barked. Her tone was so sharp I snapped my jaw shut and jerked my head back.
Feeling chastised, I frowned and shot back, �And how would�you�know?�
�Because you told me YESTERDAY that you didn�t have the same feelings for her.� Adrienne folded her arms across her expansive chest and glared at me.
�Only because I didn�t give it much thought,� I replied defensively. �But I�ve thought about it now, given myself a chance to think of how we might be together. And we�re�perfect�together in so many ways.�
�You�re rebounding, Ben.�
�Am not!� I retorted. My eyebrows furrowed at the insinuation and I glared at Adrienne.
�No matter how you spin it, you went from �eh� to �I love you� in one day.� Adrienne flung her hands out to the side in disgust.
�Love at first sight happens all the time.�
�This is NOT at first sight.�
�No, it�s better.� I said firmly and leaned forward on the balls of my feet. �I�ve known DJ for her entire life, if not mine. We have history, but we were never THAT close. I never thought of her as a potential romantic partner before. And I fell in love with her the first time I gave myself a chance to see her that way.�
�Why? What�s so special about her?� Adrienne looked at me like I�d gone crazy.
��What�s so special�?�You�re�the one who told me about extraordinary she was!� I thrust my hands at Adrienne, then shrugged and smiled radiantly, staring off into space while picturing the new great love in my life. �She�s just like Dawn, but without a lot of the little hang-ups between us. Let�s face it, Dawn and I are better as friends. We just know each other�too�well. And a good romance has a little mystery, a little discovery. Don�t you see? It all fits!�
�Love is more than �fitting�.�
�But it doesn�t hurt.�
�You�re blinding yourself,� Adrienne grumped cattily.
�No, I�m not!� I barked defensively. �Gimme a LITTLE credit, here. I�ve known DJ for a long time. You haven�t. This isn�t me just hooking up with the next hot babe who showed an interest in me after you broke my heart. This is a wonderful young woman who I�ve been friends with for seventeen years. She�s a lover I�ve been intimate with before. And she�s from a family I consider almost as close as my own.�
�She�s not right for you,� Adrienne rasped bitterly.
I was suddenly fed up with being defensive about this and fed up with Adrienne�s needling. �You know what? You�re just jealous!�
�Jealous?� Now Adrienne looked angry.
�What is it, Adrienne? You want me to pine over you forever? Huh?� My jaw jut forward and my eyes were piercing. �What? You can�t stand to see me finding happiness with someone other than you?�
�Ben, that�s not it and you know it!�
�Do I? Because all I see right here is a jealous ex-girlfriend who would rather undermine something special and wonderful than see her ex-boyfriend be happy!�
�Bullshit! I�m concerned about you, Ben!�
�Concerned? More like meddling. You�ve been telling me from the beginning I had to put a stop to this relationship before it got started.�
�Meddling? When we first got here, I specifically went with Felicia and backed away to give you and DJ space!�
�And why would you do that?�
�Because! We knew DJ was horny for you and we wanted to let the two of you have a few days! But I didn�t know then that she was�in love�with you! I never thought she�d do that to Dawn!�
�Ohhh ... I�seee...� I stretched my words out melodramatically. �So everything was�fine�when she just wanted to�fuck�but as soon as you realized she might actually have�feelings�for me it wasn�t okay anymore? Huh? Like YOU�RE the only one ALLOWED?�
�Ben!� Felicia now stepped between us, putting a hand to my chest. Her eyes darted around and I followed her gaze, only now remembering that we were just outside the main lodge and there were more than a few people who probably heard my foul-mouthed outburst.
Adrienne tightly controlled her voice. �I�m just trying to do what�s best for you.�
�Well you can�t anymore, Adrienne. You gave up that right.� Snarling, I turned to stalk away.
�Wait, Ben!� Adrienne pleaded. And despite my anger, hearing that tone in her voice made me stop. I loved her too much to be completely heartless.
�Aren�t I still your sister, Ben?� Adrienne asked softly while my back was still turned to her. �Can�t I still be concerned for you?�
I sighed and let the tension bleed out of my shoulders. Exhaling, I craned my head around and arched an eyebrow. �Are you absolutely sure your concern is entirely sisterly?�
Adrienne�s jaw dropped, but nothing came out. Her mouth flapped a bit as she tried to gather herself. But then she just bit her lip nervously and let her gaze drop to the floor.
So I turned and walked away.
* * *
The bonfire wasn�t how DJ and I had envisioned our first evening together as a couple. Oh, she was cheery and bubbly and all those great things a 17-year-old beautiful blonde girl can be when she�s newly in love. But I was a lump of coal.
DJ was especially relieved that her parents hadn�t given her the third degree. She told me that they�d suspected she had feelings for me when she got a little�too�excited over my upcoming presence and Dawn�s absence in the weeks leading up to camp. And now that we were out in the open, she�d been expecting a stern discussion. But apparently her parents were too busy talking with MY parents and they were leaving her alone. And as we teenagers tend to do, DJ saw being left alone as a green light of approval.
I was relieved myself. Although Adrienne had some rather negative opinions over my newfound relationship, my own mom had taken the wait and see approach. Given her previous involvement in my developing relationships with both Dawn and Adrienne in the past, I also saw things as a green light to go ahead and pursue DJ. Hey, if things didn�t work out with Dawn and me to unite our two families, maybe we could still be joined through the youngest daughter, right?
But despite these twin reliefs, I couldn�t help but feel ... unsettled ... that not everyone was behind the two of us. Specifically, I�hated�that Adrienne didn�t see things the way I did. It was unfortunate that her lingering feelings for me were interfering with her ability to look at my relationship with DJ rationally. And it was clear that evening at the bonfire that Adrienne couldn�t bring herself to be around me while DJ was by my side.
I�d gone through this once before, Last year, I faced a similar conflict between my feelings for Adrienne and for Dawn. True, Adrienne and DJ weren�t fighting for my love like then, but the impasse between these two wasn�t so different. I wanted the both of them in my life; but their feelings for me were bringing them into conflict and preventing that from happening. I�d been absolutely miserable last summer when it happened, and I didn�t want it to happen again. So I spent most of that first evening thinking of how I could fix things with my ex-girlfriend/sister, whom I cared so much about.
The answer came to me that night as I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. It came sometime after midnight, while I was tossing and turning and desperately looking for a way to get my brain to turn off. Some of my best ideas happen that time of night.
It was simple: I had to learn from my past. Last year, I�d been passive and not taken charge of the situation, and I�d nearly lost the both of them. I couldn�t let that happen again. So this time,�I�would have to take charge.
And last year, the girls had come to an agreement together about sharing. They�d fucked each other, and fucked me. And everyone was happy.
Sounded like a plan to me.
* * *
�I want to invite Adrienne and Felicia to go hiking with us this morning.�
DJ tightened just a bit, her arms around my neck squeezing just a tad more firmly than comfortable and she slowly pulled her head back to look at my face. It was early morning and I�d roused myself to wait on a log outside the Evans cabin before they headed off to breakfast. As expected, DJ had immediately brightened upon seeing me and come over for what she expected to be a warm, welcoming hug from her new boyfriend. Maybe she even expected me to start by telling her again that I loved her.
Well, she got the hug, straddling my lap, wrapping her arms behind my neck, and humming happily. But I don�t think she was expecting me to say what I�d just said.
�Uh, what?� DJ pulled back, furrowing her eyebrows.
I put on an easy grin. �C�mon, kiddo. It�ll be�fun.� My eyebrows waggled as I put the extra emphasis onto the word �fun�. �Besides, it�s not like you aren�t, ah...�familiar�... with them.�
DJ blushed and smirked. Last summer, the three of them plus Dawn had joined me for a pretty wild fivesome after the big camp dance. She cocked her head to the side and arched an eyebrow at me. �Only officially together one night and you�re already looking for more pussy?�
I chuckled. �It�s just sex. You know it won�t change my love for you,� I said sincerely and pulled her to me for our first kiss of the day, promising with my lips that it would not be the last. �Besides, there�s a little more to it than just that.�
�Oh, like what?�
�Well, for starters, I think you owe Felicia for what she�s done for you. The girl has given you a week uninterrupted with me when she could have had me the first day.�
DJ�s eyes flashed for a brief second, but she quickly calmed and bit her lip. �I suppose I do at that.� DJ sighed. �Don�t suppose I can talk you into being a one-woman kind of man.�
I raised my eyebrows and shrugged, mentally saying, �This is me.�
DJ chuckled and moved forward, nuzzling her nose against mine. �I love you, honey, just the way you are.� She pulled back, her eyes twinkling. �And I have to admit, I�love�your taste in girls, too.�
Yeah, DJ was an extraordinary kind of girl. I smiled. She smiled. And then we were sharing that supervolcanic kiss again. The mere thought of having a naked DJ, Adrienne, and Felicia crawling all over me had me bulging in my shorts, a fact DJ was using to her advantage as she ground herself against it.
When we broke for air, DJ sat up straight and flipped one of her braids back behind her shoulder before getting a new grip around my neck. �You said �for starters�. What else is behind this little invitation you�re cooking up?�
I sighed. �It�s Adrienne.�
There was no mistaking the way DJ stiffened at the name, or perhaps at the way I�d said it. Clearly, my new girlfriend was somewhat apprehensive about my last girlfriend.
I stroked her back and patted her butt soothingly while staring straight into DJ�s eyes. �Hey, relax. Adrienne�s not a threat to you.�
�You sure about that? Wouldn�t be the first time I saw a girl decide she wanted her ex back the instant she saw him with someone else.�
I shook my head. �No, we�ve both moved on. I�ll always love her, just like I�ll always love Dawn, but we�ve moved on. I think she and I might be better as brother and sister in the long run, anyways.�
�Then what�s the deal?�
I shrugged, leaned back, and patted her left shoulder. �Well you, for one. Look how tense you are. If this is going to work, you and she are going to have to learn to get along better. You�re both too important to me for there to be any awkwardness.�
DJ frowned and looked away. �We don�t know that much about each other. And we got along fine before.�
�Things were different before. You were my friend, almost like a sister to me, and she was my girlfriend. Now it�s the other way around. You�ve got to learn that she�s not a threat to us and she�s got to learn that I really believe this is real.�
DJ furrowed her eyebrows and looked at me inquisitively. �She doesn�t think this is real?�
I sighed and gave her a helpless look. �She claims that I�m rebounding. With any other girl, I might have agreed. But you�re ... extraordinary.� I brushed my fingers across the pretty blonde�s forehead and down her cheek before leaning in for another kiss.
DJ blinked a few times when we pulled apart. �So what do you want from me? Are you�asking�me to fuck her today?�
I shrugged and answered without thinking, �Worked for her and Dawn.�
DJ rolled her eyes and started to get huffy but I patted her arm and sat up straight. �Wait, wait. It�s not that simple and I know it,� I began. �Adrienne and Dawn didn�t get things worked out just because they screwed. But they came to an understanding about the way they felt about each other and about me. And when they had sex, it showed how comfortable they could be with one another.�
The young blonde looked at me skeptically, so I continued. �I�m not asking you to have sex with Adrienne. For one thing, she�s committed to her girlfriend. But I do think it�s a good idea for you and her to talk. If we go out hiking somewhere, I�m sure there will be some good opportunities.�
DJ nodded slowly, turning it over in her mind before darting her gaze back to me and smirking. �And, ah ... exactly what will you and Felicia be doing while Adrienne and I go off to have this talk?�
I grinned. �Oh, I�m sure I�ll think of something.�
* * *
�Will you put some lotion on my back?�
Felicia sat cross-legged before me, facing away as she dropped her sports bra, the flimsy material joining her tank top on the blanket beside her. Demurely holding one arm across her bosom, she turned her head to look at me, showing off the graceful curve of her neck with her dark hair pulled to one side and disappearing over her opposite shoulder. This left me a perfect view of the hard edge of her jaw, her sculpted cheekbones, and the shallow point of her nose. Her big, expressive blue-grey eyes were mesmerizing and twinkling with mischief as she extended the sunblock to me with her free hand.
I�d actually seen the pose once before, in a magazine. Then, Felicia had been soaking wet and sitting on the floor of a shower, with a big, expensive necklace dangling in her hand instead of the sunblock.
This time, the backdrop behind her was breathtaking as we were on a high ridge overlooking the valley below, a mass of trees and flowers leading down to the snaking blue of the Klamath River. Our own mostly flat spot was perfect in that we were shielded from the wind by the rock outcropping surrounding us on three sides and from the sun by the tree branches above.
�Would you like me to stop at your waist? Or go all the way down?� I asked warmly and reached for the sunblock.
�You know, I think you�re right. I don�t want any part of me to burn,� she giggled flirtatiously as she turned to the side and put her body into an arch to lift her butt off the blanket while reaching down with one hand to start tugging down her shorts and panties. This profiled her from the side, letting me ogle her nicely formed tits: good handfuls and barely sagging. And her tummy was tight and absent of flab in the way only a half-starved model could accomplish.
Soon enough, Felicia was fully naked, even having removed her hiking boots as she lay facedown on the blankets with a towel underneath her chin so she could look out across the valley. Having not bothered to do anything but gawk as she disrobed, I now moved to kneel beside her while uncapping the sunblock.
But Felicia had other ideas. �Nuh-uh. If I�m going to be naked. You should be, too. It�s only fair, right?�
�Well, my clothes won�t exactly be in the way of my ability to rub down Every. Single. Millimeter ... of your Gloriously. Naked. Body,� I husked.
She giggled musically and then replied, �Maybe not. But your clothes will interfere with my ability to feel your Thick. Heavy. Balls ... resting on top of my Gloriously. Naked. Ass.�
She had a point. I shucked my clothes and then straddled her perfect ass, making sure to lay my balls against her crack. My cock was too erect and upright to come into contact with her body. But I intended to lean forward and fix that once we got started. I was already planning exactly where to drag my mushroom head and add a little pre-cum to the sunblock mix.
�Oh ... yeah...� Felicia sighed while I started going to work rubbing her body with my three appendages and two liquids. �I daresay you�re as good as me at massages.�
�I aim to please. And then please some more ... And some more...� My voice was dropping off to a sensual moan.
Felicia giggled. �And you will. At least, I figure we�ve got the time.�
I nodded, even though she couldn�t see me, and went back to focusing on my hands. Felicia then sighed and turned her head in the direction where Adrienne and DJ had gone walking. �You think this is going to work?�
I shrugged. �Why shouldn�t it? They�re both smart girls. And they both clearly care about me.�
Felicia exhaled. �I know. I do, too. And I have to say Ben, this DOES look a lot like rebounding.�
I sighed and put a little more force into my strokes as I worked my way down from her neck and shoulders to her upper back. �I know. But c�mon, this is DJ.�
Felicia nodded. �I know. And I DID say that girl might eclipse her sisters for beauty. If it were anyone else, I�d be right alongside Adrienne telling you not to do this. I know Dayna and I had our differences, but I did get to know her and you and your families while we were all growing up. So I know there�s enough love and support if this thing blows up in your face.�
�Right,� I nodded, feeling confident with the compliment. Then the �blows up in your face� comment set in. �Wait, what?�
Felicia turned to her side, giving me another look at her breast. But my eyes quickly made it back up to her face. �It�s just that in general, I�d have advised you to take things easy after the breakup with Adrienne. DJ or no DJ, it would be best for you to take a break from relationships. No strong commitments. Just ... be single for a while. Get readjusted to who YOU are as an individual, and not as half of a couple.� The gorgeous brunette smirked. �Heck, I�d probably be dragging you around to ah...�meet�... some of my friends.�
I arched an eyebrow at that. �Meet with an �e� or Meat with an �a�?�
Felicia giggled, her pale blue eyes twinkling. �With an �a�, I guess. Barb Hemingway and Tina Nguyen in particular were quite interested when I told them you and Adrienne had broken up.�
I chuckled. �It sounds nice, but really, I�m happy with the direction things are going right now.�
�I know. I can tell,� Felicia nodded but bit her lip. She looked like she had more to say, but didn�t comment further.
I smirked as another naughty thought occurred. �Besides, with a girlfriend like DJ, maybe we still WILL, ah ... meat ... your friends.� By now, I�d backed off until I was straddling the backs of Felicia�s knees with my cock settling into the cleft off her buttcheeks while I massaged her lower back. As if to emphasize my point, I dragged my hips back until my dickhead nudged lower, rubbing around the outside of her pussy and deflecting down to the blanket.
�Ohhh...� Felicia moaned as she felt my cock bouncing around her nether regions. Instinctively, she spread her legs until they banged into my knees where I was straddling her. And with a little pressure she got me to adjust my position and let herself bring her legs up and fold them like a frog�s, opening up her crotch to me. �Y�know, I changed my mind, Ben. You can finish rubbing lotion into me later. I think I�ve waited long enough for you to fuck me.�
Taking the hint, I moved my hands around her hips and lifted her up a bit, putting her into the desired position. And then with my left hand on her hip to steady her and my right on my own shaft for guidance, I thrust myself deeply into her willing body.
* * *
At first, I�d thought Felicia and I would have time for a slow buildup and then a pleasant screw before Adrienne and DJ got back. If all went according to plan, those two would have a new understanding to celebrate, and then Felicia and I would encourage the four of us into a wonderful expression of understanding that would result in pleasant orgasms for all. Hell, if I was really lucky, I might even get to fuck Adrienne again.
Things hadn�t quite worked out that way.
It started like the plan. I called upon my user�s manual for Felicia and began creating a new symphony. I started with an opening allegro movement, stoking her fires with rhythmic thrusts from behind and quick manipulation of her well-formed breasts. Felicia wasn�t the kind of girl who needed a lot of foreplay and she�d already been pent-up for a week now, so I gave her a fast and dirty climax to take the edge off and let her collapse onto her belly while I continued to slowly dick her throughout her orgasm.
I then flipped Felicia onto her back and moved into a slow second movement, even putting Beethoven�s Moonlight Sonata into my head as I concentrated on pleasuring her with my hands, caressing her sensitive nerve clusters and erogenous zones tenderly while nipping at her neck and rubbing her breasts. She whimpered and cooed beneath me in rapturous pleasure. And after perhaps six or seven minutes of this, her whole body shuddered and she groaned a long, languorous orgasm, dumping a fresh load of honey into my waiting mouth while my tongue slowly swiped up and down her labial cleft.
The third movement was a cute minuet as I teased her body�s sensations playfully. She�d very nearly fallen asleep from her second orgasm. Not passed out, you see � fallen asleep. But I roused her while remounting her, making short jabs with my dick into her wet pussy. I made rotating motions while showering her face with butterfly kisses. I tickled her nipples with my thumbs. And this time, when her body quaked in orgasm, it spurred her straight into the fourth movement and into the craving for the one final glorious climax she knew awaited.
We finished with a fun rondo. I grabbed Felicia�s wrists and yanked them above her head, pinning them down while I romped in and out of her open pussy with my throbbing prick. I played around at an Allegro pace, filling her body and carving my dickhead against her G-spot for maximum pleasure. I played around with different melodies, while there was also a short section of Vivo-tempo thrusts � hard and fast and deep � that I kept returning to. Like a familiar refrain, Felicia started looking forward to those, whimpering in anticipation for my current melody to play out so she could return to feeling that Vivo pounding as I teased her and teased her while ascending the crescendo of pleasure until she couldn�t stand it any longer. And finally, we both hit our climaxes as I poured a half-hour�s worth of cum into her spastically shaking cunt.
It was one of our best symphonies. When we were done, Felicia cradled my head to her chest and chittered happily about how I�d been worth the wait. We settled in then and waited for the girls to return.
Only they didn�t. As Felicia and recovered from our orgasms, we continued to be alone with nothing to do but let our hands wander across each other�s naked body.
Well, with two horny people, wandering hands soon became caressing hands. Caressing hands became fondling hands. And ten minutes after finishing the first symphony, we started up a second one.
Three of Felicia�s orgasms later, plus one of mine, Adrienne and DJ still hadn�t returned. After pulling out of Felicia�s snatch, the gorgeous catalog model had taken my second ejaculation down her throat. And with one load in her pussy and one in her mouth ... Well, you know the way my mind works.
I didn�t even bother with the user manual this time. I knew Felicia�s buttons by heart and I didn�t need to read any sheet music to know how to play her. Seven orgasms hadn�t slowed the statuesque babe down at all. No, they seemed to have only energized her, and soon enough the beautiful brunette was face-down on the blankets with my cock up her ass.
�AAAAH, FUCK!!!� Felicia screamed again, her voice vibrating with every rapid impact of my pelvis against her buttcheeks. I swear I could hear the sound of her voice echoing off the canyon walls, and I wondered what the people down below might be making of this.
�Yes! Yes, you fucking stud!� Felicia crowed. Copious amounts of sweat were dribbling down her face, creating a Seurat painting of droplets beneath her chin while her whole body jerked back and forth.
�Fuck me! So hard! So raw! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!�FUUUCK!� The last �Fuck� signaled her orgasm as both her ass muscles and other muscles clamped down, her head shaking with the power of it. I didn�t let up from my relentless cock-pistoning through her anal chute and when her lungs gave out, so did her arms. And Felicia tumbled onto the blankets, smearing her cheek against the damp puddle of her own sweat.
It�s actually a good thing we didn�t bother to finish putting lotion on each other�s body. By now it all would have been wiped away by sweat or by our bodies frequently rubbing against the blankets. Felicia�s back had certainly been stripped bare by the end of that first symphony of lust. Back then, she�d humped her hips to meet my every thrust, her heels drumming against my spine as we physically launched ourselves at each other so hard my pelvic bone had started to hurt.
And now that her chest had collapsed to the blankets from my overaggressive rear-entry pounding, Felicia would have lost any lotion from the front-side as well. I couldn�t fault her for collapsing. She�d endured two more orgasms with my cock filling her asshole, the second one wiping out what energy she had left and causing her arms to buckle. I was used to fucking for hours on end, and despite her sexual proclivities, Felicia wasn�t.
Besides, NO ONE could have stood up to the hammering I was giving her. We were way past Allegro. We were way past Vivo, or even Presto. I�m not sure if there�s anything faster than Prestissimo, but if there is, THAT�S where Felicia and I were at. I was quite literally fucking her brains out.
�Unnnnnnnghhhh...� the gorgeous older woman groaned while I continued sawing my thick dick in and out of her stretched and abused anus. My cock had been coated in the juices of her many, many orgasms, and we�d used plenty of lube. But I�d been buttfucking her for fifteen minutes now and I already anticipated that I�d have to help Felicia climb down the mountain back to camp.
�Nnnhhhnnnnggg...� she moaned when my hand sneaked beneath her hips to begin diddling her similarly-abused clit.
�One more, Felice,� I growled into her ear. �One more mind-blowing orgasm, and then you can go to sleep.�
�Ohhhhhnnnnggg...� she moaned once more. And then I watched as her lower lip quivered for a few seconds just before her body locked up one final time beneath me, a quiet shudder passing through her body as the agony and ecstasy swept through her from head to toe.
I�d wrung every drop of pleasure I could from Felicia�s body. I�d given her more orgasms than she�d ever felt at one time in her life. And she�d simply come to her limit. My job was done.
So planting my hands on either side of her head, I put my body into a push-up position above her flat, prone body with my cockpole still drilling into her ass. And I let myself go.
�I�m gonna cum soon, Felice,� I groaned, getting a weak whimper from her in return. �I�m gonna cum in your ass. I�m gonna fill you up so that you feel me dribbling down your thighs the whole way back home. You�re gonna fall into bed knowing that I used and abused all three of your holes, filling all of them with my cream. And how is that gonna make you feel?�
�So goooood...� she whimpered and shuddered one more time, a mental high even if not a physical one. And that shudder was all I needed.
Like a piss I�d been holding in for far too long, my dickhead opened up and began hosing down Felicia�s bowels with a steady stream of sperm, a single unending flow of hot spunk that poured out of me and into this gorgeous girl�s anal receptacle.
Felicia quivered as she felt my ejaculation filling her up. With her job now done, she set her cheek back down onto the blanket and closed her eyes. And she surrendered to the bliss of sleep.
* * *
After busting my nut into Felicia�s ass, I flopped onto my back beside her sleeping form, staring up at the leaves and tree branches above us while gasping for air. But before I could catch my breath, the sounds of people approaching got my attention.
Turning my head to the side, I saw DJ and Adrienne not twenty feet away, their hiking boots crunching against the dirt, pebbles, and leaves dotting the ground. DJ had an intense look that I couldn�t immediately read, while Adrienne simply looked thoughtful.
Still panting heavily and oblivious to my nudity, I worked myself up onto my elbows and raised my eyebrows questioningly. I wanted to know how things went during the girls� discussion. But neither girl spoke immediately. Instead, DJ immediately came to me, kneeling beside me as she bent over, taking my face in her hands and planting that supervolcanic kiss on my lips. Already short of oxygen, DJ took my breath away as her tongue moved in to invade my mouth and leave my brain spinning just as I�d started to get it straightened out.
I was dazed when DJ lay me back down on the blankets, feeling woozy with an inky blackness creeping into my vision while I struggled to breathe. The pretty young blonde smiled down at me and said, �I love you sooo much, honey.� And then she immediately turned to Felicia, gently spreading the slumbering girl�s legs and dipping her face into the older woman�s crotch.
Noisy slurping followed. And despite having cum three times with the gorgeous model, I felt a tingle in my crotch listening to DJ suck my cum out of Felicia�s pussy and ass. The older brunette moaned at the sensations and slowly began to reawaken.
Meanwhile, Adrienne came straight to me. She smiled wanly and knelt beside my hip, a curious expression on her face. And then after a short sigh, the gorgeous blonde reached over to our packs and came back with some baby wipes, old habit from our time living together, and without hesitation she reached down and started cleaning me up.
I stiffened in surprise, more stiffness in the rest of my body than in my worn-out cock, as I realized that Adrienne was touching me in a very intimate manner for the first time since our break-up. And while her firm hands delicately stroked my half-hard cock, a questioning look spread across my face.
�I�m your sister,� she said firmly, her hazel eyes locked onto me. �This is what we do.�
My mind immediately drifted to thoughts of the other things I did with my sisters, including the twins. And with a measured voice, I let my eyes quite obviously roam over Adrienne�s fantastic body. �That�s not all you sisters do.�
�Not now, Ben,� Adrienne said softly and glanced over at DJ. My cute blonde girlfriend picked her head up just then, giving the both of us curious looks.
I took a deep breath, glanced at DJ, and then returned my attention to Adrienne. �Does �not now� imply a �later�?�
Adrienne blushed and glanced at DJ, biting her lower lip before coming back to me one more time. And after reading something in my eyes, she turned and looked straight at DJ as she stated, �Not now.�
* * *
DJ was more or less attached to my arm for the entire hike back down the mountain. She wouldn�t tell me what had been discussed between her and Adrienne until we were alone, but in the meantime, she was turning her affection levels all the way up to 11. And that meant hugging me, squeezing me, and rubbing herself against my side at every opportunity.
Given the teenage girl latched onto my arm, it was a good thing Felicia only needed a little help hiking back down the mountain. But she was still feeling quite sore from our concert of fucking and started getting a little bitchy at me for it the closer we got to camp. Adrienne soothed her by promising they�d just relax by the lake, maybe sun themselves in skimpier bikinis and let the entertainment come to them.
Upon our return, we quickly cleaned up and then rejoined our families for lunch. DJ was doing her level best to crawl onto my lap, and I�m sure that everyone at the table could tell the hot-blooded young blonde was feeling quite antsy for a fucking. Since we hadn�t had the chance to screw the entire morning, what with her off on her long discussion and me fucking Felicia�s lights out, the instant lunch was over DJ dragged me away to make up for lost time.
Dawn�s and my clearing was strictly off-limits, now that we knew Dawn didn�t approve, but we had many other places we could go to be alone. It was a big camp, and the woods could be a pretty empty place. So we stopped and had a short discussion about where to go. I wanted to take advantage of a bed as often as possible, and wanted to go to the Evans cabin. But DJ shot down that idea by telling me that her parents were likely to take a nap for an hour or so right after lunch.
So DJ wanted to take me to Brooke�s and her special spot. Somewhat copying their big siblings, the younger girls had carved out a similar clearing by the creek, but on a different trail, and it was somewhere I�d never been. But unexpectedly, by the time we got there we found the spot was occupied by Brooke and Andrew, the handsome but typically shy boy looking anything but shy now as he leaned over my little sister, slowly sliding his hand up the inside of her t-shirt while sliding his tongue into her mouth.
Immediately, DJ and I pulled back as quietly as possible. I just didn�t want to see Brooke fucking someone else. It was okay to know my little sister was screwing her summer boyfriend; but unless I was part of the orgy, I wasn�t the kind of guy who wanted to watch it happening.
And while DJ would normally be content to hide out and watch, on this afternoon she was far more interested in getting our clothes off and having sex, rather than watching sex. And as soon as we got back to the trail, she grabbed my hand and practically ran up the dirt path, I assume to lead me to some other previously-designated place for a romantic interlude.
I was half-right. We ran a few hundred yards down the trail and around a bend when DJ spotted a fallen log not six feet off the main path. �There!� she exclaimed before dragging me over and quickly unshouldering her pack. �Hurry, honey! Hurry!�
�DJ!� I gasped and spun around as soon as I realized what she was proposing. We were NOT hidden at all, and if someone were to come along this trail, we would be completely exposed. Fucking Felicia at the top of a ridge almost an hour�s hike away from camp was one thing; we were far closer to camp right now. �Isn�t this a bit out in the open?�
�I don�t care! I need you! Hurry!� Her pack was on the ground, she was bent over at the waist, and her shorts and panties were soon around her ankles. Naked, DJ would always stir my arousal. But here, fully-clothed except for the creamy white of her naked ass aiming back at me as she braced herself against the log, the slender but stacked teenage babe was absolutely irresistible.
My own pack hit the trail and I quickly moved into position while unfastening my shorts. I simply dropped them to my ankles as well and took my dick in hand, guiding it into place.
DJ had been fingering her own pussy, and once the tip nudged between her thighs, she reached down to grab me and put me into position. I felt my mushroom head settle into her labia. She relocated her hands to the log. And I got a firm grip on her hips.
Then we fucked.
It was quick. It was dirty. And we sooo could have gotten caught.
But thankfully, we didn�t. And after a deliciously anxious five minutes of animalistic rutting, I pumped my girlfriend full of spunk and then almost hurriedly pulled up my shorts while she similarly yanked hers back up and then leaned against the log, her ample chest heaving as she caught her breath.
�That was�so�dangerous,� I managed to grunt once I fixed the last button on my shorts.
�That was so�exciting!� DJ flashed me a naughty grin. And then she quickly launched herself at me, wrapping her arms around my torso and putting her head against my chest while I hugged her back. �And I�d do it again in a heartbeat. I�ll do it everywhere with you, honey. If you want, I�ll crawl under the table and suck you off at dinner. I�ll come to your cabin at night and fuck you in front of your whole family. I�ll do you at the lake, on a lounge chair. Can you imagine all those hot teenage girls in bikinis watching your naked ass while you�re thrusting in and out of me? OhmiGAWD...�
I chuckled and patted DJ�s back, surprised at her little exhibitionist streak. �You really get turned on by the idea of fucking in public?�
She blinked, batting long eyelashes at me as she turned her crystal blue irises up to look at me. �No. I really get turned on by the idea of fucking YOU.� And as if to punctuate her point, she reached down into her own panties and brought her fingers back, coated in our mingled orgasmic fluids. And then she very obviously sucked the fingers into her mouth, her eyes on me the entire time.
There was such heartfelt emotion in her voice, not unlike the previous afternoon when she was telling me how this was her one chance to truly have me. And I moved my hands up to hold her biceps while looking deep into her eyes. �Dorothy Jean, I love you.�
She swooned and moved up on her tip-toes to kiss me. And then her hands started working at my shorts.
Two minutes later, she pulled my re-hardened cock out of her mouth and stood up to let me drag her shorts and already soaked panties off her feet. I lifted her up so she could wrap her legs around my waist while I rammed up into her sodden snatch. And laying her back against the log, we started making love.
Yeah, we were still out in the open. But as much as I loved her and she me, I didn�t care if someone caught us anymore.
* * *
DJ did eventually tell me about her discussion with Adrienne. Basically, she explained to the older girl about how she�d been crushing on me for years and that none of the boys she dated ever measured up to me. She convinced Adrienne that this wasn�t just a fling and it wasn�t out of any malice toward Dawn, but real and true love, as passionately and as idealistically as a teenage girl can be in love.
Adrienne warned her that I was still emotionally fragile from my recent breakups. Whether I was rebounding or not, I still needed time to heal and Adrienne told DJ that she might have to be patient with me. Things could potentially be rockier than a normal relationship with a fresh start might have been. And Adrienne spoke of me with such loving and protective concern that DJ openly questioned whether Adrienne still had romantic feelings for me.
So then it was Adrienne�s turn to convince DJ that she truly wanted to move on from me. It wasn�t that Adrienne loved me any less. In fact, after the whole ordeal with Adam, she had become even more closely bonded to me and my family. But she explained to DJ that she wanted to build a sibling relationship with me, one of trust, support, and unconditional love. And she told DJ that she and I would not be resuming any sexual contact until we both believed we had rebuilt the foundation of our relationship. Maybe someday in the future we would become intimate again, but not now.
So DJ told Adrienne she would openly welcome her presence around us, without jealousy. She would accept Adrienne like a sister, as a member of my family. And if and when Adrienne felt comfortable with it, DJ would also welcome her presence in our bed (or clearing, or wherever we decided to fuck). After all, family �doesn�t count�.
Finally, Adrienne advised DJ that if this was real, to love me with everything she had. �Because Ben is a very special man,� Adrienne had told her. �When he dedicates himself to you, he�really�dedicates himself and you�ve got to give him the same in return. He deserves nothing less, and nothing less will be good enough to keep him.�
DJ took the advice to heart. She�d been crushing on me for years and now that she had me, she now promised me, �I�m going to be the very best girlfriend I can possibly be. I�m going to be the best girlfriend you�ve ever had. And by the time summer�s over, you�re going to want to marry me!�
Well, I wasn�t sure about getting married so young, but I could appreciate the enthusiasm. Adrienne turned out to be a fountain of information for DJ on the things I liked, and with her help, for the duration of camp DJ really did become a�fantastic�girlfriend.
One of the first things DJ did was ask her parents to let me sleep with her in their cabin. With both older Evans sisters out, the big bunkroom was empty. I NEVER thought they�d go for it and as expected, Jack and Deanna Evans declined permission. DJ was still in high school and even though she was their last child, they didn�t want to set a precedent for her or for my younger siblings that it was okay to live together with a boyfriend at such a young age. So no. I wasn�t sleeping overnight with her.
That didn�t stop DJ and me from fucking in their cabin, though. Sometimes we even did it relatively late at night, and I know for a fact that listening to me nailing DJ almost always spurred Deanna Evans into action with her husband, the same way Dawn and I used to do. And as long as I went back to my own cabin afterwards, Jack Evans certainly seemed happier once DJ and I got together.
So DJ remained by my side as close to 24 hours a day as she could. She held my hand wherever we went. She showered me with affectionate kisses, hugs, and playful rubbing with her hands or hips or breasts or whatever else she could get on me. She even kept her left hand on my leg (or ... ahem ... between my legs) at meal times. Some might have felt this constant presence might be a little overwhelming, but not me. After being dumped by two girls in the span of a few days and left wondering if anyone in the world would ever truly love me � not to mention being shot and coming so close to�dying�� I adored having such a devoted and affectionate girlfriend who wanted nothing more than to be with me always.
DJ didn�t talk my head off or otherwise become annoying. Clinginess wasn�t an issue since I had zero problems with her becoming as clingy as she wanted. In fact, I welcomed her almost manic desire to be near me, almost to the point of wanting to follow me into the bathroom. She supplied me with intelligent conversation. She cracked jokes and kept me entertained. And she provided me constant companionship after a brief time of loneliness in my life. Yeah, it was kind of the same way Dawn and I used to be at camp. And yeah, DJ taking that role in my life made me really,�really�happy.
And of course I am, after all, a sexual creature; and DJ screwed me around the clock. She was in love and she was horny and we fucked like bunnies every chance we got. We fucked in the mornings and right after lunch. We fucked before dinner and in the evenings before going to sleep. We fucked on hikes and in her cabin and at random, semi-public places around camp. And even if she was sore or not particularly in the mood, DJ would�still�go down on me just to make me happy. Already a proficient cocksucker to begin with, the young blonde beauty became absolutely incredible with a lot of practice.
And that doesn�t even mention our other sexual excursions. There was one afternoon when Andrew Hemingway went on a family hike with his parents and two sisters. That left Brooke alone for a couple of hours, and DJ wasted no time in recruiting my little sister into a threesome at�their�special clearing. We spent four hours screwing each other�s brains out in every possible combination or orientation. I think Brooke was more excited to be fucking DJ again than she was to be fucking me.
And like I said, DJ openly welcomed Felicia�s and Adrienne�s presence around us, to the point where we hung out with those two more than any of DJ�s or my normal camp friends. My new girlfriend not only accepted me fucking Felicia every other day, but she even helped out and joined in, my girlfriend and the gorgeous older model treating me to some pretty incredible threesomes.
Adrienne even accompanied us from time to time, doing everything she possibly could short of physically touching. She kept to her commitment of monogamy, but that didn�t mean the busty blonde couldn�t strip naked and masturbate while watching me fuck the shit out of Felicia and DJ.
One time, Adrienne sat up against the headboard of DJ�s bed, pawing at her own tits and diddling herself while DJ parked her face just an inch away from Adrienne�s crotch, blowing directed streams of air at the older blonde�s sensitive clit. Technically, they weren�t touching, right? Maybe DJ even accidentally got in a lick or two; I don�t know. After all, I was pounding my little girlfriend from behind and my eyes were a little more focused on Adrienne�s jiggling boobs.
Another time, Felicia rode me reverse-cowgirl with my dick up the gorgeous model�s ass and DJ�s lips and hands wrapped around her erect nipples. Adrienne laid face-down between our legs, staring at my thick prod stretching Felicia�s sphincter, and rubbing herself to incredible climaxes. Felicia even got really naughty and jerked her ass off of me at the last second, fisting my cock and aiming my ejaculation to explode all over Adrienne�s face. Technically, Adrienne wasn�t touching either me or Felicia; but the gorgeous blonde certainly screamed pretty loud in orgasm when my cum splattered against her forehead and cheeks.
And it wasn�t even just Brooke, Felicia, and Adrienne. One afternoon, by the lake, DJ waved her hand in a wide arc and said, �Pick one. Pick any girl you want, and I�ll help you seduce her.�
My eyebrows shot up as truly gorgeous girls like Barb Hemingway, Lucia Ramirez, and Isabella Marsh filled my view. But my conscience kicked in and I quickly wrapped DJ up by my side. �You�re all I need, kiddo.�
She beamed and kissed me before pulling back with a little smile. �I know. But I�m serious. I�ll do�anything�to keep you happy. And I really want to be the best girlfriend you�ve ever had.�
I knew she would. Think about it: I had a stunningly gorgeous 17-year-old blonde babe of a girlfriend, 5�9��, slender, with a 34DD-24-30 comic book body. She fucked like a mink and was an absolute slut for my cum. She let me ram it into any of her holes at any time that I wanted and not only let me fuck hot babes like Felicia and Brooke, but actively encouraged me to find even more.
She didn�t talk my head off, nag me, or ever complain. We literally had ZERO fights. We enjoyed each other�s company, and we clicked both physically and emotionally. No, I wasn�t mentally on the same wavelength with her as I could be with Dawn; we couldn�t read each other�s thoughts and feelings. But we never hesitated to verbalize those thoughts and feelings, to make every effort to communicate with each other and avoid misunderstandings. We went from just friends to devoted life partners in the span of a couple of days, sharing our hearts without any secrets or fears of recrimination.
Can you IMAGINE a better girlfriend?
There was only one problem: DJ and I often had slightly different ideas of what being �the best girlfriend ever� really meant. DJ often did whatever she THOUGHT I would like, without actually checking with me. I talked to her one time about it, and she answered that it had been the same way between me and Dawn, and that I�d�always�liked Dawn�s little surprises.
�Dawn was always in my head,� I replied. �She knew the way I thought.�
�We�ll get there, too,� DJ promised. �With time, we�ll get there.�
Well, things didn�t �get there� quite fast enough, and things blew up in my face the following week.
* * *
The day started off wonderfully, in a PG sort of way. My family and the Evanses decided to have a big picnic together: parents, kids, and all. We usually had two or three during the summer as it was, and everyone fell into their usual family dynamics with ease, with one exception: DJ was playing the role of �Dawn�.
The nine of us lounged around a bunch of big picnic blankets in the shade of some trees. I spent half the time either with DJ leaning against me or with my head in her lap. It had pretty much been the same with me and Dawn for years. As long as we didn�t try to cop feels of each other or anything out in public, none of the parents minded.
In the meantime, Adrienne was really getting into her role as �big sister� to the twins. The three of them huddled together, whispering constantly and sneaking looks at everyone else whenever one of them made a particularly funny comment. The rest of us took turns glaring back at them as if we could hear what they were saying and were taking offense at it, sending all three of them into giggles. Even though the twins were thirteen and Adrienne nineteen, for the duration of the picnic, all three of them acted like they were NINE.
In fact, as my girlfriend, DJ seemed older than Adrienne for a little while, as DJ and I chatted with both sets of parents quite a bit throughout the morning. They were telling us about some of the gossip going around about the adults of the camp, and while we didn�t spill any teenager secrets, we commented on how things were changing from the perspective of us young ones.
All in all, we spent a pleasant morning as one big family. I had a great time, which somehow made me want to ensure the afternoon would be just as incredibly special.
�What do you want to do now?� I asked DJ once we�d returned to the main camp. The two of us looked around at the various groups of people heading in different directions to find activities for the afternoon. As much as I loved being at camp, there were only so many things that could be done up here and I�d started to get just a little bored of swimming, tanning, volleyball, frisbee, and the like. Heck, even DJ and I fucking like bunnies was getting a little ... routine.
DJ squeezed my arm and rubbed her cheek against my bicep. �Whatever�you�want to do.�
I rolled my eyes. It had become a familiar refrain from DJ the past few days, and it was getting just a bit annoying. I knew she was trying to be accommodating, but I found myself wishing DJ would verbalize some suggestions of her own. After all, I KNEW she had a zillion ideas percolating in her head, and even when she didn�t volunteer those ideas, she had a tendency to ACT on them when least expected, and without telling me, either.
Still, if she was going to go along with whatever I wanted to do ... And I WAS feeling particularly horny after not being able to do anything sexual during the morning. �Do you really want to help me seduce somebody?� I ventured.
A Cheshire grin spread across DJ�s face as she turned her head up to me. An obvious twinkle was in her crystal blue eyes. And her voice was a seductive purr as she breathed, �I�ll do�anything�for you, honey.�
�Anything?� I asked with a sparkle in my eyes.
�Anything...� she breathed in a husky voice.
I grinned. �So you�ll help me talk some bit-titted hot babe that you barely know into having sex with me? Then you�ll help me hold her down and suck on her tits and whisper dirty thoughts in her ear until I blast her full of my cum? And then you�ll bend over and suck my jizz out of her cunt while I shove my re-hardened cock up your ass?�
DJ�s eyes fluttered, her jaw quivered, and her whole body shivered as she leaned further into me, tilting her head back and thrusting her chin forward while answering, �Anything.�
I am the luckiest shit in the world.
On a gorgeous afternoon like this, we figured the best place to talk a hot babe into sleeping with us would be the lake. The girls would be in bikinis and getting mildly turned on from the appreciative ogling. And flirting was to be expected. I already had a few targets in mind.
But when DJ and I got back to our cabins to change into our swimsuits, the twins grabbed me the instant I walked into the bunkroom. �Ben! Heyyy!� Eden chirped as she latched onto my arm and held my hand.
�What�s up, rugrat?�
Eden scrunched up her nose in annoyance at the nickname. It always needled the twins when I called them names that referred to them as little kids. But instead of complaining, she simply asked, �Will you go with us to the Garden of Me?� She opened her eyes WIDE and looking as adorably cute as possible. Even though the twins� faces were maturing from girlish to womanly, it was almost always a surefire way to get me to agree.
�Well, I was planning to go to the lake with DJ and...� My voice trailed off. No way was I going to tell the girls I was planning to seduce some other girl.
�Ben, pleeeeaaase?� Emma joined her twin sister, latching onto my other arm and putting herself side-by-side with Eden, the two of them looking up at me with those puppy-dog eyes.
Oh they were SO hard to resist when they got like that. But I was looking for some serious fucking this afternoon, and my conscience would NOT let me get sexual with the young girls again. I�d made a mistake the last hike out and didn�t want it to happen again. �Girls, I really��
�Please?� Eden cut me off. �We never get to spend any time with you anymore. I know things were a little weird at the end of June but we were looking forward to playing together when we got to camp but then you were always with DJ and then we had that ONE day and then you were with DJ again and��
�Whoa, whoa.� I slowed her down by holding up my hands. �We just spent all morning together.�
�That�was with the whole�family. It�s not the�same...� Emma whined, her tone going up and down dramatically the way teenagers often do.
I arched an eyebrow. �It�s not like this is any different from all the other years. Last year I was always with Adrienne and the years before that with Dawn.�
Emma bit her lip and then looked up at me. �But you still took us to the Garden all the time! You HAD to. Mom and Dad wouldn�t let us go by ourselves.�
Eden brightened. �So bring DJ, too! You and Dawn took us together most of the time anyways.�
I blinked and thought about it. Dawn and I DID used to chaperone the twins and their friends quite often, back before we were having sex together. Actually, one year we already were screwing and had to hide the evidence from the younger ones.
�Pleeease,� Emma flashed the puppy-dog eyes again. �Soon you�ll have to go back to school and you�ll be GONE.�
I sighed. Well, DJ DID say she�d do�anything�I wanted. This wasn�t what I had in mind, but it would work. I really�hadn�t�spent much time with the twins this summer.
Besides, with DJ around, the four younger ones wouldn�t be able to sexually assault me, right?
* * *
�Do you wanna slip away for a bit?� DJ muttered beneath her breath after nudging my elbow. The two of us were reclining side-by-side on our towels, laid out on a grassy knoll overlooking the picturesque pool. The water on our skin dried slowly in the afternoon sun. Meanwhile, the four younger girls continued splashing around and doing cannonballs off the 10-foot ledge.
I took a deep breath before answering my girlfriend. Because of the family picnic, we hadn�t fucked since last night, an absolute�eternity�before. So I was more than ready to go by now. Also, because of our remote location, DJ had chosen to wear that transparent, lime green Wicked Weasel outfit; and reclining next to her fabulous semi-nude body was enough to get me really, really horny. Plus, I�d been planning on a little seduction of one of the hot-blooded young women by the lake, so I was already inclined toward sex.
And on top of all that, I was staring at the nubile bodies of four young, virginal teenage girls, all of whom sucked on my cock the last time we were here. Yeah, I was horny. And yeah, I wanted to slip away with DJ.
But we couldn�t. Once before, I�d done so with Dawn. Heck, we�d done so a couple of times with our young charges suspecting nothing more than a make out session. But now, years later, I knew the girls knew better. I sighed, saying, �No. The girls�ll know we�re going off to have sex.�
�So?� DJ shrugged, a grin spreading across her face.
�So? They�ll sneak over and watch us.�
�Like I said: So?� DJ giggled. I knew I would have seen a twinkle in her crystal blue eyes if her sunglasses weren�t hiding them.
I shook my head. �You really�do�get off on the risk of getting caught, don�t you?�
The pretty blonde laughed and nodded. �You bring out the naughty in me. I never would have done anything like it with any of the other boys I knew, but I think I�d feel nothing but pride if someone saw us fucking. Like, �Hell, yeah! I�ve got THIS stud fucking my brains out!��
The four younger girls were splashing around and probably didn�t hear DJ�s comment, but Eden turned around at the sound of DJ�s laughter. My baby sister glanced at Emma, the twins exchanging some sort of non-verbal communication before Eden turned and hopped out of the water. �Okay,� Eden announced. �Time to tan, girls.�
Ana and Jenny stopped their splashing and looked over at Eden before returning their gazes to me and DJ. I was holding my breath as I watched all four of the younger teens crawl out of the pool and over to their towels. And in a row, each of them stripped off their bikini tops and lay back, presenting themselves for DJ�s and my viewing pleasure.
From our elevated position on the knoll, DJ and I had a perfect view of the four girls and their proud torsos. Ana was actually arching her back to push those C-cups into the sky. Eden�s and Emma�s smaller titties were in the middle. And even after everything I�d done before with Jenny, the smallest girl was visibly nervous and tense as she almost hesitantly displayed her nearly flat chest.
�When in Rome,� DJ mused beside me and promptly stripped away her own bikini top. It hadn�t covered much to begin with, but I still got a little harder when her glorious Double-D�s spilled out to my gaze. And taking advantage of my suddenly inert state, my new girlfriend rolled over and shoved her tongue into my mouth.
A supervolcanic explosion detonated in my brain, washing away all sense of time and space. When I came to, DJ hovered over me with a grin on her face. And I could now see the twinkle in her eyes with her sunglasses gone. �Re-thinking whether or not you want to slip away with me?� she husked.
�You don�t have to slip away,� Eden said quietly.
I jerked up and looked over to see that the four girls were sitting up now, staring at me and DJ. Eden was looking straight at my girlfriend as she said plainly, �We don�t mind if you two want to have sex.� Behind her, three heads nodded up and down in agreement.
Jenny even muttered in a heavy breath, �I�ve never actually seen people having sex before.�
�Me, neither,� Emma chirped.
�Me, neither,� Eden added.
The three girls looked at Ana, who blushed and explained, �Lucia doesn�t always close her door all the way.� That sent all four girls giggling.
DJ was lying half on top of me, a bemused smile on her face as she looked over at the girls, not ten feet away from us. �Have any of you ever seen a dick?�
The four girls nodded. Jenny, on the end, blushed as she said, �Ben�s was my first.�
�Ben�s?� DJ�s eyebrows shot up. �When?�
Jenny frowned. �Last week. The last time we all came here.�
DJ now arched a single eyebrow. �Reeeally?� My girlfriend turned back to me. �You didn�t tell me you pulled out your pecker for the little ones to see.�
I blinked twice nervously. �Uh, well. That was the day when everything between you and me kinda went down. We�ve been a little busy since then.�
�And that�s not all we did...� Eden intoned, a sensuous moan in her voice.
DJ turned to my baby sister and grinned. �What DID you all do?�
Ana chirped. �We sucked his cock! It was AMAZING!�
DJ�s eyebrows rose. �ALL of you?�
Ana and Jenny nodded eagerly. Eden and Emma winced just in time for me to groan. �GIRLS!� I admonished them. �You promised you wouldn�t tell anyone!�
�We haven�t!� Jenny whimpered.
�You just did!� I growled.
Emma pushed Ana�s shoulder but Ana pushed back, barking, �You�started it.�
�DJ doesn�t count anyways!� Emma protested.
DJ herself waved the girls off, and the four young ones obediently shut up. �Did Ben do a good job teaching you girls how it should be done?�
The girls all shook their heads in the negative. �He was kinda distracted by all four of us,� Eden explained.
�Tsk, tsk,� DJ scolded me, the big smile on her face removing any sense of malice. �Well girls, let�s all get to a more comfortable spot in the shade. And let the lessons begin.�
* * *
This was a bad idea. This was a really bad idea. It went against my conscience. It went against my morals. And it went against the resolution I�d made for myself only a week ago.
But I was sooo horny.
I�d gotten used to popping off like Old Faithful at regular intervals, and already I�d gone the longest stretch between ejaculations since DJ and I got together as a couple. Right now, I had a gorgeous 17-year-old blonde bombshell stroking and sucking my erect dick. And every now and again a cute 14-year-old or one of my adorable twin sisters would take a turn licking me like a lollipop.
DJ hadn�t asked me if this was what I really wanted. She�d just started doing what she�thought�I wanted. Well, in this case, it�s not like I was stopping her.
It came out that Eden and Emma had already gotten some blowjob lessons from Brooke. But the twins also explained that Brooke had never given them hands on lessons while I was around to be used as a prop. DJ set about correcting that deficiency, and soon even�I�could tell that the twins were getting better under her tutelage.
Of course, there was only so much I could take. DJ pointed out the warning signs of my impending explosion and offered Jenny the chance to practice swallowing my cum. But little Jenny remembered that she hadn�t liked the taste and declined. Ultimately, Emma dropped her lips around me and quickly sucked me to completion, jerking in surprise when I started filling her mouth with frothy cum.
Emma couldn�t take it all and had to pop off me. One squirt sort of dribbled out before Ana could dive in and start hoovering out the rest. And Eden quickly latched onto her sister�s mouth and the twins began kissing noisily while swapping my sperm back and forth.
The lesson on giving a blowjob completed, DJ then taught the girls how to get a guy hard again. The second lesson was almost as much fun as the first.
But as soon as I got hard again, all five girls decided that school was now out of session. DJ was horny and wanted to get fucked. And the four younger ones were eager to see their first live sex show.
* * *
�Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck,� DJ chanted. She beat her heels against my lower back and clawed at my shoulders with her hands. I could feel her heartbeat through her vaginal walls, which steadily pulsed against me with a steady [bu-BUMP] [bu-BUMP] [bu-BUMP]. And even after all the fucking we�d been doing, her pussy was still incredibly tight.
�Fuck me, honey! Fuck me! Ream me! Pound me! Hurt me!� she squealed.
Urged on by DJ�s words, I flung my hips with increasing force.
�More! More! Harder Ben! Harder! OHHH!!!�
Echoing gasps of �ohhh...� spread around us. Despite my misgivings, the four young teen girls were around me and DJ, enthralled by the sight of my thick cock pistoning in and out of her juicing slit. If my mom knew what was going on, she�d be pulling out that dull butcher knife about now. I shouldn�t have let Eden and Emma watch this.
And yet, the truly naughty part of my brain wanted to pull out at the last second to spray my spunk all over DJ�s sweaty body,�just�so that Eden and Emma could see it. That perverted part of me wanted to hose DJ down with streamers of semen and globs of jizz to coat her big tits, tight tummy, and bare-shaven snatch. And then it wanted to see my little sisters lick it all up.
But I didn�t have time anymore. DJ�s head went slack and turned to the side as the rest of her body tensed up. Her back arched off the towels. And her mouth gaped open as she screamed, �YESSS!!! I�m cumming!!!�
Her heartbeat was racing and already bumping along my shaft. When her vaginal orgasmic spasms joined in as well, DJ sucked the cum out of me; and I shot a great wad deep into the blonde babe�s waiting snatch.
�Arrgh!� I grunted and flung my hips forward a final time, slamming our bodies together and holding them at maximum depth while I filled her up with my hot, thick cream. And while my hands gripped her body beneath me, I emptied my balls into DJ�s still spasming cunt.
When I was done, I rolled off to the side, my chest heaving as I gasped for air. My mind spun with the force of my ejaculation and at that moment, I couldn�t give a rat�s ass who had been watching. And from the way DJ had gone limp, she was beyond caring as well.
But the four girls were even more turned on than ever. Eden wasted no time crawling between DJ�s thighs and rather obviously slurping my cum out of my girlfriend. Given that she�d never watched me have sex before, I was pretty sure it was Eden�s first time eating a creampie. But from the enthusiasm and gusto she put into the task, she certainly seemed to have Brandi�s and Brooke�s almost manic family craving for brother-cum.
�Holy shit!� Jenny exclaimed. �But� but� She�s another GIRL!�
�And we eat each other out all the time.� Emma grinned, patting Jenny�s back. Fortunately, Jenny looked merely surprised, not disgusted. And Emma leaned in, adding, �If you want, I�ll show you what it�s like.�
Meanwhile, Ana came straight to me. The busty young Latina was quickly kneeling beside my hip, bending over and slurping on my semi-limp noodle while pinching the base between her thumb and index finger, the way DJ had showed her. And then the young girl put her newfound cock-reviving lessons to good use.
�Ohhh...� Jenny started moaning. Emma was already between the young Chinese girl�s thighs, introducing her friend to the world of Sapphic love.
�Ohhh...� DJ moaned. Her knees had gone up in the air and her hand was on the back of Eden�s head while my baby sister continued noisily slurping away.
�Mmm...� Ana groaned around a mouthful of growing cock.
�Unnghhh...� I groaned, feeling the young 14-year-old enthusiastically fellating me.
I was going to hell.
One thing did interrupt the burgeoning orgy. If it hadn�t happened, I�m not sure how everything would have progressed from then on out. At the time, it seemed like a setback to the sexual mood, something that might have ultimately led to everyone stopping, putting their clothes on, and going their separate ways. But like a butterfly effect, it ultimately pushed the sex in the other direction, way, WAY further on than things might have otherwise gone.
Jenny sat up and pushed Emma�s head away. �I�m sorry. It feels good. It really does. But I don�t think I�m ready for this.� The young Chinese girl started crawling away toward her clothes, blushing bright pink in shame and embarrassment.
I sat up, my conscience flaring to life for the very first time as I looked at the very, very young girl who was overwhelmed by all of this. Ana popped off my cock and turned around. And even DJ and Eden stopped what they were doing as Jenny shivered and moved away from us. I figured playtime was now over.
But a second later, Emma sat up and called, �Jenny, wait! It�s because I�m another girl, right? Well let Ben do it. He�s sooo good and it�ll feel AMAZING.�
My conscience flashed warning signs in my face. Here was a chance to stop. Here was a chance to get away before things snowballed. After all, I�d already had two great orgasms. I�d had sex with DJ. And even though Ana had been sucking me, that ship had already sailed last week. I could still get out without getting any deeper than I already had.
But Jenny turned and looked at me with big puppy-dog eyes. She licked her lips excitedly and asked in the cutest voice, �Really? Will you, Ben?�
Right then, she reminded me so much of Eden and Emma that my heart ached. And before conscious thought percolated in my brain, I was already nodding my agreement.
Plus, Ana had resumed sucking my dick. Guys tend to be pretty agreeable when they�re getting their dick sucked.
With a half-excited/half-nervous smile, Jenny crawled back over to me. Still blushing, she first sat down and pulled her bikini bottoms down her legs and off her feet, exposing a pretty pink pussy below a tuft of black hair that had been trimmed down for her bikini. Emma had just shoved the crotch aside to eat her earlier, but it looked like Jenny was going to do this one right.
Ten seconds later, I was flat on my back again and Emma was directing Jenny to straddle my face. I looked up at the young girl, feeling the need to reassure her with my eyes even though I wasn�t feeling sure about this at all. But three seconds after that, her young, virginal pussy was in my face and I extended my tongue out to take the first lick.
�Holy shit!� Jenny squealed in shock, her eyes flying WIDE open and the smile on her face getting even�wider.
Yeah. Girls like getting eaten out.
There�s something quite unique about eating out a virgin. No, it doesn�t magically taste different after a dick has been inside them. Each girl has her own flavor, and it has nothing to do with whether her cherry�s been popped or not. But there certainly is a mental difference to licking and tasting a pretty pussy that�s not only new to me, but new to sex, period. It�s just exciting in a way to know the moist labia against my tongue have never before been parted by a dick, and that maybe, just maybe, mine might be the first to do so.
And Jenny tasted pretty sweet besides. So with Ana�s rapidly improving oral techniques sending waves of pleasure through my cock at one end, and the heady pleasure of Jenny�s pussy at my other end, I lost myself to the bliss. The sounds of Jenny, Ana, Eden, Emma, and DJ moaning around me melded into a chorus of ecstasy that filled my ears, their voices blending together in an ocean of aural delight.
I only noticed Ana coming off my now fully erect dick because it complained about no longer being inside a warm, caressing wetness. But DJ�s giggle cut through the cacophony and I felt the girls shifting as she took Ana�s place, putting her slick pussy on top of my rigid dick, gliding her wet cleft smoothly back and forth along the shaft lengthwise as if riding a rail. More of DJ�s giggles filled my ears and as she lifted herself to elevate my prick into position for fucking, I gripped Jenny�s thighs and started tonguing her even harder.
Everything happened so fast. DJ started saying something, but I couldn�t make out the words as Jenny suddenly clamped her thighs around my ears and began wailing out her orgasm. A gush of honey flooded out onto my chin while my tongue flicked the young girl�s love button. And at the same time, I felt DJ push her incredibly tight pussy down onto my upright shaft.
My cock met a brief bit of resistance before she opened up and let me penetrate several inches inside. A squeak of pain sounded off in my ears as suddenly a too tight tunnel of wet pleasure enveloped my shaft. And the pussy clamped down tightly in a panic around me while the same sense of panic exploded in my brain.�That didn�t feel right. What the�fuck?
Jenny was still squalling when I unceremoniously dumped her off to the side and picked my head up. The vision before me wasn�t quite my worst nightmare come to life, but it was pretty close. Ana Ramirez, 14-year-old little girl, was a virgin no more as she grimaced in pain with half my dick imbedded inside her. With her teeth clenched, she looked up at me for a brief second before taking a quick breath and lunging down, pushing herself further down until she�d taken my entire seven-and-three-quarter inches into her pussy. DJ was holding her hand, alternately rubbing the younger girl�s breasts and massaging her crotch, whispering soothing words into Ana�s ear.
I reacted automatically. �What the FUCK?� I yelled and immediately grabbed Ana�s hips, jerking her off my prod and shoving her to the right while I twisted myself to the left. I rolled over completely before sitting up with a wild-eyed expression on my face, staring in disbelief at the blood-streaked remnants of Ana�s virginity still on my cock.
Predictably, Ana reacted to my rejection by curling up and immediately bursting into tears. �Waaahhh!�
Eden was quickly beside Ana, hugging the bigger girl and rocking her while I crab-walked back another couple of feet. I took one look at DJ in bewilderment and barked, �What the hell happened?�
DJ blinked rapidly, looking even more bewildered than me at what had just occurred. �Wha�?�
I just turned over onto all fours to push myself up to my feet, standing and marching myself away, in shock at what had just happened. Had I really done it? Had I really popped little Ana Ramirez�s cherry? Was it my fault?
Still naked, with Ana�s virginal blood on my half-hard cock, I passed beyond the first row of bushes and into a clearing before grabbing my temples with my hands and tightening my fingers in my own hair. What was going on? How did that just happen?
DJ emerged right behind me, and for the first time ever, I paid no attention to her naked body. �Honey? What�s wrong?�
�What�s wrong? What�s WRONG? I just popped Ana�s cherry!�
�So? She wanted you to! Why the hell are you freaking out?�
�Of course I�m freaking out! I never meant for that to happen!�
�What? I thought you WANTED to have her!� DJ was looking at me like I�d started speaking Chinese. �Wasn�t that the whole plan for today? To go out and seduce some hot babe?�
�No!� And then I remembered. �I mean, �yes�, when we were still planning to go by the lake. But ... but ... that all changed when we came up here instead.�
�I didn�t get the memo,� DJ drawled, glaring at me. �You promised me I�d get to suck your jizz out of some hot girl�s cunt while you shoved your re-hardened cock up my ass. I thought you were being extra kinky bringing me up here with these girls.�
�This hike was a favor to the twins.� I exhaled. �And I didn�t mean we�d do that with someone like�Ana.�
�Why not?�
�She�s a virgin,� I growled in a �well, duh� tone.
DJ smirked, unable to control a giggle. �Not anymore.�
�That�s my point! She�s too young. She�s only fourteen!�
DJ rolled her eyes, calming down now that she realized what was bothering me. �Fourteen and a HALF. Heck, I was only a few months older when you boinked me for the first time.�
�You weren�t a virgin.�
�Brooke was. And she�s even younger than me.�
�That�s different! And she was still fifteen!�
�Whatever. A few months doesn�t make that big a difference and Ana�s more developed than Brooke was back then anyways. Plus,�I�was the same age as Ana when I lost my cherry. Believe me, she can handle it.�
�She�s just a kid, Deej.�
�She�s a young woman, now,� DJ pointed out.
I grimaced and looked away. My face etched into a deep frown and my forehead crinkled. �Only because YOU put me in this situation,� I snapped.
DJ jerked back at the venom in my voice. And she immediately came back with a harsh, �This isn�t my fault. You TOLD me we were gonna seduce someone today. How was I supposed to know you didn�t mean these four girls when they were the ONLY four girls around?�
�They�re so young! None of them had even SEEN a real cock until this summer, I think. And then you went and parked Ana on me when I couldn�t even see what was going on!�
�She wanted to! She even asked my permission since I�m your girlfriend!�
I sighed and closed my eyes. I reached out to DJ�s shoulder, rubbing it gently to alleviate the tension between us. This was a colossal communications fuck-up, and while I still thought DJ had no right to mount Ana onto me when I couldn�t see, I knew I deserved plenty of the blame.
DJ took a deep breath and then dropped her head. �So what now?�
�I don�t know.�
DJ fidgeted and bit her lip before turning away from me, looking back toward the clearing. She exhaled and then said, �Look, think of Ana. It�s her first time, and three seconds after she got her first cock inside her, you rejected her. How do you think she feels right now?�
I sighed and looked over as well. �What can I do about that?�
DJ exhaled. �You can�t let this be the way Ana lost her virginity. She�s a young girl and this would mess her up for a long time. You�ve got to go back there and do it right.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Excuse me?�
�If it were me, something like this would shatter my self-confidence. You�re a hunk, honey. All four of them have the biggest crushes on you. And at the moment she gave you her most precious gift, you turned Ana away.�That�s�fucked up.�
I groaned and bent over, planting my hands on my knees. DJ came up and rubbed my back. �You don�t have a choice,� she added. And exhaling slowly, I nodded in agreement.
I took a few minutes to collect myself while DJ went back to the girls and worked to calm them down. And then I stopped to think about what I was about to do.
The act itself wouldn�t be a problem. Despite my moral quandary, Ana was a very good-looking girl with a hot body, and I was already getting hard again thinking about her firm tits and gently sloping hips. Physically, I knew she could handle it. But I was more concerned about the mental and emotional aspects.
I�d lost my own virginity at age sixteen, and while I�d certainly been horny for years before that, I felt that it had been a good age for me to deal with the riot of emotions that had come with sexual activity. I�d made a lot of mistakes, sure, but in the end things had worked themselves out.
The youngest lover I�d ever had was Brooke, at age 15 and a little less than two months. Even though she�d been younger, Brooke had possessed a maturity greater than mine at the same age. She�d had the poise and certainty of what she�d wanted in order to handle things afterwards.
Did Ana possess that kind of maturity at fourteen and a half? Was she going to be able to deal with the consequences? Did it even matter anymore? The damage had already been done. And at least the girl was about to be a freshman in High School. While not proof of maturity, I had known enough freshmen who were sexually active to believe this wasn�t something Ana was totally unprepared for.
So I tried to think about it from Ana�s perspective. From the beginning, she hadn�t been shy about flirting with me or showing me her body. When things had progressed to kissing and even blowjobs, she�d attacked me with gusto and enthusiasm. And if DJ was to be believed, Ana had been the one to suggest losing her virginity to me.
Ana wanted this. Despite my misgivings, she was pretty enough that I wanted her, too. And since I apparently had no real choice, I might as well make sure we both enjoyed it.
* * *
After all my agonizing, the act itself was almost anticlimactic. I�d forgotten how ... awkward ... things could be with a virgin. After all, I hadn�t bedded a true virgin since Jennifer Vo (no, Paige doesn�t really count), and the fact is that they simply don�t know how to move their bodies just yet. It was still good, but after all the amazing sex I�d been having both this summer and the year before, Ana just couldn�t compare.
Still, I made sure that�I�rocked Ana�s world.
When I finally returned back to the Garden, I found Ana lying back across the blankets, waiting for me. All five girls looked up rather nervously at me while I knelt beside Ana and then devoted all of my attention to her. I apologized for pushing her away, explaining that the whole thing had caught me by surprise. I admitted honestly that I never planned to go all the way with any of the girls, but now that I had with Ana, I cared enough about her to make sure things were done right.
�A girl�s first time is special,� I told her gently. �I want to make sure you remember this fondly for the rest of your life.�
I then asked the other girls to dress and give us some space. I knew with certainty that they would watch us, but I didn�t want Ana to feel them hovering over her from inches away. The girls obediently put their suits and hiking clothes back on before retreating to the first line of bushes, close enough to watch unobtrusively but far enough for me to not feel their presence. And then I proceeded to give Ana a special first time.
We started with kissing, something she was already quite familiar with. Ana displayed an expertise that proved to me she had some good kissing experience, more than just occasional fumbling in some guy�s backseat. And when we both started heating up I let my hands begin to roam across her nubile, teenaged body.
I worked my way down her chest, kissing and nibbling and sucking while going through my routines of exploring her erogenous zones and locating her trigger spots. Ana�really�loved powerful sucking on her tits and I obliged her for a few minutes before settling my face down into her crotch.
The girls had gotten Ana cleaned up in the intervening time, and there were no longer any traces of blood. My tongue and lips soothed away any remaining pain she might have felt in her pussy while my hands on her upright tits kept her distracted. She tensed up slightly when I penetrated her with a finger, but quickly relaxed and even started moaning as I began sawing in and out of her while tickling her side with my off-hand and continuing my oral attention to keep her floating on a sea of bliss.
Ana was in the middle of her first orgasm when I quickly slid up her body and pushed myself inside her. I had the first four inches in before she realized it and quickly wrapped her limbs around me. Her ankles crossed behind my ass and she tugged me the rest of the way in. And our mouths found each other once again when I was penetrated as fully as I would ever go.
Ana sighed happily, and then I showed this pretty 14-year-old girl how pleasant her first time could be.
She couldn�t do much more than rock her hips and instinctively hump herself back at me. Like I said, there�s big mental high in fucking a virgin but they leave a lot to be desired in terms of actual fucking. But her pussy was snug and wet and Ana made the cutest squeaking sounds every time my pelvic bone bumped against hers.
�Eep!� Ana squeaked. �Eep! Eep! Eep!�
I brought her to a second orgasm and watched as her jaw quivered beneath me. Her hands clutched tightly to my shoulder blades while I continued stroking her through the climax, feeling the uncontrollable flutters of her vaginal muscles while she ascended to perhaps her greatest ever physical high. But Ana went limp after that, panting and weakened by her ordeal. So I decided to finish myself off sooner rather than later.
Ana�s squeaks became low whimpers and moans as I rutted through her tight tunnel, rapidly stroking myself toward orgasm. I concentrated on the feelings shooting through my pelvis and up my spine, painfully aware that I was fucking the young girl bareback and unprotected. And just as I felt myself building to climax, I yanked myself out with plenty of time, hovered over her supine body, and jacked my own rod until I found my release.
Ana squeaked again when my hot cum splashed against her tits, the first jets arcing with great distance. The next jets splattered across her tight, teenage belly. And then I leaned forward to ensure my final droplets dribbled onto her lower abdomen, well out of range of her fertile pussy.
The cute Latina girl smiled radiantly, quite pleased with herself for her first sexual experience. I sagged to sit back on my own heels, smiling contentedly at her expression and at my own relief. I knew there would be consequences for what had taken place today, but at least I knew she would no longer look at her de-virginization with horror.
Catching my breath, I worked to think of something to say. The older I got, the less I took for granted these first trysts with young girls and I felt the need to thank Ana for her precious gift. But before I could say anything, Eden, Emma, Jenny, and DJ arrived back on the scene, twittering excitedly. So I simply settled for bending over and giving Ana a soft kiss of warmth and gratitude.
Once I got out of the way, Eden and Emma immediately bent down and started licking my hot cum off of Ana�s rapidly-cooling body. I didn�t know if Ana was into girls or not; but for now, she was so happy with her first act of intercourse that she didn�t seem to mind.
So after sharing a relieved smile with DJ, I looked around for my clothes and thought of returning back to camp.
* * *
�It wasn�t so bad, was it?�
DJ looked nervous as we walked hand-in-hand away from the lodge after dinner. I think it had finally settled in for her that what had transpired at the Garden of Eden that afternoon had NOT been what I�d had in mind. And even though she still didn�t think she�d done anything wrong � after all, she HAD been a great girlfriend in finding me some fresh, virginal pussy � DJ knew enough to recognize that I still wasn�t happy with the outcome.
�Not �bad�. Just not what I wanted,� I replied as I glanced behind us. Back by the lodge entrance, Eden, Emma, Ana, and Jenny were huddled together as they scurried off, no doubt eager to discuss this landmark occasion. This wasn�t over yet, and I dreaded the fallout. Thinking about how complicated my future was about to become, I sighed forlornly.
�Come on, honey.� DJ squeezed my hand and rubbed herself against my arm. �You look like your favorite pet just died. What�s the big deal? So you popped a 14-year-old girl�s cherry; she wanted you to. You both had a nice fuck. And look at her, she�s happy.�
�It�s not that. I�m worried about what�s going to happen now.�
�Pssht.� DJ waved me off. �Relax. Ana was just horny and she thinks you�re hot stuff; but she�s not in love with you. It�s not like she�s gonna start following you around like a lost puppy for the rest of camp. And even if she does want more, I�m sure we can find time to fit her in.� DJ giggled. �She certainly didn�t seem to mind the twins licking your jizz off her, and you never did shove your cock up my ass while I was sucking your cum out of her cunt.�
�Deeeej,� I drawled a warning. �She�s not protected, for one.�
DJ shrugged as if this were a minor inconvenience.
I sighed and shook my head. �I�m not that worried about Ana. I�m more worried about the others.�
�What about them?�
�What do you think is going to happen now that Ana�s not a virgin anymore? Jenny and the TWINS are going to want to have sex now.�
�What, you�re opposed to popping three more virgins this summer?�
�Yes!� I rolled my eyes. Clearly, DJ did not understand my discomfort with their young age.
My girlfriend laughed and patted my arm. �Relax. First of all, I don�t think Jenny�s a problem. I know girls; and I know she�s still overwhelmed by sucking a dick. Jenny�s not having sex anytime soon, no matter what. As for the twins, they already want to have sex with you. This is nothing new.�
�It�s not just that. I�m worried what they�re going to�do. If you think about it, Ana�s just given them the blueprint for having sex with me: get me to unwittingly pop their cherry, and then I�ll have to go in and do it right.�
DJ rolled her eyes. �And just how would they get you to unwittingly pop their cherries?�
�With�help,� I growled and glared at DJ, who shrank momentarily beneath my baleful gaze. I was still annoyed that DJ had pretty much mounted Ana onto me while I was distracted. But then I softened and replied, �I don�t know. My little sisters have always had a manipulative streak in them. If I don�t head this off, one of them is going to try and force herself onto me ... rape me ... And then what?�
DJ pinched her lips and squeezed me close, tilting her head against my shoulder. And in a soft but firm voice, she reassured me, �I�ll take care of it, honey. Clearly, this is bothering you, and as the best girlfriend you�ll ever have, I�ll do everything I can to make you happy.�
I smiled at the confidence in DJ�s voice, and glanced down to see her looking up at me with those gorgeous blue eyes. Her pronouncement�did�make me feel better, and I leaned forward to quickly peck her forehead.
�Thank you, girlfriend.�
�I love you, boyfriend.�
* * *
DJ and I watched the sunset from up on the ridge, arriving early enough to get my favorite bench and spend a good ten minutes necking before the first middle-aged couple arrived. My young blonde girlfriend was about two minutes away from mounting me then and there, and I wasn�t sure whether to feel relieved or disappointed the couple came when they did.
Then as usual, the late evening was spent with a good chunk of the camp residents around the big bonfire. We met up with Gary Wong, Adrienne, and other friends around my age as well as Brooke, Andrew, and other friends around DJ�s age. The younger ones started roasting marshmallows while the �older� teens and I hung back and let the �kids� do their thing.
It was kind of funny to watch Brooke and Andrew roasting s�mores and handing them out to little children the way Dawn and I used to do. My little brat of a sister had certainly grown up, and watching her with her summer boyfriend reminded me of how little time we�d spent together this year. Even this summer, even with me dating her best friend, we hadn�t been around each other very often. And after getting so very close to her over the previous two years, it made me a little sad to see how much we�d been drifting apart.
But Brooke would always be my sister. And I knew that we would never be too far from each other�s heart.
Watching them also made me miss Dawn. This month at camp used to be our one chance each year to reconnect, to join ourselves at the hip and live in each other�s shadow 24/7, or as close to it as possible. Now, it felt like it was the one month we�weren�t�together, and my world felt a little out of whack because of it.
But at least I had my Dawn-substitute. DJ had been a godsend, taking over Dawn�s role by my side, in my bed, and even in my heart a little bit. While there had been some ups and downs in our relationship, DJ was following through on her promise to become the best girlfriend I ever had.
And yet I couldn�t help but feel like something wasn�t quite right, that something in my life was still a little ... off.
For the moment, I chalked off my unease to the way Eden and Emma had been looking at me all evening. While Ana just seemed happy, and Jenny too embarrassed to even look at me, my baby sisters had been eyeing me like they were starving cavemen and I was a slow and plodding fat cow, or whatever passed for a cow during the Stone Age.
But just when I started to get nervous, DJ collected three s�mores and pecked me on the lips. �I�ll take care of it,� she said firmly. And then she headed off to the twins. My sisters accepted the s�mores, chatted inaudibly with her for a minute or two, and then the three of them headed away. I wasn�t sure exactly what DJ was going to tell them, but I breathed a sigh in relief that she was making the effort.
Still, for some reason, the little bit of tension in the back of my neck didn�t go away. I munched on my own s�more, feeling the cloying sweet mixture of melted marshmallow, chocolate, and graham cracker combining in my mouth in an attempt to bring me sugary happiness. But I couldn�t shake the feeling. Things were still ... off.
I�d felt this way ever since leaving Berkeley. After all, pretty much everything in my life had gone out of whack then. Adrienne and Paige had broken up with me. Dawn didn�t want to be around me. And I�still�had no clue where I stood with Gwen. Even at home, Brooke had barely been around, dealing with her own dramas. I had opened a whole box full of cans of worms with the twins. And that doesn�t even mention the two bullet wounds still healing on my body. My relationships with the important people in my life were rife with turmoil.
But slowly, those relationships were finding their balance. It started with DJ, my new anchor in love. Everything in life seems a little less certain when you�re alone, and having her as my companion had done wonders for calming my daily fears. As for the other people in my life, I at least knew my relationships with them were on the right path to settling down. For example, while I was still unsure of my status with Dawn, she at least still considered me �her Ben� and she �my Dawn�. Paige had declared she still wanted to be friends. And Gwen I could deal with when we got back to school. In my own family, I knew Brooke would always love me. And now DJ was handling the twins. Everything was coming back together.
And then there was Adrienne. My relationship with her had never been stable for very long. Ever since she�d first seduced me away from Megan and Cassidy so long ago, we�d been up and down over and over and over again. But now I thought we might actually have a chance for stability and balance in our relationship as adoptive brother and sister. It would be a relationship of love, no more than either of us could handle without sacrificing too much, as long as we both could accept the limitations of the relationship and make it work.
And that�s when I realized what felt �off�. Adrienne and I had gotten to a pretty comfortable sibling relationship, but just like before when we were �nottogether� ... I wanted more.
Of course I wanted sex. It�s a part of who I am, and Adrienne being the ONLY sister I couldn�t have sexual contact with was annoying. But just like when we were �nottogether�, sex wasn�t the problem.
I missed the closeness I felt with Adrienne when we were together. I missed the intimacy. And I didn�t know if we would ever get it back. I�d supported her as a brother, platonically, through the Adam crisis. Ever since then, things had pretty much been like we were just good friends who cared a lot about each other, but that�s it.
I looked around the campfire, pondering what to do about it when my gaze settled onto her, chatting with Gary nearby. As usual, the guy was struggling not to stare at Adrienne�s tits, and a little smile of amusement crossed my face.
Out of the corner of her eye, Adrienne caught my gaze; and she glanced over at me, a twinkle in her hazel irises from more than just the flickering firelight. I knew right then and there that she had noticed Gary�s more awkward than usual glances at her prodigious chest, and she shared her own amusement with me. And as if she were speaking right into my ear, I heard Adrienne�s voice saying, �This is�hilarious. He�s trying so hard not to stare, but the harder he tries the more he keeps looking down.�
I smiled right back and thought, �Can�t blame him. You just had to wear�that�sweater tonight, � referring to the forest green V-neck with gold accents that did much to mold to Adrienne�s fabulous curves.
Instantly, Adrienne�s smile got bigger and my next realization hit me like a ton of bricks. Somehow, someway, Adrienne had understood me. Without words, we�d communicated our thoughts to each other, perhaps with my eyes subconsciously darting in some direction or in the crinkle of my eyebrows. And with only the second-ever person in my life, I felt like we were on the same wavelength.
Adrienne�s eyes popped up as she came to a similar realization, and after a few seconds to break herself away from the conversation, she walked straight over to me with her eyes shining brightly.
�Hi, Adrienne,� I said warmly and opened my arms.
The statuesque blonde immediately stepped into my embrace and hugged me tightly, rubbing my back and replying, �Hi, Tiger.� And then from just inches away, she asked quickly, �Did you feel that?�
�Like we were connected?�
�Exactly.�
�Yeah, I did.�
�Is that what it felt like with you and Dawn?�
I nodded.
�Wow...� she breathed, squeezing me a little tighter. �I�ve never felt that before.�
�Pretty cool, huh?�
�It was like you were inside my head!� she said in amazement. �It wasn�t long, but it was ... I could FEEL it.�
I could�still�feel it. Holding Adrienne in my arms like this made that tension in the back of my neck go away, as if all was right in the world again. Right now, everything made sense. And right now, I felt like I understood the universe.
Adrienne leaned back and looked into my eyes, searching through them. I felt a tickle against my head, as if her gaze was trying to physically crawl inside my brain. She squinted slightly, as if trying harder to get into my head, but I shushed her quietly. �Shhh ... Relaxxx...�
Instantly, she relaxed and her gaze softened. And then my head relaxed and everything flowed again. I opened my mouth to speak and saw her doing the same at the exact same moment. And together we said, �I love you.�
�As a sister,� I added.
�As a brother,� she added as well.
I bit my lip and Adrienne smiled bashfully, looking down. �And more,� she said. We both knew she was referring to my feelings. �Me, too,� she added, and then she shivered. I just�knew�she was thinking about the last time I was fucking Felicia and then pulled out to squirt on her face, letting her taste my cum while not�technically�touching either of us.
We continued looking at each other, reveling in this moment of clarity; and without asking questions, Adrienne and I started giving each other answers.
�I know, I want to, too. But you know we shouldn�t.�
�Well, those times didn�t�count.�
�Of course I�m lonely.�I�don�t have a girlfriend here.�
�You know you�ll never lose me.�
�I�ll love you forever and always.�
�I�m not upset anymore. I really do hope things work out.�
�I�m not sure if she�s the one yet. Time will tell.�
�No, no jealousy. I mean, yeah, maybe a little in the beginning. But not anymore.�
�Really. I wasn�t sure about her in the beginning and I just wanted to make sure you don�t get hurt.�
And then the last thought came through. I pulled away in surprise, arching an eyebrow. �You really think so? Me and DJ?�
Adrienne nodded and from then on, we were verbalizing our thoughts. �I�ll always love you,� she said. �But I�ve said it before and I�ll say it again: I don�t think I�m the kind of girl you want to marry. I�ll always be around, but I�m not the kind of girl you�ll be able to depend on for a family and all that. Things are better this way between us. Now I used to think that you and Dawn would end up together. But she seems really and truly happy with Ryan and you two are so great together as friends.�
I nodded but shot my eyebrows up when Adrienne paused and sighed. �What�s wrong?� I asked.
�Nothing�s wrong; but think about it. Monogamy�s not in your DNA. You�ve always had and you will always have a lot of girls going in and out of your life, and in and out of your bed. It�s why I�ve said it takes a unique kind of girl to put up with you.�
I frowned. �Are you saying Dawn�s not unique?�
Adrienne shook her head. �Not that. Dawn is one of a kind. But...� she sighed. �I don�t know if Dawn would put up with your lifestyle. Think about it, she shared you with her sisters and with me and everything, but look at her sex life now. She and Ryan don�t share anybody. There was the blindfold party, but other than that, Dawn can be really possessive when she�s in a relationship. She�s said before that if she was your girlfriend again, she wouldn�t be letting you out quite so much. And being kept on a leash just isn�t you.�
I frowned and Adrienne shrugged. �DJ, on the other hand ... She�s much more willing to handle that aspect of you. She�s sweet. She�s dedicated. And she�s a nymphomaniac when it comes to you, Tiger. She�s perfect for you.�
I smiled. �I seem to recall you weren�t initially too thrilled with the idea of me and DJ.�
�I meant what I ... uh...�thought, before: I wasn�t sure about her in the beginning, and I believed you were rebounding. But I think she and you have a good foundation now.�
I chuckled and a new thought popped into mind, and I arched an eyebrow at Adrienne. �Setting me up with Paige didn�t work out, so you�re trying again? With DJ?�
�I want you to be happy,� Adrienne shrugged. �You deserve to have love in your life.�
I smiled wryly. �Even when you�re NOT my girlfriend anymore, you�re still doing everything you can to be the greatest girlfriend in the world.�
�I love you, Ben,� Adrienne smiled wanly and she looked away, momentarily choked up with emotion.
Gawd she looked so beautiful in that moment. Her golden blonde hair fell over her eye as she turned away, that serene Mona Lisa smile spreading across her face as her eyes tilted downward. I wanted to kiss her, and with that buzzing connection between us, I knew she could feel my intent.
But I wouldn�t. Not when we�d finally rebuilt the foundation of our relationship. And it�was�rebuilt. Now, I knew Adrienne was my adoptive sister and would never again be my girlfriend, and I was okay with that. She knew I would forever support her like a brother, never again as a boyfriend, and she was okay with that.
Then again, we both had understood that we wouldn�t resume a sexual relationship until we�d both come to terms with our new roles as adoptive brother and sister. And now that we had come to those terms...
Adrienne sensed my thoughts. She blushed, looking around the campfire. �Not now, Ben. Not now.� And then a little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. �But soon.�
I sighed and nodded. And then rolled my head around my neck. You know, things didn�t feel �off� anymore. My life had finally come back into balance.
* * *
A odd thing happened over the next week: I got laid less, but I felt happier.
There were two reasons for the drop in sexual activity. One, Felicia had found herself a new conquest. Terry Eckhart was a handsome 27-year-old who had come for two weeks to support his mom while she was taking a vacation to get over her recent divorce. The older guy had never been to camp before and never met Felicia, and once she turned on the charm he was an instant goner.
Two, DJ went on her period. Such was an inevitable occurrence that must merely be endured when it comes. DJ had heard about some new birth control pills that led to only four periods a year, but her mom didn�t want to mess around with any experimental new drugs just so DJ could have a few extra weeks of sexual activity. True, my girlfriend was happy to get me off with her mouth and take me up her ass, but half the time she was feeling semi-nauseous and on two of her heaviest flow days she simply didn�t want to have anything to do with sex. She made a semi-serious joke about inviting Ana to take her place, but I absolutely refused to initiate anything like that and Ana seemed content with her one perfect memory.
Even the twins backed off. I�d asked DJ just what she�d told them that night at the bonfire, and my cute girlfriend merely shrugged and said she�d told them the truth. DJ herself had lost her virginity to a fumbling, inexperienced boy in the backseat of a car and forever regretted it. Eden and Emma should be extremely thankful they had me, waiting patiently for the right time and the right setting. Losing their virginities should be something special and if they conned me into it or otherwise pushed ME before�I�was ready, they would always know it and always regret it.
Two days later, the twins came to me to promise they would wait for me. To lose their virginities to any other boy before me would spit in the face of my love for them and would be a thorn in our relationships for the rest of their lives. Besides, all the boys around them were �dorks�; they couldn�t imagine losing their virginities to a fumbling moron who sniggered whenever the World History teacher talked about Bangkok. They would wait for me, but reserved the right to hope I wouldn�t wait too long.
So with my girlfriend out of commission half the time, my best pussy on the side spending her time schtupping someone else, and no more trips to the Garden of Eden with the younger ones, you might have thought I�d be a little cranky.
Actually, I was happier than I�d been in a long time. Why? One word: Adrienne.
No, we weren�t having sex, even though I could feel a definite �yet� being appended to the end of that statement.
Instead, Adrienne was spending a lot more time with me. In the mornings, we would wake up together and joke around while going through our morning routines, not so differently from when we were living together in Berkeley. We�d meet up with DJ and walk together to breakfast. Then the three of us would bum around all morning, hiking and talking and meeting up with other friends. We�d eat lunch together, play volleyball, frisbee, and swim together. And yes, we even snuck away to have sex together. Adrienne was still a voyeur, not a physical participant, but she readily masturbated while watching DJ and me fucking away.
I found it amusing how much things can change in a year. Last summer, I spent all of my time with Adrienne and Dawn. Adrienne was my girlfriend, publicly affectionate and attentive. Dawn was my best friend, ever present and companionable.
Now, DJ was my girlfriend, holding my hand wherever we walked, kissing me regardless of who might be around, and climbing into my lap every chance she got. And Adrienne was now the one with a mind attuned to mine, our conversational phrases half-complete with the rest of our meanings already understood. It was DJ�s turn to be annoyed every so often when Adrienne and I would start chuckling at some unspoken joke that only we understood. And from the twinkle in Adrienne�s hazel irises, the turnabout from last summer was something that amused her as well.
Now you might have thought DJ would resent Adrienne�s suddenly constant presence in our lives. After all, what girl wants the ex-girlfriend tagging along everywhere she goes with her new boyfriend? Especially when said new boyfriend and ex-girlfriend are still so intimately close. But actually, Adrienne�s presence that week did more to develop my relationship with DJ than we had for the entire time at camp.
For one, Adrienne�s presence actually improved DJ�s and my sex life, even if the encounters weren�t as often as before. Adrienne didn�t touch either one of us and stuck to her commitment to Grace, something that did wonders for calming any of DJ�s fears at losing me to the older blonde beauty. But her physical presence clearly turned both DJ and me on, and she became a fountain of knowledge in the sexual arts. I, obviously, knew what I was doing by now. I HAD to with all the experience I�d accumulated. But despite DJ�s dating life so far, she really hadn�t slept with that many guys and the ones she had slept with weren�t the greatest lovers. Plus, she was not yet totally familiar with the best ways of pleasing ME, specifically, and Adrienne was only too happy to volunteer that information. Turned out, Adrienne knew MY erogenous zones better than I did, and within a few days my ex-girlfriend had my new girlfriend stimulating me to better and more explosive orgasms than I�d ever had with DJ before.
And also, Adrienne prodded us into developing our emotional relationship. My time with DJ so far had more or less consisted of us fucking each other�s brains out at every opportunity and killing time with amusing conversation in-between. We had yet to discuss the nature of our relationship, the way we really felt about each other, or even what would happen to us in the future when I went home for the rest of summer and beyond. I was going back to college; and DJ still had her Senior year of High School.
�Expectations, guys. Remember those, Ben?� Adrienne looked at me significantly one afternoon when we were all relaxing in Brooke�s and DJ�s clearing. �You both need to figure out the ground rules so that you both know what to expect. The last thing you want is to break up because you didn�t know what you�re getting yourselves into. How much freedom do you each want? How much attention are you expecting from each other? How are you going to maintain the relationship once you�re separated? And most importantly for the two of you: what are you expecting in terms of fidelity?�
We didn�t have the answers right away. DJ could be a complete chatterbox, but she was dead silent as she really thought about the answers for perhaps the first time. After all, it�s easy to dream of a romantic, passionate, Disney-kind of love (well, a rated NC-17 Disney), where two people simply give 100% to each other and everything just kind of falls into place. DJ and I had been flying by the seat of our pants so far, enjoying the blissful mood and not giving such things a moment�s thought.
But that didn�t mean we were unhappy to think of them now. The end of camp was just around the corner, and both DJ and I were thankful to Adrienne for bringing the issues up. Together, with Adrienne as a mediator, DJ and I discussed a few things and some general ideas, but we put off final decisions until after we�d had a chance to think about them more.
And the week ended with one last thing that made truly happy in my life: �Later� had finally arrived.
* * *
As DJ and I walked into the big dance tent, I have to admit that I briefly thought about how last year�s dance ended for me: in Felicia�s unoccupied cabin piled beneath the naked bodies of Adrienne, Dawn, Felicia, AND DJ after having cum more times than I could remember in a Viagra-fueled orgy.
I didn�t expect this year�s dance to end even remotely the same way. For one thing, we had no available cabin. And the full cast would not be reuniting: Dawn wasn�t at camp, Felicia had brought Terry as her date, and Adrienne was still sticking to her Grace-commitment.
But I had DJ. If you�d asked me last year which of those four girls I thought I was most likely to end up with, DJ would have come in fourth. But that was last year. This year, I was thrilled to have her by my side.
From the envious looks I was getting as DJ and I walked in and started looking for our friends and family, it was apparent that LOTS of guys would have been thrilled to have her by their side. I even got confirmation of it about an hour in.
I had consumed quite a bit of punch to keep myself hydrated while dancing the night away. DJ was an energizer bunny to begin with, plus I�d taken twirls with many of the other girls in my life ranging from the twins to Felicia and all the way up in age to my own mom. And as punch tends to do, it soon made me need to exit the tent and visit the main lodge�s bathroom.
Wanting to rest my legs, I decided to go ahead and piss girl-style by sitting on a toilet in one of the stalls. And while I was doing my business a couple of familiar voices drifted across the thin partition.
�Fuckin� A that girl is HOT. I thought her tits looked great in a bikini. But there�s something about that halter top that makes me harder than a fuckin� crowbar.�
�I�know! And she�s so damn skinny! She�s built like those comic book chicks ... you know, uh ... from Michael Turner? The guy who did Witchblade and Fathom? Fuck that man can draw chicks.�
�And those braided pigtails! What is she, sixteen? Seventeen?�
�Seventeen, I think. Barely. I�d give my left nut to bang her just once. Damn she done grew up into a fiiine piece of ass.�
�Yeah, well she�s Ben�s piece of ass. I don�t know what�s up with that guy. I mean, does he have a twelve-inch dick or something? How the fuck does he end up scoring all the hottest babes?�
�I�know!�Shit, Dawn, Adrienne, Felicia, and now DJ? It�s fucking unfair is what it is.�
�If you could have just one of them, who would you pick?�
�Fuck picking. I wanna hit all of �em, like Ben. Adrienne�s still hovering around him 24/7. Felicia was spendin� a lot of time with them. And hell, if Dawn were at camp I�m sure he�d be nailing her, too. Can you imagine that? Those two hot sisters?�
�Can you imagine all three? Remember Dayna?�
�Ahhh, shit. I used to masturbate to her every night.�
�Fuck, don�t tell me that, man.�
�Like you didn�t, too. Face it, if we don�t get lucky tonight we�re gonna go home jerking off to all three of �em: Dayna and those luscious curves. Dawn with her angelic face and gorgeous body.�And�DJ: cute, stacked, oh-so-naughty and fuckable.�
�Fuck man. I�m trying to PEE here. And I can�t do that when you�re giving me a woody.�
�I�m�giving you a woody? You�re fucked up, man.�
�Fuck you.�
�Hell, no. That�s my point.�
The two urinals flushed and the two guys continued telling each other to fuck off while they exited the bathroom. I chuckled to myself and finally stood up, cleaning myself up before exiting the stall.
It was a good thing I�d pretty much finished my business before the guys started commenting on the girls� attributes. Otherwise�I�would have had trouble finishing as well.
At least I had one very important advantage over those two guys: I could actually go and get one of those hot chicks to take care of my erection.
* * *
I returned to the dance and promptly found my date. DJ was chatting with Brooke and Andrew when I slid up behind her, wrapped my arms around her waist, and rubbed the bulge in my jeans against her drum-tight ass.
DJ giggled and tilted her neck while I bent over and started nibbling on it playfully, holding onto my arms while grinning at her best friend.
�Get a room,� Brooke drawled.
�I would if I could,� DJ sighed. �Don�t suppose you�re willing to trade spots tonight?�
Brooke giggled and shook her head. �We Ro-Sham-Bo�d fair and square. I get our clearing.� Andrew blushed beet red at the public announcement that he and Brooke would be looking to get laid after the dance, and he looked at me � big brother � rather nervously.
DJ rolled her eyes but sighed as I kissed my way up to her cheek. �That�s alright. I�ll go anywhere with my man.� She turned to cup my cheek and press her lips to mine.
A second later, Adrienne bounced up and grinned at us while the most familiar chords in all of music cued up: Sweet Home Alabama.
[bum-bum-BUH-duh, d-dum-dum-DUH-duh]
�I LOVE this song,� Adrienne gushed with bright golden eyes, telling me something I�d already known for years. Even though she�d never been an outdoorsy kind of girl, the song�s groove was right up her alley. �Will you dance with me, Tiger?�
I grinned and initially let go of DJ, but stopped myself a half-second later and said, �Uh, I just got back and I think I owe my girlfriend the next dance.�
�Oh, go ahead, honey,� DJ patted my arm and spun out of my grasp. �You two go have fun.�
�You sure?� I frowned.
DJ just beamed radiantly and half-shoved me in Adrienne�s direction while laughing. �Go on you big lug.�
Adrienne quickly grabbed my hand and let me out onto the dance floor. And the two of us started hopping and shaking around, having a great old time. I watched her mane of golden blonde hair swaying around her face, tucked into a stylish cowboy hat that was nothing but sexy on such a gorgeous girl. I watched the twinkle of her eyes as she stared right back at me. And I watched the succulent curves of her alluring body jiggling so enticingly with her every move.
She was wearing a white spaghetti-strap tank top with a thin, reddish-plaid short-sleeve buttoned over it. As usual, her tits were too big to actually button the plaid shirt all the way up. So the top four buttons were undone and the shirt didn�t connect together until below her bosom, which left her amazing cleavage to bouncing quite nicely to the thumping country beat. Both tank top and plaid shirt ended a few inches before meeting her low-rise jeans, exposing a wide expanse of creamy skin from her thin waist flaring out to her wide hips. And as she spun around, my eyes drifted over Adrienne�s fabulous ass clad in Daisy Duke shorts, down her long legs, and to the cowboy boots that gave her calves such a wonderful flex.
My boner wasn�t going away anytime soon.
Adrienne noticed this and started turning the notch up on her flirting. She leaned over to jiggle her tits at me, knowing full well how irresistible I found them. And she put an extra wiggle into her ass, emphasizing her hip thrusts toward me while slowly dancing closer and closer.
I automatically started moving in closer as well. Ever since leaving Berkeley, there had been an underlying tension between Adrienne and me. Even after coming to the decision to just be adoptive brother/sister, every time we looked at each other we could feel ourselves holding something back. Our natural inclinations were still to fall into each other�s arms the way we had when we were dating, and it had taken time to get those impulses out of our systems.
But in the past week that tension had gone away. I still appreciated Adrienne for the gorgeous beauty she truly was, but I no longer saw her as my girlfriend, or even ex-girlfriend. She was just Adrienne, the way Brooke was just Brooke or Brandi just Brandi. I loved her, she loved me, and that was all there was to it.
My biological sisters could come close and get intimate with me without awkwardness. So now could Adrienne. And as our bodies moved within mere inches of each other, nothing but comfortable grins spread across our faces.
But just as we were about to start grinding into each other, an act more suitable for hip-hop than Lynyrd Skynyrd, the song ended and the measured plucks of a slow guitar song started up. We stopped our hopping and looked into each other�s eyes, both of us pausing to identify the song.
Adrienne got it before me. Her eyes lit up and she slid forward, wrapping her hands around my shoulders and pulling me close to her as the opening bars of Kelly Clarkson�s �A Moment Like This� continued. And after staring at my chin for a few seconds, she slowly brought her beautiful hazel eyes up to mine.
�What if I told you, it was all meant to be?� she sang along in a lovely voice. �Would you believe me? Would you agree? It�s almost that feeling we met before. So tell me that you don�t think I�m crazy, when I tell you love has come here and now...�
We swayed together as my arms circled around her waist, and as the song kicked into the chorus we took a dramatic step to my right and began spinning in our own version of Beauty and the Beast�s ballroom dance. The world went quiet around us and shrunk, the walls of the tent and dance floor melting into inky blackness. The people around us faded away until there was nothing left but the two of us in a circular spotlight, and the music all around. The air became still as I focused on this beautiful young woman, the softness of her skin beneath my fingers, and the batting of her eyelashes.
Adrienne�s eyes were big and luminous, searching into the back of my soul from just inches away. Her face was a priceless work of art, enchanting in its beauty. And as I stared down at her, feeling happier than I had in a long, long time, she continued singing in a melodic, sensual tone.
�Could this be the greatest love of all? I wanna know that you will catch me when I fall! So let me tell you this: Some people wait a lifetime for a moment like this.�
Adrienne blinked a few times as her hand came up, her fingertips gently brushing against my cheek. What happened next came automatically as I dipped my head down. She sensed my intention and quickly rose up to meet me, and then my brain was exploding as Adrienne�s patented nuclear kiss set off every nerve in my body.
It didn�t last long. The kiss was passionate, intense, but brief, riding the crescendo of the music. And then Adrienne pulled her head away and turned to lay her cheek on my shoulder, gripping my shoulders as we continued to sway hypnotically to the beat. I cinched my arms tighter around her waist, reveling in the feeling of her body pressed flush against me, enjoying it for as long as it lasted.
Eventually, the song ended and we slowly parted. And as I leaned back, the world returned around us. It had been a beautiful moment for the two of us, but that moment was coming to an end.
Once we�d both caught our breath, Adrienne looked at me one more time, a soft smile on her face and a golden light in her eyes. She pecked me one more time on the lips and then spun away, leading me by the hand back to where DJ was waiting for us.
For a brief moment, I worried what DJ might be thinking if she�d just seen the kiss Adrienne and I had shared. After all, DJ was my girlfriend and Adrienne wasn�t supposed to have done that. And indeed, the young blonde girl seemed a little lost in thought as she appraised the two of us.
But my girlfriend looked at me with a wan smile and patted the table, gesturing for us to sit down. And then she said softly, �You two looked�amazing�together. I�m happy you guys finally got it worked out.�
* * *
The dance started to wind down after 9pm, and since I�d already gotten in my obligatory dances with my mom, Deanna Evans, the twins, Ana Ramirez, etc., I was able to catch up on rest. I always managed to find enough energy for sex when needed, but I still appreciated the breathers when I had them. And I intended show my date a good time AFTER the dance ended.
People began leaving as the hour ticked on. The older folks were tired and heading home to sleep. Some younger couples slipped away to find some privacy while they still had some time. And even Brooke and Andrew had already left to cap off their night together.
So DJ and I started making eyes at each other, and even though we didn�t have any special psychic connection, for this we were on the same wavelength. Sex was floating to the forefronts of both our minds.
But just as I was about to suggest that we get out of there, Jack and Deanna Evans came to our table and sat down. I knew DJ�s parents were aware of the physical nature of our relationship, but having them show up unexpectedly rather quickly dashed the lust building inside me. �Evening, Mr. Evans,� I said politely and then nodded to his wife. �Mrs. Evans.�
Deanna smiled at me enigmatically before turning to face her only daughter who had come to camp this year. �DJ, we just wanted to let you know that we�re heading out and won�t be back to the cabin for a while. We�re spending the evening with Ben�s parents and will get back no earlier than midnight.�
DJ�s eyebrows shot up at this little revelation and glanced at her dad. Jack�s expression was inscrutable, but I thought I caught the smallest wink at his youngest daughter.
�Ahh, okay Mom,� DJ replied a little stiffly.
�Now I expect you to be in bed when we return.� Deanna then glanced at me and added, �Alone.�
I nodded my understanding and DJ answered, �Of course, Mom.�
�Well then,� Deanna stood up and looked at us, waggling her eyebrows suggestively. �Have a good night to the both of you. DJ, see you after midnight.� And then both Evans parents left.
Still in shock, the two of us just stared after the departing adults for a few seconds. But once I recovered from my stupor, I turned to look at my girlfriend. �Did that really just happen?�
DJ nodded excitedly, grabbed my hand, and practically hauled me to my feet. �Let�s go!�
I grinned and let the excited girl pull me along. But instead of immediately heading for the Evans cabin, DJ surprisingly started dragging me over to the main lodge. We just got to the front doors when Adrienne stepped out, returning from the bathroom.
�Adrienne! Come on!� DJ exclaimed breathlessly.
Adrienne immediately arched an eyebrow in confusion. �Uh, where?�
�To my cabin! My parents just told us they would be visiting your parents until after midnight.� Like her mom before, DJ waggled her eyebrows suggestively.
�Oh!� Adrienne quickly caught on. But she winced and frowned immediately after as she got the implications of DJ�s invitation. �Oh, uh ... But this is your night, DJ.�
�And I want you with us,� DJ replied right back. She let go of me and stepped forward, reaching out to hold onto Adrienne�s hips. �I want you watching us. I want to see the look in your eyes when Ben�s cock disappears inside my body. I want to see your chest heaving in arousal while he pumps in and out of me. And I want to listen to you moan in heat while you fantasize about everything he could be doing to you.�
As if on cue, Adrienne moaned quietly in response.
�And Adrienne...� DJ added in a husky tone. �It shouldn�t be only a fantasy anymore. It�s time now.�
Adrienne�s eyes popped open and there was a hitch in her breathing just before DJ continued by saying, �It�s time you and Ben made love again.�
Adrienne bit her lip nervously. �DJ, I�m not sure.�
�It�s�time. I saw you two on the dance floor tonight. The awkwardness is gone. The tension is gone. Even if you�re not going to be dating anymore you belong around each other, and making love is a part of that. It�s time. And I�know�you want to.�
My stunningly gorgeous adoptive sister blinked rapidly, her breathing shallow. She winced in indecision, her lower lip quivering as she went through a riot of emotions before answering, �I don�t know. There�s my girlfriend...�
�You knew it would come to this eventually,� DJ interjected with a gleam in her eye. �And you already know the resolution: Ben is family. He doesn�t count. We�re�all�family.�
Adrienne inhaled sharply and bit her lip, considering it. Her skin was flushed with arousal and I could see the lust in her eyes. She wanted this. She wanted�me. And she wanted the both of us.
�C�mon, help a girl out,� DJ added wryly. �My period�s not quite over yet and I need your help to satisfy this gorgeous hunk of a man. And isn�t he gorgeous?�
Adrienne took a deep, deep breath, and then her eyes flashed gold as she turned to stare at me. I didn�t need our newfound connection to realize that she�d made her decision. And her decision was �yes�.
�Besides,� DJ added with a grin. �Ben promised me I�d get to seduce a hot babe with big tits and suck his cum out of her cunt while he shoved his cock up my ass.�
Adrienne stared at me with bright golden eyes, grabbing DJ�s hand in hers. Then my gorgeous sister reached out to me. �Let�s go.�
* * *
DJ did the honors of opening the door and letting us into her cabin before leading everyone into the bunkroom. Adrienne just barely restrained herself long enough to pass through the room�s door before spinning and launching herself at me, slamming my back against the wall and planting a nuclear kiss on my lips. It wasn�t as emotionally riveting as our kiss had been on the dance floor. But the pent up lust of more than two months without being able to truly be together exploded between our mouths, and I felt myself being drowned beneath an avalanche of arousal.
I moaned into the kiss as Adrienne�s lips mashed against mine over and over and over again. We went on forever, and just when I thought my skin had been rubbed raw, she kissed me some more. My hands stroked her spine from inside her clothes and she clutched my chest and shoulders as if her life depended on it. We simply let our passion carry us away.
Eventually, a new pair of hands snapped us back to the real world. I immediately felt bad for ignoring my girlfriend up to this point, but DJ just smiled at the pair of us. The younger blonde had already stripped off her clothes and stood nearly naked beside us, wearing only a satin pair of white panties to cover her still-menstruating loins. And pressing her firm, naked 34DD breasts into Adrienne�s back, she reached around to start undressing the older girl in my arms.
�Let me do this for you,� DJ said softly. �Just look at him and think of all the wonderful things you�re about to do.�
Adrienne�s eyes shone as she stared into mine. And in a slightly shaky voice, she said, �Ben, tell me you love me.�
�I love you, Adrienne,� I stated with full confidence.
�Tell me you care about me.�
�I care about you,� I replied. And then I added, �Forever and always.�
�Promise me that sex won�t change us, won�t change the balance we�ve found.�
�I promise.�
�Promise me that I�ll never lose you.�
�Never. I promise.�
By now, DJ had finished unbuttoning Adrienne�s plaid shirt and pulled it off her shoulders. She then lifted Adrienne�s tank top and pulled it over her head. And then she unsnapped the busty blonde�s bra, pulling the cups away to leave her completely topless before me.
For just a brief moment, Adrienne�s eyes darted down to her own chest and to DJ�s hands now working at her jeans. Then she turned her eyes, bright with a golden glow, back up to mine. �I�ll always be yours, Ben. No matter what happens to us or whoever you end up with, I�ll always be yours.�
And then she kissed me.
* * *
It�s a wonderful thing to be undressed by two gorgeous, naked young women. I highly recommend it to anyone who has the opportunity. After all, it�s one of the few ways you can have your cake and eat it too.
Fun and function were taken care of at the same time. The girls traded off �function�, one of them pulling off my boots or working my jeans or whatever it took to strip my clothes off. At the same time, the other would keep up with �fun�, kissing me with fierce passion or feeding me a swollen nipple for both our suckling pleasures. DJ took her time, comfortably at ease with what was going on as if the whole encounter was her idea to be executed. Adrienne was a little more jittery, clearly anxious and excited and nervous all at the same time. I�m rather surprised she managed to contain herself.
But eventually I was naked and ready to go. Adrienne had been kissing me when DJ pronounced that she was done by sending my boxers flying into some corner of the room, and the older of the two busty blondes looked around like a kid in a candy store with too many choices to deal with at once.
DJ solved that by ordering, �Get on his face, A.D. I know you�ve been dying to feel an orgasm from�anyone�but yourself.�
Adrienne quickly nodded, so over-excited that she couldn�t even move fluidly as she scrambled gawkily to straddle my head. But I got a good grip on her asscheeks and centered the gorgeous blonde over my face. And staring into such a familiar, pretty pussy, I dove in tongue-first, causing Adrienne to go rigidly still and shriek out in pent-up relief. �AAAAAACCKKKK!�
I paused a moment to listen, grinning from ear to ear. And then I started up again.
�Oh, fuck!� Adrienne gasped. �Oh, eat me, Tiger! Eat me! Oh, gawd! Oh-gawd-oh-gawd-oh-gawd!�
Meanwhile, DJ went to work at my other end. The beautiful, pigtailed young blonde had become quite the fellatrix in the past few weeks and she was putting Adrienne�s knowledge to use as she stroked me expertly with her right hand, teased my balls with her left, and suckled on my knob like it was the sweetest popsicle in the universe. My girlfriend was sending me into orbit with the way her lips and tongue danced around my mushroom head with both enthusiasm AND skill. And she hummed in delight, watching my entire body convulse and shiver as if she could manipulate me by using my cock as a sort of remote control.
Neither Adrienne nor I would last very long. Even though we had been so awkward and tense around each other, it was as if the past two months had been extended foreplay for the both of us as she became red-hot and soaking wet almost instantly, gushing her fluids out onto my face as she climaxed within two minutes of my oral attention. And almost immediately, she then quickly started accelerating toward another.
I myself was heating up fast as I reveled in the familiar taste of my lover, the mental high of eating Adrienne out outstripping even the wonderful physical pleasures coursing across my body. Combined with DJ�s wonderful blowjob, I raced at a record pace toward an orgasmic peak of my own.
But DJ stopped before I got there, clamping down on my cock and tugging my balls almost painfully downward. �Nuh-uh,� I heard the young Evans girl scold from around the muffling of Adrienne�s thighs against my ears. �You�ve got to save it all until you go off inside her. I want a really BIG creampie tonight.�
DJ�s words only spurred me and Adrienne even further, and I dove back into my oral assignment with fresh enthusiasm. My tongue went into overdrive as I swiped up and down Adrienne�s labial cleft and tasted her sweet nectar. My hands went up to cup her massive boobs, my palms hefting their great weight while my fingers caressed her sensitive nipples. And after another couple of minutes, my gorgeous adoptive sister screamed out a second climax.
�AAAAAHHH!� Adrienne screamed, clamping her legs together against my ears and bucking herself up and down so hard I thought she might snap my neck. Her honey poured out of her as if from a tap, and I drank it up greedily while holding onto her tits all through her orgasmic spasms.
Afterwards, Adrienne fell over and crumpled to the mattress beside me, gasping for air and whimpering happily in the afterglow of her first non-self-inflicted orgasms in a long while. Yeah, she�d had her wild birthday party where she�d gotten to have sex with a bevy of friends and even�I�ate her out to a climax; but that was a one-night escape to a fantasy world. This time, Adrienne knew we had only begun an evening where she and I could truly make love.
And I didn�t want to waste another second.
DJ seemed of like mind as she pulled her mouth of my cock and grinned at me, saying, �Time to fuck.� The fact that she was still wearing the white panties and made no move to remove them made clear her intent was for me to fuck Adrienne. And indeed, the young blonde moved around the bed to roll Adrienne�s curvaceous naked body flat and spread the older girl�s legs in anticipation of my arrival.
I moved on top of Adrienne, my thick erection leading the way. We paused to kiss each other briefly, her tongue snaking out to taste herself on my lips while her hands went between us to find my rod. There was no time for romance; none was needed. She notched my cockhead into place. And without waiting another heartbeat for me to enter her, Adrienne lunged up and captured the first three inches inside her tight tunnel.
�Oh,�fuck,� I grunted before dropping my weight onto her, pushing every last inch of my dick into Adrienne�s soaking wet furrow. I�d fucked her many, many times in the past few years, but after going without cock for so long she was tighter than I�d ever felt her before. And as my chest collapsed onto hers, Adrienne simply wrapped all four limbs around me and held me tightly.
�Yesss...� Adrienne hissed, feeling me throb at maximum depth inside her. �You�re in me, Ben. You�re in me again.�
�Oh, yes,� I groaned and turned my head to nibble on her neck. She moved her hands up to clutch my head and turn it so that we could share another nuclear kiss, and then she dug her heels into my ass to somehow drive me another half-inch even deeper.
�Oh, yesss, Tiger...� Adrienne crooned, throwing her head back and squeezing her eyes shut. And with her head still tilted back, she moaned. �Fuck me, Ben. FUCK ME.�
Slowly, I retracted my cock like it was on a roller-coaster hill, climbing to the top one chain-link at a time. And when the outer ridges of my mushroom head tugged at the inner edges of her entrance, I swiftly plunged back in, barreling down the incline at maximum speed.
�Ah, FUCK!� Adrienne grunted with the impact, grinning happily. �Do it again!�
Out ... IN.
�Fuck me, Ben!�
Out...�IN.
�FUCK ME, BEN!�
OUT...�IN.
�FUCK ME!�
Adrienne kicked her legs up and out, and I moved my arms beneath them so that her calves were supported upwards by my biceps. This spread her legs�wide�beneath me, and the change in her hip position let me go in even deeper while my hands gripped her waist. She couldn�t move. She couldn�t twist away, even if she wanted to. I had complete control. And with her body completely helpless and pinned beneath me, I proceeded to ravage Adrienne�s cunt without fear or restraint. I was fucking her as hard as I�d ever fucked anyone in my life, and yet we were making love.
It was our way.
My mind drifted back to our Prom night � ages ago and yet not much more than a year prior � the last time I really felt this way. Just like then, Adrienne and I were at a turning point in our relationship, changing from one form to another while still expressing our undying love for each other.
We had never been the classic couple. Our lives together had been filled with ups and downs and dramas and heartache. There were times when we believed we would be physically joined together forever and there were times when she absolutely loathed the very thought of me. But through it all, we always managed to come back together.
Maybe Adrienne and I would never again be a romantic couple. Maybe we were destined to forever love each other as siblings, albeit unrelated siblings who expressed our love with some of the most physically athletic sex imaginable.
Maybe not. For all I knew, our minds would change as we grew older; and maybe we�d end up married with a bunch of grandkids as we puttered around a retirement village in a golf cart. Life with Adrienne was ever-changing.
And life with her was always full of love.
�FUUUCK! MEEE! FUCK ME! FUCKME! FUUUUCK!� Adrienne shrieked over and again while I hammered her so hard that her entire body shook with each impact. Her massive tits bounced and gyrated and jiggled in wobbly orbitals. Her head tossed side-to-side as our fucking motions made the entire bed quiver. And I wondered if our parents could hear Adrienne�s deafening screams from the next cabin over.
She came once, her pussy muscles clamping down on me, forcing me to work a little harder to continue my anaerobic thrusting through her tighter-than-ever tunnel. The orgasm was the only time she wasn�t screaming or moaning something, as her throat muscles tensed and her jaw gaped open wide, even though not a single sound was coming out.
When it passed, she gasped and went a little limp beneath me, but still I continued my pistoning in and out of her tight snatch. She reached her face up to kiss me and then pulled her legs back off my biceps, the two of us shifting slightly so that Adrienne could re-cross her legs around my ass.
This change in position also gave DJ an opening. For a little while, I�d almost forgotten my new girlfriend was with us. But she made her presence known by leaning in and capturing Adrienne�s lips with her own, showing off her own supervolcanic kiss while simultaneously grabbing at the bustier girl�s tits in her slender hands.
�Fuck me, Ben,� Adrienne said softly when DJ pulled back enough to let her speak again. Her words had said �fuck me�. The tone and cadence of her words said �I love you� instead.
�Fuck me, DJ,� she added, and through our connection I understood she was saying �thank you� instead. This was our new world. Adrienne and I could always love each other, but with the new balance of our relationship there would always be others around us.
So I loved Adrienne. And I fucked her. And DJ helped. It was the way it should be.
Then together, Adrienne and I came.
When my orgasm began, Adrienne�s arms had circled my head, trapping my cheek against her shoulder. My hands were on her ass, jerking her body towards me with every thrust while she squeezed with her legs to draw me close as well.
The next time my pelvis slammed into her buttcheeks, at the point of deepest penetration my cock spat out its first wad of cum. Adrienne gasped and tilted her head back as she felt it splatter against her inner walls. And then she had just enough time to breathe before gasping and tensing again as the second wad splashed beside the first.
�I�m cumming,� I grunted, even though she already knew. My own tone and cadence said, �I love you�. Over and again I repeated in my heart �I love you� with each and every successive ejaculation.
And DJ wasn�t left out, either. Adrienne�s mouth was gaping wide and the young blonde took the opportunity to kiss her, spearing her tongue into Adrienne�s mouth while the older girl shook and shuddered her climax. Spasming with her own orgasm, Adrienne returned DJ�s kiss while her pussy milked me for every last drop of sperm. Her arms circled around DJ�s head while her legs tightened around my ass. Her entire body quivered while my hips continued jerking as I fired wad after wad into her body. And her pussy contracted repeatedly, sucking my cum deeper and deeper into her womb.
Ultimately, I collapsed on top of both the girls. Spent from my unrelenting thrusts, I dropped like a dead weight onto DJ�s back, crushing my young girlfriend and forcing her naked tits against Adrienne�s face. Adrienne let out a muffled squeak of surprise before the girls managed to roll me off them, and I flopped onto my back with my heart pounding in my ears and the rest of me dripping with sweat.
DJ giggled at that last part and Adrienne turned to give me a wide smile. But then, my gorgeous adoptive sister looked up at DJ, holding the younger girl�s head in her hands as she said firmly, �We�re not done yet.�
A wide grin spread across the 17-year-old�s face. �No. We�re not.� DJ pecked Adrienne on the lips and then quickly slid her way down the larger girl�s body, unable to resist a quick suck at one of the mountainous boobs before settling down between the older blonde�s outstretched legs.
�Mmm...� DJ hummed happily. �You DID leave me a big creampie.� And then she giggled as she ducked down and began slurping my jism out.
Adrienne sighed happily as the young girl�s lips and tongue went to work. Then she turned and fixed her radiant eyes on me. �Come up here and let me taste us on your cock, Tiger. And then you�d better leave ME a big creampie in DJ�s ass.�

Chapter 12: A Whole New Year

AUGUST 2003, SUMMER BREAK
In the interest of getting�everyone�from our two families together for at least a little while, the Evanses and my family decided to do things a little differently this year. Rather than split up at camp, we would caravan together to the Bay Area and stop at the Evans house. Dayna, Dawn, and Brandi would meet up with us, and we�d all spend an extra night together before my family continued on down to Orange County on Sunday afternoon.
And with my family carting around five kids and the Evanses only one, it just made sense to let me and Brooke ride down with DJ�s family. The Evanses had a big van, just like us. So Brooke got to stretch out in a bucket seat without fighting for position with her older siblings. And as long as we kept things down and promised not to actually have sex or anything, DJ and I could make out on the bench seat in the back.
Not that DJ and I spent the entire time making out. After all, there were a lot of hours and there�s only so much kissing two people can do, no matter how in love they feel. So DJ spent most of her time in the other bucket seat, chatting with her best friend, while I dozed in the back.
After a few hours, our two families rendezvoused at a McDonald�s for lunch and everyone intermingled. Brooke and I felt bad for leaving Adrienne with the twins and Brooke even offered to trade; but Adrienne said she was happy to listen to Eden and Emma chattering about all the things they�d done at camp, and she�d slept for a couple of hours as well. The younger ones were getting taller and having the extra leg room was worth the separation. And then it was back to the vans to continue our journey.
When we got back into position and got back on the highway, I found that my traveling companions had, for the most part, exhausted their topics of discussion. And since I was both awake and NOT preoccupied with kissing her daughter, Deanna Evans piped up and asked, �So, Ben? How are you and DJ going to continue this relationship over the next few months?�
I blushed and looked over to DJ, who was similarly embarrassed to hear such a direct question from her mother. Brooke glanced over at me and explained, �She already asked DJ, who told her you guys were just working it out as things came.�
I nodded and looked up the van�s interior to Mrs. Evans, answering, �Pretty much.� I didn�t have anything to say beyond that. DJ and I had agreed that we would continue being boyfriend and girlfriend, enduring the three-week separation before classes began for me at Berkeley. Once I returned to the Bay Area, we were less than an hour�s drive away from each other, and we would make the effort to meet up as often as possible.
And of course, we�d discussed the limits of our fidelity. DJ point-blank wanted to give me the freedom to fuck anything I wanted as part of her �best girlfriend ever� plan. But I told her I would keep things between our two families. After all, with Dayna, Brandi, Adrienne, Brooke, and the twins as my willing partners, I had more than enough to keep me entertained. For her part, DJ swore that mine would be the only dick she ever touched. But I wasn�t about to tell Deanna Evans all that.
Mrs. Evans ultimately just accepted my short answer, perhaps not expecting much more from a teenaged boy. But she did arch her eyebrow and glance at DJ and me before asking, �And have you two figured out what you�re going to tell Dawn when we get home?�
DJ immediately stiffened and even I grimaced with worry. Even though I still considered Dawn my best friend, I hadn�t thought much of her the past few weeks and I had failed to really consider her reaction to me dating her little sister. I mean, when I called her on her birthday, she had been quite upset to know that I�d been going with her little sister to our special clearing, considering it a form of trespassing. But despite how possessive she felt over that particular bit of nostalgic real estate, Dawn had been remarkably accepting of me and DJ fucking like bunnies throughout the summer, so I had some hope that Dawn would be okay with all this.
But DJ and I had not yet agreed to be together when I�d had that phone call. I�d had yet to realize that I loved the younger girl. And I had NO idea how Dawn would react to THAT. From the look on DJ�s face, she looked pretty freaked out as well.
Thankfully, the girls� mom knew something and took pity on us. �Relax. She already knows.�
�She does?� DJ squeaked, looking scared.
Mrs. Evans nodded and gave us a soft smile. She exhaled and looked sweetly at her youngest daughter. �We�ve all known for years about your crush on Ben, dear.�
�You�have?� DJ looked even more terrified.
Deanna nodded. DJ glanced over at Brooke and even my little sister shrugged and nodded as well. �It was pretty obvious,� Brooke stated.
I darted my eyes around at the three women. Even Mr. Evans, his eyes on the road, was nodding. How the hell did�I�not know?
�Anyways,� Mrs. Evans continued. �Jack and I called Dawn to wish her a happy birthday after dinner, and we found out that you had called her as well, Ben. Dawn was somewhat upset and started grilling me about what you and DJ were doing together.�
Then her eyes moved back to DJ. �We all assumed you would pursue Ben, dear,� she said gently. �But we were a little surprised to find him reciprocating your feelings.�
Her eyes came back to me. �We wound up speaking with Adrienne about it and I think we all had some concerns over your motives. Your recent breakup was an emotional variable we couldn�t ignore.�
�Then why didn�t you say something?� DJ interrupted. �I was SO expecting you to sit me down and interrogate the crap out of me.�
Mrs. Evans� eyes softened. �About what? You�re in love, DJ. There aren�t any questions we could ask that we don�t already know the answers to. And we know Ben. It�s not like he�s a boy we�re unfamiliar with. So we spoke with Ben�s parents and collectively agreed to let things play out. If your feelings weren�t true, Ben, the people around you would have seen it: me, Adrienne, Brooke.�
She turned back to her daughter. �And if the real Ben turned out not to match the fantasy you�d built in your head, you would figure that out as well. At the worst, you two have had an enjoyable summer. I don�t think any of us was really worried you�d destroy the family relationships or anything.�
DJ and I had to grin at that.
�So,� Mrs. Evans continued. �The point is that we�ve been aware and observant of your developing relationship. And it�s only fair to the both of you to know that we�ve been keeping Dawn up to date on you two, as well. Ben, as we know, is very important to her and she deserves to know what he and her little sister are doing together. Now that may seem a little invasive, but we�re parents. That�s what we do.�
I blinked a few times and DJ and I looked at each other, weighing what had just been said. I mean, it�s not like we thought nobody knew about our developing relationship. But we�d been so engrossed in each other that we hadn�t stopped to think about how the people around us were reacting to it. After all, the universe used to have me and Dawn paired up and Brooke and DJ. Now we were changing the inter-family dynamics.
Mrs. Evans reached out from her spot and patted DJ�s knee. �This doesn�t change anything, dear. Your relationship will not always be smooth sailing. And the real world out there will be very different from the paradise of being at camp together. Not to put too fine a point on it, but look at what happened with Ben�s and Dawn�s dating relationship.�
I winced at that. Mrs. Evans rubbed DJ�s knee a little more firmly. �Just know that you have family around you that loves you and supports you. And we�re all here to do whatever we can to make you happy.�
Brooke reached over and patted DJ�s leg as well.
And then the beautiful blonde girl turned back to smile at me. �Uh, Mom? If you guys are still okay with it. I�m going to crawl back there with my boyfriend and remind him that my feelings are real.�
Mrs. Evans chuckled. �Go right on ahead. Just keep things down, will you? I don�t want to get your father worked up until we�re a little closer to home.�
We both giggled, but Deanna wasn�t done. �And I do want my grandkids, but not just yet.�
* * *
Less than fifteen minutes from the Evans house, we needed to make a stop for gas. Jack Evans had believed we had enough to make it, and therefore didn�t fill up the tank when we�d stopped for lunch. But after running on vapors for long enough, Deanna Evans got nervous and made her husband stop and fill up the damn tank.
That pretty much made sure no one had to worry about Jack being all sexually worked up by the time we arrived at the house, and it also meant we got to the house about five minutes after my family�s van.
So everyone else was already there by the time we arrived. Jack parked the van in the driveway to make it easier to unload everything, and by the time I followed DJ and Brooke out of the van, everyone had already come outside to greet us.
I ended up going straight to Brandi and enveloping my big sister in a warm hug, lifting her off her feet for a few seconds before gently setting her back down. It was strange; after years of living together, I�d felt almost nothing when she�d first departed for college. After all, that made me the big kid in the house, and got me out from under her reign of bossy terror. Even when we�d started developing the naughty side of our relationship, we were still accustomed to being apart throughout most of the year. But now that we�d lived together for a year as adults, and in the same house, I now found that I�d really missed my big sister for the months we�d been apart.
�How�ve you been?� I asked her.
�Okay. Things are always tough when Matt goes home to Hawaii,� she replied before putting her lips right next to my ear and muttering, �I�m hornier than a billy goat. And I wish this house wouldn�t be so crowded that you couldn�t do something about it before you guys head home.�
I chuckled and whispered back, �If there�s an opportunity, I�ll be happy to take care of that for you. But I think you�ve got to clear it with my new ball and chain.�
Brandi giggled and stepped back, smiling wryly. �Yeah, you�re a real piece of work, little brother. Dawn�s not available so you swipe her baby sister? Doesn�t that violate some rule in your Bro Code?�
I shook my head. �Heck, no. That would only be if DJ was the baby sister of one of my Bros. I actually get�bonus�points for this one.�
She just laughed and smacked my arm before moving on to embrace Brooke.
I saw Dayna next and hugged the eldest Evans daughter, copping a feel of her ass at the same time. Rather than jerk away, she rubbed her ass right back at my hand and hummed happily. �Robbing the cradle now, are we?� she joked and then patted my ass in return before moving on.
And then I saw Dawn.
Unlike the others, she�d stayed in the doorway to the house. I was half-expecting her to glare at me with undisguised loathing. After all, I had taken up with her baby sister, and just because her parents had kept her informed didn�t necessarily mean she approved. But instead, she bit her lip and looked both scared and nervous at the same time. Our eyes met, and I felt the wash of uncertainty flood through her emotions to mine. Ignoring everything else, I stepped past Dayna and headed for my best friend.
Her arms opened up immediately and I stepped into them for a hug. Neither of us said anything. Neither of us needed to. Time stopped and the world ceased to spin while Dawn and I simply enjoyed the pleasantness of holding each other once again.
But eventually we pulled apart and looked at each other. I stared into her blue eyes, stormy and mottled instead of crystal clear, and I stated knowingly, �I guess we need to talk.�
She nodded wordlessly, took my hand, and led me inside the house.
* * *
Dawn and I ended up in her bedroom. She moved ahead of me, then turned and sat down on the bed, leaning back against the headboard. I tucked my left leg under me and sat on the side, my right foot still on the floor. �You okay? You don�t look so good.�
��Very well�,� she corrected my grammar. �I don�t look�very well.�
I chuckled and rolled my eyes. And just like that, a smile spread across Dawn�s face. �It�s good to see you,� I said warmly.
�You too,� Dawn replied in the same tone. �Things weren�t so great the last time we saw each other.�
I smiled, thinking of how she�d embraced me from behind and kissed the back of my neck just before I drove home from Berkeley. �Things were pretty good the�last-last time. They just weren�t so great right before that.�
She blushed and nodded while I winced at the memory. I�d been pretty torn up from getting dumped by Adrienne, and I�d made a jerk out of myself by declaring that I was free to take Dawn back, as if she were a convenient piece of ass I�d been saving on the shelf at my leisure. She�d declared she wasn�t just my fallback and we�d parted in a huff.
But that was then. This was now. �What�s bothering you, Dawn? Are you upset that I started dating DJ?�
Her mouth was a flat line as she looked up at me. The vibe I got immediately indicated there was something else bothering her, but she still arched an eyebrow and asked, �What�s up with that? Are you rebounding, Ben?�
I shook my head. �If I�d hooked up with any other girl, I�d have said yes. Even with DJ, I�ll admit there was a desire to fill the void inside me. But she�s more than that.�
�How?�
I shrugged. �She�s DJ. She just is.�
It wasn�t really an answer, but Dawn let it go. She just looked down and exhaled. �I can�t say I�m thrilled with it. After all, there�s a part of me that wishes you would just sit around with your hand on your dick, pining away for me.� She smiled mischievously at that. �But I can�t blame either of you. I knew the way DJ felt about you. I knew she was going to go after you. And ... well ... DJ�s a very pretty girl. You and she are quite compatible and magical things happen at camp.�
I leaned forward and touched her hand. �It doesn�t mean I don�t still care about you. You�re still my Dawn.�
She returned a small smile. �And you�re still my Ben.� Dawn then tilted her head back and sighed. �But it would be SO weird if you end up my brother-in-law.�
We both chuckled at that, and I shook my head, saying, �We�ve been together for three weeks, and DJ is barely seventeen. I don�t think marriage is in either of our plans just yet.�
Dawn smiled wider at that pronouncement, relaxing noticeably. But there was still something else bothering her.
I took a deep breath. �So if it�s not my thing with DJ, then what�s wrong? Why do you look like you�re about to tell me you decided to transfer to Alaska State and leave me forever or something?�
Dawn�s lower lip quivered and she looked like she was about to break into tears. She looked away from me, and for a second I thought she really WAS going to transfer to Alaska. Something I�d said struck a true chord; and on impulse, I asked, �Are you really leaving me?�
�Not exactly,� she said hurriedly.
��Not exactly�? What does that mean?�
Dawn whimpered and croaked, not saying anything intelligible. And then she immediately buried her face in her hands and started crying for real.
�Whoa, whoa.� I quickly leaned in and wrapped up my best friend in a hug. A part of me wanted to freak out at whatever Dawn was scared to tell me; but at present, getting her to stop crying was the priority. �Hey ... hey ... It�s alright. You can talk to me. It�s alright.�
�I�m sorry, Ben!� she wailed and picked her head up, her mascara streaking while she tried to thumb away the moisture.
�Hey, slow down ... slow down...� I worked to calm Dawn and after another few seconds of deep breathing, she got herself under control. I held her hands in my own and looked into her eyes, seeing the dark storms in her irises. And reigning in my own fears, I said gently, �Talk to me.�
�Ryan�s getting an apartment off-campus. He asked me to move in with him. And I accepted.�
Now�I�felt like crying.
* * *
It actually wasn�t as bad as I thought. Dawn�s crying and whimpering had made me start to fear the worst; and her pronouncement at the end had come with such a disheartening tone that at first, I thought she�d told me she was marrying the guy and never seeing me again.
But really, it wasn�t so bad. The apartment was just two blocks away from the Berkeley house, and this WOULD solve our housing dilemma. Dayna and Brandi still had the two rooms upstairs. And now that I was no longer dating Adrienne, it didn�t make sense for us to continue sharing a room.
Besides, in theory this would only change Dawn�s sleeping arrangements. After all, we still would have a lot of the same classes and would hang out together. It wasn�t like she was moving out of my life. Since we�d managed to stay best friends with her in the Bay Area and me in Orange County, I was sure we could handle a couple of blocks. And so we promised we would still meet up together and spent the next half-hour working out the details.
When we finally emerged from the bedroom, I found that DJ was waiting for us with an anxious expression on her face. I immediately went to my girlfriend and hugged her in greeting. And I couldn�t help but notice when DJ rather obviously began sniffing my neck and otherwise inspecting me.
Frowning, I pulled back and gave her a look. �What?�
�Just checking,� DJ replied quite seriously.
I smirked and shook my head. �You know, Dawn never got worried when I spent a little time alone with you.�
�That�s because she never had to worry that you�d leave her for me.�
I arched an eyebrow and pointed back and forth between us. �All evidence to the contrary.�
DJ furrowed her eyebrows and looked at me in confusion, before finally realizing that I WAS with her instead of Dawn. She blushed and smiled before pulling me into a tighter hug. �I just barely got you and you�re about to leave for three weeks. I saw how close you are to Adrienne and I know how close you are to Dawn. They never had to worry, but you and I aren�t there yet. So gimme a break if I�m a little paranoid for now.�
�Relax, kiddo.� I pulled her face to mine and pecked her forehead. �You�ve got nothing to worry about.�
* * *
It was a crowded house with twelve people milling about. But it almost felt even more comfortable than being at camp, now that every member of both families was in one place at the same time. Adrienne spent a lot of the evening catching up with Dayna. Brandi was playing around with the twins and gushing about how big they were getting. And Dawn, DJ, Brooke, and I got in a circle to chat the night away.
Well, Dawn, DJ, and Brooke were in a triangle of girl-talk. DJ was sitting in my lap, and I wasn�t doing much to participate in the conversation. And then one by one we started drifting off to bed. My parents took the guest room. Brandi, as usual, would bunk in with Dayna. Brooke was already in DJ�s bedroom. And the twins were perfectly happy to sleep on the couches in the living room.
But rather than go up with Dawn, like I had for the previous eighteen years of my life, I found myself heading in a different direction when DJ coyly took me by the hand and brought me to her room instead. Dawn�s was a place of familiarity and comfort, but it was no longer my place to be. And in my stead, Adrienne headed that way to spend the night. Adrienne might even be taking my place in giving Dawn physical pleasure in the night. After all, we collectively were family and we �didn�t count�. It had been a long, long time since two of the most important girls in my life had been with each other, and I felt a bit disappointed I wouldn�t be there in between them.
I ruminated on this for only a brief moment, lost to my nostalgia. Then DJ tugged on my hand a little more firmly and my mood picked right back up. Brooke was on the bed, already removing her top in that crossover move that all girls know how to do. My little sister then reached behind herself and unsnapped her bra, pulling the cups away to show me those perky C-cup tits I hadn�t gotten to play with nearly enough over the summer. And then she leaned back to go to work on her shorts.
After closing the door, DJ came up behind me to start kissing my neck and shoulders. Her hands wrapped around me, first to hug, then to tug my shirt upwards. But for the moment, my gaze was entirely on Brooke.
Whenever Brooke and I crossed this line between �normal� sibling interaction and naughty incest, a lustful gleam would always come into her brown eyes. The first time I ever saw it had been when Brooke was only fourteen and had just caught Brandi and me fucking on the couch. Back then, she was a skinny little girl, less developed even that the twins currently were. And oh what a gorgeous young woman she had grown up to be.
Her dark hair was currently in a high ponytail, her bangs cut evenly in a line across her forehead. In the past three years, her face had elongated from girlish cuteness to womanly beauty. And at the moment, she was wearing a lip gloss that made her slightly open mouth seem sooo unbelievably sexy. My not-so-little sister reclined on DJ�s bed, fully naked, leaning on her hands behind her. This propped up her slightly bony shoulders and showed me her delicate collarbone. But my eyes quickly drifted down her torso to her full, firm breasts that simply defied gravity. Below was a flat tummy and nicely tapered hips. And further below was her pretty little pussy, devoid of any hair, and put fully on display as she spread her legs for me. And then it was back up to her face to see the cool, confident, and seductive edge in my sister�s eyes.
It had been over a year since that sunset on the ridge at camp when I whined about not being around to protect her anymore. She hadn�t grown up much more physically since then, but I could see in her eyes that she�d matured a TON emotionally.
She hadn�t told me exactly what trouble she�d gotten into during the past year. A part of me didn�t want to know, and I knew Brooke took great pride in that she�d managed to survive it all without my help. I knew she�d gone through some boyfriend dramas, dabbled in drugs and alcohol, and probably done a hundred things she wasn�t proud of. But she�d never let herself get too out of control, not letting herself go so far that she�d disappoint our mother ... or me. She was being a teenager. She was learning. And she still had another year of High School to go.
DJ may not have shared the intimate, unspoken connection I had with Dawn and Adrienne, but she recognized the little moment I was having with Brooke as brother and sister stared at each other. Somehow, she�d gotten me completely naked, and after kissing my shoulder softly, she pushed me forward to go to her best friend.
Words weren�t spoken. None were needed. Brooke just spread her legs a bit wider as I crawled onto the mattress. I first ducked my head to being raining little kisses along her thighs, working my way upward until I reached her pussy and took a long, languorous swipe from bottom to top. My sister groaned and gripped the sheets a little tighter, but she didn�t change her position. And I continued kissing my way up the rest of her torso, moving from belly button to breasts to neck and eventually locking lips with the beautiful young brunette.
Brooke and I simply cradled each other�s head as we kissed. We had been making love with our lips for a few minutes when she suddenly stiffened and squeaked into my mouth. I glanced down to see that DJ had settled between my sister�s still-spread legs and was busy munching on her crotch. I looked back up to see the glassy-eyed expression on Brooke�s face, a little smile tugging at the corners of her mouth as the pleasurable sensations fired off the pleasure centers in her brain. We returned to passionately kissing and I dropped my hands to start playing with her breasts.
But that didn�t last very long. Brooke pulled away from my mouth, her eyes aflame as she rubbed at my chest and pleaded, �I need you IN me, Ben!� Her hand slipped down to grab my cock, jerking it and testing it for hardness.
DJ quickly got the hint and moved out of the way. I slid down the bed to aim my prick, and with a single thrust, I lunged forward and skewered my sister�s cunt.
�Unghhh!� Brooke arched her back and grunted at the penetration. I was apparently bigger than Andrew, because she was exquisitely tight and I only managed to sink halfway in on the first thrust.
�UNGHHH!� she repeated as I thrust again, getting all but the last inch inside.
�UNGHHH!!!� she grunted as with one more thrust I was all the way in, and Brooke looked down between our bodies to see my crotch pressed up tight against her pelvis.
�FUCK I forgot how big you are!� she exclaimed and then clapped her hands over her mouth. I was sure all the parents knew what we kids were up to in these closed bedrooms, but that didn�t mean they wanted to hear about it.
DJ chuckled. �We did this two weeks ago.�
�He was fucking big then, too!� Brooke gasped and gripped my shoulders as I started pumping in and out of her. She moaned and squeezed her eyes shut, whimpering as I pistoned my way through her tight tunnel. �Fuck ... fuck ... fuck...�
�Brooke, language,� I warned in a joking tone.
She actually reached up with one hand and flipped me the bird, her eyes still shut. And after another few seconds, she opened her eyes and stared at me. �I wanna eat out your girlfriend, bro.�
I thrust extra hard when she said that, but after catching my breath, I pulled out and nodded.
Brooke wasted no time flipping herself over and onto all fours. DJ was naked herself and she quickly scooted around to sit up against the headboard, spreading her legs and holding her pussy lips open with two fingers while staring at the both of us lustfully. �Come eat me, Brooke. We�ve never shared any of our boyfriends before. And I�m getting�so�hot at the idea of sandwiching you in between us.�
Brooke moaned into DJ�s crotch as her mouth and tongue went to work pleasuring her best friend. But she still wanted me inside her and she wiggled her butt at me while I knelt in position.
�Such a great ass, sis,� I mused. �Have I ever told you how awesome your ass is?�
�Mmm-hmm...� Brooke mumbled and shook her ass at me again.
�Kenny used to love staring at your ass. I told him to stop perving on my little sister, but in truth I was staring as well. It�s so perky. It�s so bubbly. It�s so firm.� And with that, I notched myself into her pussy folds and thrust forward, sinking into her slowly while spreading her peach-like asscheeks to the sides in my hands. It was no hyperbole: all my sisters had world-class asses.
And I loved fucking them from behind.
�Fuuuck, Brooke,� I groaned. �You feel so fucking good...�
My sister giggled. �Language, Ben.�
�Fuck the language. I�ll fucking curse as much as I fucking want as long as I get to fucking fuck you.�
�Fuck yeah...� Brooke groaned, hanging her head down as she just absorbed my thrusts without regard for DJ. And a second later, she moaned out her climax and clenched her pussy muscles tightly around me.
�Fuck me now, honey,� DJ whined, rubbing her own honeypot now that Brooke was too out of it to continue. But then her crystal blue eyes twinkled as she got a naughty idea. And she proceeded to line herself up side-by-side with my sister, getting onto all fours before turning her head back to me and correcting, �Fuck us BOTH!�
I was only too happy to oblige. I gripped my girlfriend�s hips and quickly rammed myself home, going from zero to sixty in half a second as I pounded her without mercy while she chanted her rhythmic, �Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck.� I pushed her rapidly up the proverbial wall and then left her hanging without an orgasm when I quickly shifted back to Brooke, pushing myself into my sister�s saturated cunt and hammering her just as hard.
�Ohhh ... Ohhh...� both girls were moaning as I swapped back and forth between them for the next fifteen minutes, giving both of them lots of pleasure but giving neither of them an orgasm. The girls took it upon themselves to help reach climax, using one hand to reach to the other�s clit, diddling their best friend while laying their faces down on the mattress so that they could trade wet kisses.
But I kept their hips in the air and paid careful attention to their physical cues, swapping in and out as quickly as necessary to make sure neither one of them came.
�Fuck you!� Brooke started cursing. �Let me get off, Ben!�
I just grinned sadistically and switched back to my girlfriend. Brooke looked like she was about to cum, so I even knocked away DJ�s hand to make sure my little sister didn�t quite reach her zenith.
And then it was DJ�s turn to be denied orgasm. �I�m so close!� she whimpered when I slowed down my thrusting. �Please, Ben? If you really love me?�
I laughed and switched back to Brooke, much to my girlfriend�s chagrin.
By now, their legs were starting to shake as they both were almost getting too tired to cum. It was an extreme turn-on for me to hear them both panting in each other�s face, gasping for oxygen and caught in that limbo between orgasming and giving up. I started spanking the asscheeks of whatever girl I wasn�t fucking, sometimes giving them enough pain to bring them away from climax. And I knew I had them right where I wanted when DJ�s knees buckled and she finally collapsed.
I was pumping Brooke at the time and quickly switched back to my girlfriend. She grunted as I yanked her back up to her knees and physically held her there while I pounded her pussy with every ounce of force I had.
�Cum, kiddo...�Cum,� I ordered.
�FUUUCK!� she screamed, no longer caring if anyone outside heard her. �FUUUCK!� And this time,�I�reached my hand around to diddle her clit and send her over the edge, causing my young girlfriend to go into a seizure as her whole body spasmed and an explosion of pleasure detonated inside her body.
Quickly, I yanked myself out and dropped DJ flat on her face, letting her twitch and shudder erratically while I slammed back into Brooke. She quickly went into convulsions of her own when I pressed my cock against her G-spot and tickled the sensitive nerves on her hips that I personally knew would help trigger her orgasm. And this time I let myself go, my cock bursting like a fire house as I sent wave after wave of incestuous sperm into my little sister�s spastically clenching pussy.
�FUUUUCK!� I bellowed, joined in chorus by Brooke�s orgasmic shrieking. �FUUUUCK!� I yelled again while I evacuated the contents of my nuts into her willing body.
And then it was over. Brooke and DJ lay side-by-side, dripping with sweat, both of them passed out cold. I surveyed the two 17-year-olds, smirking at the way DJ�s blonde hair was actually tangled together with Brooke�s darker locks. And I very much enjoyed the sight of their two red-raw pussies side-by-side, my little sister�s now oozing out my creamy white jizz.
It had been a great summer.
AUGUST 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Are you even going to come inside?� Adrienne bent over to look back into the car, the front of her shirt sagging and giving me an incredible view of her tits.
I yo-yoed down to them briefly; I couldn�t even imagine a day when I wouldn�t. But my eyes quickly went back up to Adrienne�s face and I replied, �Would YOU delay any more than you had to?�
The gorgeous blonde smiled and shook her head. �No. I�m just going to throw my bag down and immediately go find Grace. We haven�t talked nearly enough this summer and I�m sooo eager to see her again.�
I nodded and Adrienne shut the door, hurrying inside and dragging her roller suitcase with her. I shifted the Mustang into gear and pulled away from the curb, wondering just how fast I could blitz down to the Evans house. I was sooo eager to see DJ, too.
Not that I�d been going without. For the past three weeks, killing time by screwing around quite literally meant �screwing around� for me. After all, I was living with four very pretty, very willing girls.
DJ and I were taking a page out of Dawn�s and my long-distance relationship by spending a lot of time instant messaging and using our free mobile-to-mobile cell phones. Quite often, our talk turned sexual and I found myself looking for some direct-stimulation relief. Fortunately, Adrienne was going through the exact same thing with Grace, and about three or four times a week we would get together to burn off some of our excess sexual tension. We knew each other�s bodies so well, and ecstasy was abundant.
But you know me. Three or four times a week won�t cut it, even if each session usually ended with multiple orgasms for each of us. And I had other outlets as well.
For example, the twins certainly wanted to continue their sexual education. Not a single day went by without both girls getting their cute little mouths around my cock. And not a single day went by without me getting my tongue into their juicing wet snatches. Adrienne even started joining us, having come to accept her place in our family, as well as making the moral rationalization that we, her family, didn�t constitute cheating on Grace. But she would always be slightly skittish about the twins� extreme youth, and so her infrequent visits were more about instruction than simple pleasure.
Still, this man does not live by blowjobs alone, and my only other source of pussy was also pretty infrequent. Brooke returned home to find her boyfriend Kenta had fallen off the wagon and been seduced by Jennifer Vo, and she was NOT happy about it. The guy swore he loved Brooke and wanted to choose her over Jennifer, and so my little sister spent the majority of her time either working on her relationship with her boyfriend or fretting over it. I was careful to give her the space she needed; but just like she used to do for me, it was also my turn to fuck her happy every now and again when she really needed it.
So with Adrienne being a sister, not a girlfriend, and the twins too young, and Brooke dealing with Kenta-issues, I didn�t get laid nearly enough to make me satisfied. I missed my girlfriend. I missed her unrestrained desire to please me.
And yeah, I missed her love.
Adrienne loved me. Brooke and the twins loved me. But DJ was IN love with me, and I got warm fuzzy feelings when I thought about being in love with her as well. It feels good to be in love; and I�d missed that these past few weeks.
DJ had apparently missed me, too. The instant she heard the Mustang�s engine outside her house she burst through the front door, and actually made it to the car before I could turn off the engine and get out of my seat belt. Our lips were plastered against each other the instant I opened the door, and for a second, I thought we just might end up fucking right there on the street.
But DJ dropped her legs down from around my waist and started tugging me toward the house. �C�mon. Hurry up! I won�t let another minute go by before I can get you naked.�
�But your parents...�
�Won�t care. Any other boy? Hell, no. But you? You�re the golden child to my parents, Ben. Now hurry up!�
Despite DJ�s insistence, I at least had to stop and say hello to Jack and Deanna Evans. They greeted me in return and started to ask if I�d had a good trip. But when DJ began tugging on my arm like an impatient 5-year-old, Jack just chuckled and waved me on. �Go ahead. Dinner�s at 6:30.�
DJ and I managed to have sex twice before then.
* * *
�Some best friend you turned out to be,� Dawn drawled as I caught up to her and Ryan just as they were leaving their apartment. But she still opened up her arms to me and embraced me in a hug.
I quickly pecked Dawn�s cheek and then pulled back, turning to shake Ryan�s hand. �Good to see you again, Ry.�
�Ben,� Ryan nodded back warmly.
And then Dawn was scolding me again. �You got back last night and couldn�t even be bothered to visit? Not even a phone call?�
I blushed sheepishly. �I, uh, was kinda busy.�
Dawn snorted. �I know. Can�t walk two blocks to see me but you�ll drive all the way to my�house�to visit my little sister.�
I grinned. �She puts out.�
Dawn rolled her eyes and giggled. The three of us walked up and across Bancroft to reach the campus. And then Dawn turned to her boyfriend to kiss him goodbye before he went his separate way.
I had to admit, I turned to look away; not to give them any privacy, but because given the choice, I�d rather not watch Dawn kissing anyone but me. I wasn�t jealous ... I�d just rather not, you know?
Anyways, I was nothing but smiles as Dawn came back to me and looped her arm through mine. Squeezing my arm tightly, she leaned over and kissed my cheek before pulling back and humming happily. And together we headed off for our first class.
* * *
It was a little strange to walk into the house in the afternoon and NOT find anyone from my crew scattered around the living room. No Bert or Robin. No Gwen. No Paige. In their place, Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends had taken over the couches and dining table instead.
�Heyyy, Ben.� Kerri Trainor immediately put her book down and leaned back into the couch while pulling her heels up to put them on the edge of her seat. The copper red-haired Senior raised a pale hand to brush back her bangs while fixing her sparkling green eyes on me and giving me a flirtatious smile.
But before I could answer, a chorus of �Hey Bens� rang out from Julie Carpenter, Angela Chan, Monique St. Claire, and two others. I hadn�t even�been�with Erica Jackson or Ashley Tran, but both girls joined in on the flirtatious greetings.
Only Brandi and Dayna didn�t go out of their way to say hello to me. After all, they saw me every day. I simply waved back to the general crowd and replied, �Hello, ladies.� Then I went into my bedroom (Dawn�s old bedroom) to drop off my bag.
When I came back out, Brandi looked over and got my attention. �You sticking around for dinner?�
I grinned and my eyes lit up. I patted my belly and replied, �That�s why I�m here.�
My sister chuckled and shook her head. �Wasn�t sure you were coming back today. The Mustang�s gone.�
�Adrienne�s off with Grace tonight. Some sorority recruitment thing.� I smirked and arched an eyebrow. �It�s�her�car.�
Brandi smirked. �I wouldn�t have put it past you to go visit DJ. Even on a weekday.�
I grinned. �I�ll manage.� I bit down on a further naughty comment about Brandi keeping me occupied tonight, knowing her friends were within earshot. Then I waved around. �So you guys finally moved down and took over the living room?�
She shrugged. �Seems like you guys aren�t using it anymore.�
I nodded. My crew had more or less made Ryan�s and Dawn�s apartment their new hangout point. Gwen and Robin were their friends more than mine and Adrienne�s. Bert followed Robin. And no one had really talked to Paige since returning to campus. Plus, things between Gwen and I were still a little awkward after everything that had happened at the end of last year. We were still friendly with each other, but she�d scaled way back on the flirting. And at times, she seemed a little frightened of me, as if I could drag her into a room and fuck her unconscious at any moment, whether she liked it or not.
I still met up with Dawn at the apartment and hung out with them as a group, but to be perfectly honest, I felt a bit like an outsider to their core of 5 people. And tonight, when they�d decided on Mexican fast food for dinner against my objections, I just decided to come back home and see what Dayna and Brandi were cooking up.
Without me asking, Brandi informed me that we would be having teriyaki chicken and vegetables today. Then she turned and went back into the kitchen. I hoisted my book and binder and went to join the crowd in the living room.
�Ooh, Microecon,� Angela commented, pointing at my textbook while I sat down at the dining room table. �Who�d you get?�
�Isakova.�
�Oooh!� �Ouch!� Angela and Erica quickly gasped at the same time. Then Angela added a, �Sorry.�
�What?�
�You got Professor Ice,� Angela explained. �Rumor has it she hasn�t given an �A� in five years.�
�Not true,� Erica corrected. �Brian Ogilvie got an �A� our year.�
Angela�s eyes went up. �Well ... you know the rumors on�that�one...� Her eyebrows waggled, Erica giggled, and then the two girls started looking me up and down like a piece of meat.
Mildly alarmed, I looked back at them. �What?�
Angela giggled this time and then reached out, putting her hand on top of mine. �What do you think of Professor Ice? Do you find her attractive?�
I arched an eyebrow, not ready to answer what felt like a loaded question. But yeah, I�did�find her attractive. Professor Isakova was a tall Eastern European beauty with chestnut brown hair and piercing dark blue eyes. I had no idea of her age, guessing mid-30s. Her face had almost no wrinkles or lines and she was in very good shape, with a elegant neck, great skin, and delicate limbs. It�s not like I lusted for her or anything. But like any guy, I noticed pretty girls; and older or not, Professor Isakova was a beautiful woman.
Angela then leaned in a little closer, an impish smile on her face. �What I mean is: Would you turn her down if she came on to you?�
�What? A professor?� I furrowed my eyebrows in disbelief. �You�re not serious.�
�No. Not really.� Erica laughed. �Isakova really IS an Ice Queen to everyone; everyone except Brian, that is. He was her star student and I think people just made up the rumors that he was sleeping with her to explain why she was so nice to him. The guy really IS smart.�
�Still...� Angela mused. �If you find yourself needing a little extra-credit to boost your grade...�
I arched an eyebrow again and the two girls burst into another giggle fit.
Yeah, I knew better than to take advice from someone laughing like a hyena while giving it to me.
SEPTEMBER 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�I miss you...� DJ swooned into the phone.
�I miss you, too.�
�I can�t�believe�you were just here yesterday. It feels like�forever.�
�An eternity...� I moaned in the same tone. Today was Tuesday. I�d driven down to visit DJ yesterday since it was the Labor Day holiday, and we�d spent almost every moment with our hands and mouths on each other�s body, even when we weren�t fucking up a storm. �I want to be with you again so bad.�
�Mmm, I know what you mean. My pussy aches to feel you inside me, honey,� DJ hummed in a seductively sweet voice, only making the boner in my shorts worse. Absentmindedly, I let my hand drift over it and rub gently.
�I don�t know if I can wait four more days to see you again,� I groaned.
�Maybe you shouldn�t have to.�
�You really think I should come down?�
�No, no,� DJ sighed. �I mean, I�d love for you to, but you know you shouldn�t. You�ve got homework and classes and all that.�
�You�re worth it.�
�I�ve�got homework, now that classes have started.� DJ exhaled slowly. �I sort of cut a deal with my parents. College applications are due soon and this is the most important semester for me. I�ve really got to get my grades up to make sure I get into Cal; I will NOT be the only family member not to get accepted. So they promised me they�d give us all the time and freedom we wanted on weekends as long as I focused on my schoolwork during the week.�
�Seriously?�
�Yeah. And I can�t break the deal before it�s even really started. I�m sorry.�
I sighed, moving my hand away from my bulge and feeling a little dejected.
DJ heard my tone. She sighed and then said, �You know, you really shouldn�t have to go completely without until Saturday. I�ve already told you straight up that you have my permission to fuck anyone you want up there. I love you. And I know you�ll still love me.�
�I do. That�s why I�ll wait for you.�
�I don�t want you to wait. I want you to be happy,� my girlfriend insisted. �It�s just sex. And it�s not like you weren�t boinking Adrienne and Brooke when you were back home.�
I exhaled. �You�re really okay with it?�
�Of course I am.�
The confidence in her tone reassured me, and I let my hand drift back up and over my bulge. �Okay. But I�m still gonna keep it in the family, alright?�
�Whatever. You don�t have to,� DJ said sweetly. �I just love you so much. And I�ll do anything to make sure you�re happy.�
�I love you, too,� I replied warmly.
�Good. Now why don�t you start with my big sister? You can fuck her brains out and tell her it�s a gift from me.� DJ giggled happily at the idea.
It sounded like a plan.
* * *
�BENNN!!!�
I had literally just emerged from my bedroom, erection bulging in my shorts, when the scream echoed through the house. And it wasn�t a scream of pleasure.
�BENNN!!!��The shriek went off again.��SPIDER!!!�
I chuckled. I�d done a pretty good job of extermination over the last year, including spraying all the baseboards and cracks with a perimeter spray. So spider sightings were down to about one a month when I left. The girls had even become brave enough to take down anything smaller than a thumbnail on their own. But if I was home, they were more than happy to concede the duty to me.
Now even with DJ�s encouragement to �gift� Dayna with a pleasant screw, I wasn�t entirely sure how to approach Dayna and ask for sex. After all, SHE had been the one to initiate most of our previous encounters. And even though she�d once told me I was free to just grab her, throw her down, and have my way with her whenever I wanted, those couplings had been few and far between. Now, an opportunity was presenting itself.
I turned and jogged up the stairs. I was sure Dayna could hear my feet pounding the wooden steps, and as I approached her room, I could hear her go from screaming to hyperventilating pants. Moving quickly, but not rushing, I opened her bedroom door and entered with a paper towel in hand. �Where is it?�
�There! There! There!� Dayna hopped up and down, distracting me for a moment as her tits bounced quite nicely in a red lace bra. The blonde bombshell was clad only in her lingerie, complete with garter and stockings, as she jumped up and down on top of her bed in a panic, clearly frightened out of her wits.
I couldn�t help but ogle her jiggling melons for a second before she covered herself with one arm and emphasized her pointing. I finally tracked her finger and saw a BIG black spider parked just outside her closet. While I was staring at it, the damn thing started skittering toward the bed, causing Dayna to begin shrieking once again. �AAAAHHH!!�
Step-step. [SWAT-squish] Damn that thing was juicy.
�Got it,� I told her confidently.
�Ohhh, gawwwd...� Dayna sighed, still backing up and sitting down at the furthest edge of her bed, pulling her stocking-clad knees up to her chest and wrapping her arms around them.
I wadded up the paper towel around the black behemoth, stood up, and then carried the entire mess down to the trash container outside. I then came back into the house, washed my hands, and returned upstairs to Dayna�s bedroom. Just part of the routine. Smaller ones they�d let me flush down a toilet. But anything remotely that size had to be exorcised out of the house. �All done.� I waved my hands as proof of completion.
�Oh, THANK YOU!� Dayna flung herself at me, literally jumping off the bed and into my arms, causing me to stagger backward lest I drop her. Her legs wrapped around my waist and her crotch rubbed against my belly, causing some of the blood to flow back into my cock.
I pulled my head up and gave the busty blonde a lopsided grin. �Feel like thanking me a little more thoroughly?� My voice was laced with innuendo.
Dayna immediately smiled back. We hadn�t fucked since sometime last semester, probably five months ago, and I could see the lust flare in her eyes.
But just as quickly, she snuffed it out. Wincing apologetically, the half-naked beauty dropped her feet to the floor and stepped back, almost ashamed of her state of dress. �Ben...� she began ominously. �I knew this would come up, but I wasn�t sure how to tell you before.�
My eyebrows furrowed in concern. Yeah, big black spiders aren�t exactly a turn-on, but this was the very first time�ever�Dayna had not responded favorably when I brought up the idea of sex.
�We can�t keep fucking anymore,� she apologized. �I want to. Really, I do. But ... ah...� Her voice trailed off as she observed the disappointment on my face.
�Oh, I�m sorry, Ben.� Dayna stepped up to me and clutched my shirt. �It�s not you. Really, you�ve been nothing but wonderful. It�s just that Kevin and I have been getting pretty serious over the last few months. I know this sounds totally crazy, but I think I�m in love. And I told him I�d stop sleeping around.�
My eyebrows arched in surprise at the idea of Miss I�m-a-slut-and-proud-of-it settling down with her primary beck and call. Dayna herself cracked up. �Can you believe it?� she asked with a smile. �Me? Committing to a guy?�
I blinked rapidly and shook my head, not quite believing it. But Dayna�s happiness was infectious and there was a smile on my face. �Really?�
She nodded, her crystal blue eyes bright. �Really. He makes me happy. And he makes me believe I can do this. I WANT to do this.�
I exhaled slowly, moving my hands along her sides, tantalizingly close to grabbing her ass and yet holding myself back. �Well, I�m happy for you, Dayna. I can�t say I�m not disappointed. I�m horny as fuck right now. But I�m happy for you.�
Dayna beamed back at me and pulled me into a hug, crushing those fabulous tits into my chest.
�Whoa, whoa.� I held my hands up and away from her as I felt the surge of adrenaline and the shifting of blood to my cock. �You probably shouldn�t do that right now, Dayna. I�m liable to go off.�
She giggled and pulled away, taking a step back before twisting her hips and putting a fingernail coyly between her teeth. �Aww, I�m sorry. Do I still turn you on?�
I let my eyes obviously rove up and down her curvy, sexy body just scantily clad in the eye-popping red lingerie. �Always,� I sighed. �I don�t suppose Brandi�s home tonight.�
Dayna shook her head. �Working on a project. What about Adrienne?�
I shook my head. �Grace. Sorority thing. Guess it�s just me and my hand tonight.�
Dayna frowned apologetically. �Well, you know Monique and Angela got an apartment not too far away. And of course Kerri and Julie are just around the corner. One � or more � of them might be up for some fun tonight.�
I sighed. �They all have boyfriends now. I�m�trying�not mess with that.�
�Monique doesn�t. She�s having too much fun playing the field.�
I smirked. �That�s beside the point. I told DJ I wouldn�t go outside �the family�. Of course, I didn�t know you were gonna take yourself off the market. You�re something special and that might�ve changed my decision a bit.�
Dayna smiled, �That�s sweet.�
I sighed and nodded, then looked down at my cock and ordered, �Down boy.�
The busty blonde stepped forward and lightly patted my bulge. �I�ll miss you.�
We both cracked up at that and then with a last hug, I left the room.
Time to make use of Internet porn.
* * *
�You okay?� Dawn looked at me with concern. �You�re looking kinda twitchy this morning.�
�Twitchy� was right. I tried to give my best friend a reassuring smile, but my cheeks weren�t doing a very good job of holding steady. Even the black bags under my eyes weren�t staying still. �I�m okay, I�m okay.�
�You sure?� She stopped walking and put her hand on my forehead, checking to see if it was hot. But I was fine.
�I�m not sick,� I sighed and removed her hand.
�Then what�s wrong? I�ve been watching you all week, and you�ve been looking worse and worse every day.�
�It�s nothing,� I said gruffly.
�It�s NOT �nothing�. C�mon, Ben. It�s me.� Dawn smirked. �You can tell me what�s bugging you.�
�It�s kind of embarrassing.� I blushed.
�What? More embarrassing than when Cat Cartwright pulled your pants down in the middle of the playground in third grade and you had skid marks in your tighty-whities?�
I rolled my eyes. �Did you have to bring THAT up?�
�Hey, it was funny,� she sniggered.
I sighed and shook my head. �No. Nothing like that.� Then I shrugged and gave Dawn a what-the-hell look. �I�m horny.�
Dawn chuckled. �Well, of course you are.�
�No, I mean it. I haven�t had a good orgasm since Monday.� I was REALLY backed up.
Dawn laughed, a barking laugh that immediately felt like ridicule. �It�s Friday. You haven�t had a good orgasm in four days and THAT�S what�s bothering you?�
�It�s not funny,� I growled and started stomping away. �THIS is why I didn�t want to tell you.�
�Hey, hey.� Dawn quickly ran to catch up to me. �I�m sorry. It�s just ... there�re thousands of guys on this campus alone who wish they�d gotten laid within the last four days.�
�Yeah, well me too. Seriously, I�m not sleeping,� I complained.
Dawn frowned. �I thought DJ gave you permission to play around. Surely you don�t have any problems finding a willing pussy.�
I shrugged. �Maybe. But I told her I�d limit myself to our sisters. They don�t count, right?�
Dawn furrowed her eyebrows. �So that�s ... Dayna, Brandi, and Adrienne?�
I nodded, and then smirked. �Well, and�you.�
Dawn rolled her eyes while I stopped and made a big production out of checking her out. Then I stood up straight and said, �But Dayna�s going monogamous with Kevin.�
�Well, �mono-dick�,� Dawn corrected with a shit-eating grin. �Kevin�s totally cool with her screwing other girls. And she, Brandi, Kerri, and Julie had a private party on Tuesday night. Dayna had this new red lingerie set and...�
�Aww...� I groaned, thinking back to Spider-Tuesday when Dayna had turned me down while wearing that red lingerie set. My dick, on a hair-trigger already, rose up quickly at the merest prospect of getting to spurt. �Don�t tell me that.�
Dawn flinched and frowned. �Oops. Sorry.� Then she arched an eyebrow. �But I thought you and Adrienne had worked things out...�
I shrugged. �She probably would. But she hasn�t been home much. It�s Sorority Recruitment Week.�
�Oh, right. She picked the Tri-Delts.� Dawn shrugged, referring to the Delta Delta Delta sorority. �And Brandi?�
�Bad timing. Besides, I�d feel weird about just walking up to her and begging for a pity fuck.�
�Even if she wasn�t horny, you know she�d blow you just to take the edge off,� Dawn pointed out.
I shook my head. �Maybe. But the one time I nearly asked yesterday, Matt called her cell phone. The cosmos doesn�t want me getting laid.�
Dawn sighed and wrapped herself around my arm. �It�s okay, Ben. You know what you should do? Drive down to my house tonight. Don�t wait for the weekend. It�s a Friday night and you deserve to be with your girlfriend. Maybe even ask if you can spend the night.�
My eyes lit up at the idea. Why hadn�t�I�thought of that? I started whacking the side of my head in frustration and groaning while Dawn laughed and tried to grab my hand to stop me.
�Ugh,� I groaned, feeling the tension in my balls, which had now swollen up to the size of oranges. �You think I can get away with skipping class?�
�With Professor Ice? Not a chance in hell,� Dawn warned. �C�mon. Just tough it out for another couple of hours. And then I�m sure my baby sister will give you all you can handle.�
* * *
�Good morning, Ben.�
�Ah, good morning, Mrs. Evans,� I said politely while taking the empty spot at the breakfast table on Saturday morning. DJ was already there and she giggled while reaching over and covering my hand with her own. I glanced at Jack Evans nervously. Public displays of affection were one thing; but doing it at the breakfast table right in front of my girlfriend�s parents was something else.
I needn�t have worried. Jack Evans just winked at me and I blushed. Deanna Evans was quick to say, �No need to blush, Ben. Everyone here knows exactly what you two were doing last night.�
I just blushed harder and DJ moaned, �Mooom.�
Deanna giggled, not sounding so different from her daughters. �You should visit more often, Ben. You seem to have quite the positive influence on my husband here.�
Now it was Jack�s turn to blush. And DJ moaned again, �Mooom.�
�Anyways, I�m just glad to see you make my daughter happy,� Deanna continued. �I�ll admit, it�s not the daughter I thought you�d end up with, but I�m no less happy about it.�
I kept blushing and kept my mouth shut, not sure how to respond to that.
�And I�m glad you two decided to keep things at a measured pace,� Deanna added. �DJ has been extra focused this last week on her studies.�
�I was focused before,� DJ protested.
�You spent all your time talking about and�with�boys before,� her mom pointed out. �Now that you�re finally in a stable relationship, you have the luxury of extra time to work on your grades. I don�t have to tell you how important this semester is to all of us.�
�I KNOW, Mom,� DJ groaned and frowned. She really was under quite a bit of pressure to get accepted to Cal.
Then Deanna turned to me and smiled sweetly as she poured me a glass of orange juice. �So really, Ben. No need to be embarrassed about your feelings or desires. I remember what it was like to be a teenager, and we certainly wouldn�t have let you two get this far if it bothered us. As long as DJ�s grades keep up, you�re welcome to come here and stay throughout every weekend if you like.�
�Really?� DJ perked up. �He can spend the night?�
�He just did, didn�t he?� Jack Evans said warmly.
DJ slipped her hand down onto my leg and smiled, finally warming up to her newfound freedom. And while staring straight into my eyes, the horny young blonde told her mother, �Keep the juice coming, Mom. My boyfriend�s gonna need all the fluids he can get.�
* * *
DJ had been in the same boat I was for the entire week, having not experienced a good orgasm since the last time we were together. She certainly seemed on board with the plan to study like crazy every school night and screw every waking moment on the weekends. So the sexy young blonde with the big rack and skinny waist fucked the shit out of me until I was seeing stars and lying limp on the floor of her bedroom, so completely drained that I couldn�t even drool.
After dinner on Sunday, informing me that she needed to study for her Monday classes, my cute girlfriend manhandled me into the car and sent me on my way back to Berkeley. I just managed to drag myself back to the house late on Sunday night, too tired to even undress before falling asleep in bed.
Of course, by the next morning I was horny and ready for more. And I forlornly looked across the calendar to Friday night when I would be allowed to visit my 17-year-old nymphomaniac again.
Thankfully, I didn�t have to wait that long to get laid. Dawn had taken it upon herself to talk with both Brandi and Adrienne about my predicament over the weekend. And when I got back to the house on Monday after my last class, I found two gorgeous young women only too happy to please me.
The three of us ended up in Adrienne�s bedroom, the site of a lot of pleasant memories for me from Freshman year. Brandi went down on me first, having not tasted my naughty, incestuous brother-cum in a long, long time while I proved to Adrienne that a man could still eat a pussy just as well as girls. Then the three of us crawled all over each other in every possible combination, fucking and sucking away to our hearts� content.
We didn�t have an encore for the rest of the week due to the girls� busy schedules, although Adrienne did give me a blowjob on Thursday afternoon just to give me a little relief.
By Friday, I made sure to thank Dawn for talking to the girls. She had been a true best friend, arranging for me to get laid by two such gorgeous creatures. I thanked Brandi for always being a caring big sister. And I thanked Adrienne not only for her own attentiveness to me, but also for the car. I was swiping her Mustang for three days at a time to visit DJ on weekends.
Adrienne had just laughed and told me it was no problem. The inheritance had finally gone through and if she really needed, she could always buy another one.
�Whaddaya think, Tiger?� she�d giggled. �Should I buy a Ferrari or a Lamborghini?�
Life was good. My classes were going well. Absent a steady girlfriend at school, I was able to spend a lot of time with my friends. And my friendship with Dawn had never been more comfortable. Plus, I was still getting laid on a regular basis: occasional screws with Brandi and Adrienne during the week to keep me from going crazy, followed by whirlwinds of parentally-approved marathon sex sessions with DJ on the weekends.
I even met some of DJ�s High School friends, including a couple of�very�hot 17-year-old babes that DJ admitted she�d �experimented� with in the past. DJ later told me that her friends thought I was sooo cute and how it was so cool that she was dating a college guy. And if I played my cards right, DJ might even have one or two of them spend the weekend with us.
Life was going great ... for a little while, at least.
OCTOBER 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Oh, gawd ... You feel so fucking BIG, little brother...�
Brandi and I were holed up in her room, the both of us blowing off some steam on a random Tuesday night. It was after midnight, and all of her friends had left the house already. Dayna was spending the night with Kevin. And Adrienne was spending the night with Grace.
Brandi probably would have spent the night with her boyfriend Matt, or perhaps invited him over here, except that he had a paper to work on and needed to turn in a draft in the morning. I certainly didn�t mind. I would keep his girlfriend company tonight.
Matt�s girlfriend was buck naked and riding me cowgirl-style. I was comfortably situated on Brandi�s bed, my head and neck propped up by two pillows. The beautiful brunette undulated slowly to the beat of a downtempo electronica CD she had, perfect for the kind of slow-burn fuck that we both wanted. If I had my way, I�d fall asleep after cumming deep into my sister�s womb, and we�d drift away to the dreamland with our loins still enjoined to the melodies of quiet trip-hop.
My hands were gliding up and down Brandi�s sides while she rode me. I�d started the night by giving her a sensual, full-body massage, complete with a coconut oil-based lotion. Her tan skin glowed in the dim light of the room, glistening with warmth and moisture while I smoothly stroked her naked skin.
After a little while, Brandi�s dark eyes locked onto mine as she took hold of my hands and directed them up her chest, pulling my palms over her firm, wonderfully-shaped breasts. I reflexively squeezed her mammary flesh and then began rotating my hands in a wax-on/wax-off movement to titillate her nipples.
With my hands still on her tits, the luscious 21-year-old bent forward to capture my lips. And right when we met in a passionately incestuous kiss, Morcheeba�s �The Sea� kicked into its melody and seemed to cosmically send Brandi�s hips into a big roll, driving an extra few inches of my cock into her welcoming body.
The lyrics didn�t really have anything to do with love or hope or anything mushy. They weren�t even about sex. But listening to Skye Edwards wax poetic about losing control and living free to a seductive rhythm had Brandi and me rocking and rolling on her bed. And sometime after the song ended and we�d moved on to two more, my sister popped off me, her legs still shaking from her most recent orgasm, and she got her mouth around me just in time to swallow my load.
So wrong ... yet so right.
But we weren�t done yet. Brandi stayed hunched over, nursing my prick with her wet mouth, suctioning carefully until she felt me re-harden. She bobbed her head up and down, keeping her lips tightly wrapped around my girth, and I watched her bobbing movements go higher and higher as my cock elongated inside her mouth.
At last, she was moving her head up and down the full seven-and-three-quarter inches, taking me deep into her throat with each slow movement and pressing her hips against my base. And after one final suck, she pulled away and gasped for breath, grinning at me saucily. �I want to feel you in my ass, little brother.�
Her eyes were unfocused, as if she were drugged; but I knew she was high on nothing but lust. Her mouth was open in an easy grin and I smiled right along with her as I nodded and started repositioning us. She bent over on all fours, proudly thrusting that dynamite ass back at me, such a perfect peach. Briefly, I thought of the last time I nailed Brooke, and how similar my two sisters were starting to look (from behind, at least). And I couldn�t help but duck down to grab her cheeks and take a long lick of her crack from base to top.
Brandi shivered when she felt my tongue briefly run over her crinkled anus. She seemed freshly scrubbed and I picked my head up in surprise. �You�planned�this, didn�t you?� I accused in a humored voice.
My sister giggled. �Fuck yeah. As soon as Matt told me he had the paper, I got sooo wet fantasizing about you shoving that big dick up my ass, little brother. Now stop talking and start fucking.�
I got to work. I found the Astroglide in Brandi�s nightstand, relatively full. After all, she�d told me I might be the only man who would ever sodomize her when I�d first popped her anal cherry two years ago, and so far I still was. I was sure she used it for other reasons with Matt and Dayna and the rest, but I still got a little thrill seeing the near-full tube as a reminder of this special thing Brandi had held just for me.
So I prepped her and prepped myself. Brandi lay her cheek down on the bed, with a pillow beneath her chest for support. And with one hand on her own pussy, she reached back to grab my shaft and put me into position.
Once she felt the pressure against her backdoor, Brandi folded her arms beneath her head and sighed. And after taking a deep breath, she groaned at me, �Do it, little brother. Fuck your naughty sister in her asshole.�
I held her hips, leaned forward with mine, and after brief resistance, her anus opened up and let me in. �Oh, gawd...� she groaned. �You feel so fucking BIG, little brother...�
As always, I stopped and waited for her to get adjusted, only the mushroom head past her sphincter. In the past two years, I�d probably butt-fucked Brandi less than a dozen times; and each time felt like it was the first. She breathed heavily, needing a while to get used to the sensation. But when I felt the tell-tale sensation of her anal muscles relaxing, I slowly glided forward the rest of the way.
�So�fucking�full!� Brandi groaned.
�So tight,� I moaned in response. �I�m in your asshole, big sister. Your little brother is fucking you up the ass.�
�Oh, shit,� she grunted. �So wrong ... so wrong...� Her blissful moans belied her words. Unlike Dayna or Adrienne, Brandi didn�t enjoy anal sex purely on physical pleasure. If she had, she probably would have been doing it with Matt. No, it was the idea that I, her�brother, was sodomizing her that got her off. And she moaned rapturously as I pumped slowly back and forth, extracting and reinserting my prick deep into most private cavity.
�You�ve got such an�awesome�ass, big sister...� I groaned, knowing the phrases �big sister� and �little brother� were part of the appeal.
�And you�re the only man who�ll ever fuck it, little brother,� she moaned in response. �Fuck me ... Fuck my ass ... Violate your sister�s asshole, and fill me with your incestuous sperm!�
�Oh, fuck!� I grunted while I really started getting into the thrusting. Her anal passage was still extremely tight, but had loosened up just enough to allow smooth pumping. �So fucking good!�
�Oh, gawd ... oh, gawd...� she chanted back.
I looked down, narrowing my focus until all I could see was Brandi�s perfect peach of an ass being split by my cock. And as I sawed in and out of my sister�s butt, I felt my ab muscles go slack. �I�m gonna cum, big sister. Your little brother is gonna fill you up with sperm. You�re gonna be shitting brother-jizz for days when I�m done creaming you. And the next time you fuck your boyfriend, he�s gonna wonder why your asshole is dripping wet!�
�Oh, FUCK!� Brandi grunted beneath me. �Fuck me, little brother! Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass!�
�Uggghhh!� I grunted as my white-knuckled hands squeezed her hips hard enough to bruise. My pelvis slammed up tightly against her asscheeks. And I bellowed in exultation, feeling gallons of cum rushing through my cock to blast out of me and into the darkest recesses of my sister�s anal cavity.
�Nnnngh!� Brandi grunted when she felt the first jets splashing inside of her. My orgasm was the catalyst for hers, setting her off as she rubbed at her own clit in a fury, and screamed at the top of her lungs, �I CAN FEEL IT! I CAN FEEL IT! CUM IN MY ASS LITTLE BROTHER!!!�
�WHAT THE�FUCK???�
The male voice cracked in the air like a gunshot, startling both me and Brandi. Her legs suddenly gave out, causing her body to compress flat onto the bed with only the pillow beneath her chest propping her up. I fell with her, my cock almost painfully trapped inside her bowels when her ass muscles clamped down. And I wound up right on top of my sister�s naked body as we turned in absolute panic to the source of the voice.
Matt Kanemura, Brandi�s boyfriend, stood in the doorway with an expression of shock, outrage, and pure disgust on his face. �Holy FUCK! Brandi? Your brother? Really?�
�Matt, I can explain,� Brandi stammered.
�And holy SHIT! Is he in your ass? He�s in your fucking ASS!�
�Matt, please�� Brandi was frantically slapping at my hips, trying to get me off her.
�FUCK!� He turned his head away in dismay. I was flailing around, trying to dislodge myself. But Brandi�s ass was somehow still clamped down on my prick, preventing me from easily pulling out. She must have been stiff in terror.
But eventually, I managed to work myself out, just in time for Matt to turn back and see my cock exiting his girlfriend�s stretched asshole. A bit of cum even bubbled out in my wake. Matt just groaned with furrowed eyebrows, one hand squeezing his forehead. �I asked you several times, Brandi. But you NEVER let me do that!�
�This has nothing to do with you, Matt. It�s��
�Nothing to do with me? You were my girlfriend! Emphasis on the��were�. Oh, my GOD! I can�t BELIEVE this! You�re fucking your own fucking brother!� And Matt turned like a zombie, heading out the door. He looked too much in shock to even be that angry.
�Matt! Wait!� Brandi scrambled off the bed stark naked, darting over to the stairs. I heard their footsteps, but eventually the front door opened and ten seconds later, Brandi ran back into the room. Not looking at me, she hurriedly threw on some pants and a sweater, not bothering with any underwear. And then a moment later she was gone again.
This was NOT good.
* * *
I had re-dressed and sat in Brandi�s room, prepared to stay there all night if she never came back. It probably wasn�t the best idea. If, somehow, Brandi managed to talk Matt into coming back to the house with her, he probably wouldn�t be too happy to see me. But fortunately for me, and unfortunately for Brandi, things didn�t turn out that way. Twenty minutes later, she returned home alone.
I immediately stood up and opened my arms for a hug when she opened the door. No matter what else happened in our lives, she was my sister and I would support her to the ends of the earth. But she made no move to approach me, coming to a dead stop, her face ashen. She practically sagged against the door knob and looked ready to burst into tears.
�Brandi...� I began softly.
�Go away, Ben,� she said curtly, not looking me in the eye.
�Brandi, I�m here for you.�
�I�don�t�want to see you right now, Ben.�
�I�m your brother.�
�Don�t remind me! Just go away!�
�Brandi��
�PLEASE.� She cracked then, twin waterfalls streaking down her cheeks as she turned and pushed her forehead into the door. And she sobbed uncontrollably for a good fifteen seconds.
Not sure what to do, but ready to accept her desire to be alone, I stood up and started heading for the door. Even though she wasn�t looking back at me, I looked at her, ready to give her my best expression of support, love, and willingness to do whatever I had to do. All she had to do was ask.
She never looked at me. Even when I had to brush by her to get out the door, she turned her head away, grimacing as if her world had come to an end. I knew how she felt. I had the same look on my face when Adrienne first found out about me and Brooke.
And then I was out in the hall. Behind me, Brandi closed the door. She didn�t slam it, she merely closed it slowly, as if the deliberate act could somehow erase all the naughty, incestuous acts we�d ever committed. And then all was quiet.
Well, not totally quiet. I could hear her still sobbing, just on the other side of the door, apparently lacking the energy to even move away.
I decided then that I wouldn�t wait for her to ask something of me. I wouldn�t stop and let the world just keep spinning around me. I wouldn�t let life happen TO me. I had to do SOMETHING.
Brandi didn�t want to talk to me ... fine.
My cell phone in hand, I quickly thumbed down to Dayna�s number. She might not be happy with me for interrupting her night, but as I went down the stairs, I swore to myself I wouldn�t stop trying until I�d reached Brandi�s best friend in the whole world.
Turned out, I didn�t need to work that hard. Dayna picked up on the third ring and immediately asked, �Ben? This is weird. What�s up?�
�Matt caught me and Brandi.�
�Oh,�shit.� Dayna inhaled sharply. There was a rustling sound on the line, whether from clothes or bedsheets, I didn�t know. It made sense, since she was spending the night with Kevin. �Where is she?�
�In her room.�
�I�ll be right there. Thanks for calling me.�
* * *
My big sister, who I loved dearly, wasn�t talking to me. We lived in the same house, so it was impossible not to run into each other. But for the past several days she�d refused to look at me or acknowledge my presence. She seemed to blame me for what was happening, and as bad as she felt, I didn�t feel like arguing the point. She was miserable, and I DID feel responsible.
Of course, I talked things over with DJ. My girlfriend was moderate on the topic at hand, explaining that both Brandi and I had made decisions that led to the ultimate outcome. But personally, she was very supportive and reassured me that time would heal things and that Brandi would always be my sister. Eventually she would come around.
But I didn�t want to just wait. At first, I tried to actively fix things with Brandi. But after getting repeated cold shoulders for two days straight, I accepted that my sister needed space and took to finding my meals elsewhere, spending as much time as possible with my friends at Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment. At the time, I�d thought I couldn�t feel any worse than I did in the aftermath of that incident.
I was wrong. Not much changed on the Brandi front. But shit started raining on me out of the sky.
It started with Paige Jacobsen. I hadn�t seen much of the petite redhead this school year. Even though we�d had something of a bad breakup, there were enough positive signs that I�d believed we could work out a friendship. But once the new year started, she�d found a different group of friends and shown a distinct lack of interest in reconnecting. I still had lingering �big brother-ish� feelings for her, but I�d been too preoccupied with my own dramas, and with DJ, to take any action to get in touch with her.
Then I found out what she was up to, and I wished to hell that I�d made the earlier effort.
Even on a campus of some 35,000 people, you�d be surprised how often you can randomly run into someone. After all, there�s only one Main Library, smack in the middle of campus. There�s only one Sproul Plaza. And only one BART station. You just meet people.
It was by Sather Gate when Dawn and I bumped into Paige ... and her new boyfriend.
I recognized her right away. After all, the campus only had so many 5�2� dark auburn redheads. And there were even fewer 5�2� dark auburn redheads who might walk outside wearing the sluttiest Catholic schoolgirl outfit imaginable. Such was how Paige was attired this cool late-October morning. The black saddle shoes were normal, but instead of standard white socks, she was wearing white lace stockings that seemed to have come out of the Frederick�s of Hollywood catalog. The stockings ended just above her knees, well short of her skirt, and were attached to garter straps than ran up her thighs to disappear beneath the hem of her skirt. The red and green plaid skirt itself wasn�t quite long enough to cover her crotch, revealing the bottom of her plain white cotton panties, both front and back, not to mention quite a bit of creamy leg. And speaking of exposed skin, the white dress shirt was tied off below her bra-less breasts, as well as completely unbuttoned, showing off both a flat belly and quite a bit of cleavage. Her nipples were even hard and poking through in the cold air. And twin ponytails with red ribbons topped off the look.
Dawn beat me to the punch. �Paige?�
The redhead pulled her lips off the dirty-looking skater boy�s mouth and smiled when she recognized us. �Dawn! Hey!�
She then looked at me and in a somewhat less pleased tone, said, �Oh, hi Ben.�
I was too surprised to reply, staring at the dark-haired punk with the big black discs in his earlobes. The damn things looked like backgammon checkers. The guy wore a ratty heavy-metal T-shirt with a gray, long-sleeved thermal undershirt beneath. His jeans were torn and had enough chrome chains attached to the belt loops to tow a tractor-trailer. And then there was the heavy mascara around his eyes, more even than Paige was wearing.
I try not to judge people by their appearances, but this guy just screamed �punkass� to me. And having him physically groping Paige�s tits right in front of me did NOT help improve my assessment. ��Sup,� he grunted.
�How are you doing?� Dawn asked politely. �We haven�t seen you in a long while.�
�Oh, I�ve been busy having lots of sex with my new boyfriend here,� Paige said flippantly while patting the guy�s play-doh chest. �Jerry, this is my ex-boyfriend, Ben. And this is his �non-girlfriend�, Dawn.� Paige cracked up like she�d just told the funniest joke imaginable.
I frowned and looked a little closer at the petite redhead. Beneath the heavy makeup, her eyes were rather unfocused. And when I breathed in, I recognized the faint, but noticeable scent. �Paige...� I began in a warning tone. �Are you high?�
She giggled uproariously. �Totally baked...�
�Paige,� I huffed in annoyance, feeling my old protective instincts coming back to me. �Do you really think you should be doing that shit?�
�Who�re you, her father?� Jerry the Punkass scoffed.
�Shit makes me feel good,� Paige giggled. �Besides, there�s nothing about marijuana in the Bible.�
I rolled my eyes. I didn�t know much about the Bible, but I was pretty sure it was written before teenagers started getting baked. �Paige...�
�What?� She rolled her eyes. �You gonna tell me you never smoked a little pot, Ben?�
I grimaced. �Look, Paige��
She waved me off and started tugging on her boyfriend�s arm. �I�m bored of talking to you, Ben. C�mon, Jerry. Let�s go have sex before my buzz wears off. I�ll even let you cum in my pussy today.�
�Paige...� I groaned and reached out to her, but the girl was already walking away. And just for good measure, she flipped me the bird as she left.
FUCK.
* * *
�It�s not your fault, Ben.�
�If I hadn�t broken her heart, she wouldn�t BE with him.�
Dawn sighed and squeezed my hand. �That part was unavoidable. You tried to tell her you didn�t have those feelings for her, but she let herself fall in love with you anyways. A broken heart was inevitable.�
�But I made it worse by dating her.�
�Adrienne arranged that,� Dawn soothed.
�So what? This is all Adrienne�s fault?�
Dawn frowned, shaking her head. �It�s nobody�s�fault. Paige is just doing her own thing. You can�t control her. You never could. Yeah, you kept her in check a bit, but that girl�s been looking for trouble since well before you showed up on the scene.�
�No she hasn�t.�
�Of course she has. Look at how you met. She got smacked on the street because she�d been teasing some scruffy locals at a house party. At every party of ours, she was doing her best to get falling-down drunk, and would have succeeded much more often if you weren�t there to stop her. She�s a stupid girl and whatever shit happens to Paige happens because of her own stupid decisions!�
I furrowed my eyebrows and looked startled at the vehemence in Dawn�s voice. �You were her friend. How can you say that about her?�
�I can say it because it�s the truth,� Dawn sighed. �She�s a sheltered, na�ve little girl who�s running wild with no one to restrain her.�
�I�m�supposed to be the one to restrain her.�
�That�s not your job, Ben.�
�I made it my job. I still care about her.�
�Clearly, she doesn�t feel the same way. Or did you not notice her doing her best to rub her sex life and drug use right in your face?�
�I�ve got to do�something.�
�Like what? Tell her not to have sex with her boyfriend? Tell her not to smoke weed?�
�Yes!�
�And you think she�ll listen?�
�Yes!�
�Why? You already told her you don�t love her. It looks like she�s moved on from you. She�s not your problem anymore.�
�How can you be so cold?�
�Because she�s a fucking BITCH!� Dawn barked, and then immediately stopped walking.
I�d stopped walking, too. And I turned to take Dawn�s other hand into mine. �Whoa, whoa. Dawn, you okay?�
She looked away from me, grinding her teeth and working to calm herself. I�d been so caught up in my own shock over the encounter with Paige and Jerry the Punk, that I hadn�t noticed how Dawn was reacting to everything. Clearly, she was reacting with some anger. �She doesn�t deserve you, Ben.�
�What?�
�Look,� Dawn turned to me, a soulful intensity in her crystal blue eyes made even brighter by the moisture in them. �I know it�s not my place to be jealous. We�re not together anymore. But I can still want what�s best for you, and that little tramp is NOT worth your time.�
�What?� I still wasn�t yet following.
Dawn sighed. �I was happy that you found Adrienne. She�s got a checkered past, but she�s a special, special girl. I know how dearly she loves you and most important to me, she wants what�s best for YOU. THAT was a good relationship. If the two of you somehow lasted and got married and all that, I would have been able to accept you being with her.�She�is good enough for you.�
I blinked twice, unable to react to the emotion in Dawn�s voice.
�And of course I�m happy for DJ. I love my baby sister and if you and she are meant to be together, then I can be happy for the both of you.�
I just blinked again.
�And there are a lot of nice girls around you. Some of them are only in it for the sex, and that�s fine. You make them happy, they make you happy, and everybody wins. But Paige always wanted more, and frankly I was never happy about you dating her.�
�Huh?�
�That relationship was all one-way, Ben. She�leeched�off of you at every turn. Even before you two hooked up, she followed you around. You were her world, and even if you didn�t love her, you devoted so much of your energy into protecting her and caring about her. She didn�t deserve it. She didn�t deserve you. And what did she do when it was over? She told you she�d be your friend and then the first chance she got, she ran away to some...�punkass�... For fuck�s sake, Ben, she was making cracks right AT you about fucking him. It proves that she never really loved you. She never really cared about you, or wanted what�s best for YOU the way Adrienne did. She just obsessed about you like a fucking�stalker�until you finally got rid of her.�
�What?�
�She wasn�t good enough for you,� Dawn stated indignantly. �And I won�t let her suck up any more of you than she already has!�
I frowned. �So what? You�re the arbiter of who�s good enough to be with me?�
�Yes!� Dawn huffed. �You�re MY Ben!� And then the tears started rolling down her face.
I rubbed my temples for a moment, wondering how in the world things had gotten to the point where�Dawn�was crying. I REALLY didn�t understand women.
But I understood that my Dawn was upset, and I stepped forward to hug my beautiful, blonde best friend. �Dawn ... Dawn...� I soothed in a quiet voice.
�I�m sorry,� she replied just as quietly. She picked her head up, looking at me face-to-face from just an inch away. Her eyes were so big, so blue ... so perfect. And in a melodious voice, she said, �I know I don�t have any right to be � not anymore � but I�m jealous. Even though you�re not my boyfriend, I want to spend so much time with you. You�re my best friend. You�ve always been my best friend. And if some tramp isn�t good enough for you, I don�t want her taking you away from me.�
�Dawn...�
�I love you, Ben. I always have. And I always will.� Her voice was rich with emotion.
�I know. I love you, too,� I replied in the same tone. And then I bent to kiss her.
It wasn�t a kiss of passion. It wasn�t a kiss of lust. It was just a kiss of love, the timeless love that had bonded Dawn and me since we were first born. The touch of her lips filled me with a joy I hadn�t felt in a long time, and gave me a total sense of completion. And we stayed wrapped in each other�s arms for a long, long time.
�Ahem,� a new voice cut in, and Dawn jerked away from me. We turned to see Ryan standing not five feet away, his backpack slung over his shoulder.
�Oh, hey babe,� Dawn sighed tiredly. She pulled away from me and looked up at her boyfriend with red-rimmed eyes. She reached a hand up to wipe away her own tears and quickly pressed herself against his broad chest, whimpering softly.
Slightly surprised, Ryan just hugged his girlfriend back as if she hadn�t just had her lips pressed against someone else.
But even if he was going to give Dawn a chance to explain, the guy wasn�t about to give me the same leeway. His eyes hardened and he simply glared at me, as if to telepathically bark, �What the FUCK were you doing with my girlfriend?�
I simply held my hands up and backed away, my face answering, �It was nothing. Really, it was nothing.�
Ryan clenched his jaw, clearly not yet buying it. But he didn�t make any aggressive moves. Eventually, Dawn pulled her head up and told her boyfriend, �I�m sorry about that, babe. I�ll explain on the way home.�
Ryan nodded and held Dawn�s cheeks. Then the two of them waved goodbye to me and headed off.
I stared at them, wondering what ELSE could go wrong today. And even after all that, I thought about Paige. Whether Dawn thought the girl was worth my concern or not, I swore to myself that I would do�something. And then I turned to take a side-street and head back to the house.
Little did I know that the shit storm would continue there as well.
* * *
My head was a mess as I made the final turn toward the house. I simply had too many problems going on at the same time to wrap my brain around them all.
I thought about Dawn, hoping that our little moment of weakness hadn�t ruined her relationship with Ryan. Yeah, the selfish part of me might hope that she would break up with him and come running back to me; but I was happy with DJ and I very much wanted Dawn to be happy as well.
I thought about Paige, wondering what was going on in her head to have her hook up with such a loser. Was she just being needy and latching onto the first guy who seemed to give her the attention she craved? Was it a rebellious compulsion to date a tattooed, pierced, dreg of the earth after a lifetime of Catholic restraint? Had she become a slave to a drug addiction?
What could I do to help?�Should�I even bother trying? Or should I simply let a 19-year-old college girl live her own life the way she wanted to? Paige had certainly seemed comfortable with the direction her life was taking. Who was I to say she wasn�t allowed?
And I thought about Brandi. It was almost November and she still was avoiding me. Her attempts to reconcile with Matt, her boyfriend of more than two years, had gone nowhere. And while she hadn�t said anything to specifically blame me, she clearly associated me with the breakup and as such, could barely stand to see my face.
At least Matt hadn�t gone around announcing the incestuous nature of Brandi�s and my relationship. He hadn�t even announced that he�d caught her cheating, knowing that such a declaration would inevitably lead to widespread speculation on who Brandi was cheating on him with. All he�d said was that Brandi had hurt him deeper than he thought possible, and left it at that. The reasons didn�t matter. The end results were that Matt was miserable, Brandi was miserable, and so was I.
This was the problem with bedding girls who had boyfriends. Brandi had once told me that one of these indiscretions would end up biting me in the ass. I just hadn�t realized it would be her. And I hadn�t realized she would be the one to come out worse for it.
If nothing else, I swore to keep my dick out of Brandi�s and Dayna�s other friends who had boyfriends, no matter how much a girl like Kerri Trainor wanted me. Such a resolution wouldn�t save Brandi, but it just might save me from further anguish.
I was so caught up in my ruminations that I never saw the three guys standing by our mailbox.
I never saw them shrug at each other when I walked past them, lost in my own oblivion.
But I did see them when one of them tapped on my shoulder and caused me to turn around. I saw them just in time to see a meaty fist fly right into my face, cold cocking me so that I ended up flat on my ass on the pavement.
Dazed, my vision swam as I looked around, trying to figure out what bus had just run me over when Henryk �Rick� Rusedski knelt over my supine form. �I owed you that from last year.�
I blinked in a daze, my head still spinning. Rick had certainly cleaned my clock, but I had enough mental function left to remember how I�d literally yanked his girlfriend Gwen off the dance floor right in front of his nose and fucked her brains out in my bedroom.
Yeah, he owed me that. In fact, he probably owed me a few more.
But the single punch complete, he reached a hand down to me. Groggily, I picked the middle of the three I could see and reached for it. Our hands clasped and he helped pull me to my feet. The guy even grabbed my shoulders to help steady me when I wobbled a bit, trying to maintain my balance.
�Wow, you really nailed him, Rick,� one of the other guys chuckled.
He smirked and then looked back at me, making sure I could stand on my own before releasing me. �I wished I didn�t have to do that, Ben. But I had to.�
�Okay, okay...� I mumbled, still a bit out of it.
�So no hard feelings?�
Well, I�felt�like something pretty hard had hit me. But I knew I didn�t have a moral leg to stand on and didn�t want any further punishment. I mumbled, �Sure.�
�Okay then.� Rick smiled. But despite his now friendly actions, his face turned back to quite unpleasant. �Look, here�s the deal. I�m getting back together with Gwen. She doesn�t know it yet, but I�m going to do everything I can to win her back. And for that to happen,�you�can�t be in the way. Do you understand me?�
My eyes were still swimming, and I apparently didn�t answer fast enough for him. Rick grabbed my shoulders and leaned in close enough that I could taste the french fries on his breath. �Do you�understand�me?�
�Yeah ... I got it,� I answered.
He slapped my shoulder, almost hard enough to knock me down again. �Great. You just stay the fuck away from her.� And then he turned and walked away, collecting his boys in tow.
What else could happen to me?
* * *
One positive side effect of getting knocked half-unconscious by Rick Rusedski was that it got Brandi to talk to me again. I kept the little incident to myself for the rest of the day, only telling DJ my whole story and then swearing my girlfriend to keep it to herself. But when a purple shiner showed up just below my right cheek, my roommates noticed.
The next morning, Adrienne was the first to see it when we bumped into each other in the bathroom. She had a habit of walking in whether I was on the can or not. First, she said that it was nothing she�d hadn�t seen before as a girlfriend. Second, she said that as a sister that all family members should be pretty comfortable around each other. I didn�t disagree as the stacked blonde still had a habit of fixing her hair while topless, letting me ogle away.
This morning, I was brushing my teeth when the door opened and Adrienne immediately squeaked. I don�t know what she was coming into the bathroom for. Whatever it was, she forgot about it as she started fussing over me and grilling me to extract out exactly what had happened.
Brandi was in the kitchen at the time and came over to see what the commotion was about. And when she also saw the purple bruise, her �big sister� instinct kicked in and she immediately dragged me out to park me on the couch while ordering Adrienne to get the first aid kit.
�Ben. What happened?� Brandi barked.
She�d perfected Mom�s don�t-fuck-with-me tone. And automatically I found myself shaking my head in a negative to her question before answering, �Rick Rusedski wanted payback for Gwen.�
�What?� Adrienne exclaimed as she returned with the first aid kit. �That was�months�ago!�
I sighed, now that the cat was out of the bag, and explained what Rick had said about wanting Gwen back and everything. I also explained how it all wasn�t a big deal and that Rick had even picked me up and dusted me off once he got in his one revenge punch.
I�d nailed his girlfriend. He clocked me. All wasn�t square, but at least the act declared a truce. The Bro Code had been honored.
Brandi and Adrienne looked at each other and almost simultaneously muttered in disgust, �Men...�
Then Brandi started putting some cream onto my bruise, causing me to wince at the minor contact pain. She shook her head in resignation and sighed, �I wonder if Matt will show up one day to punch your lights out.�
I grimaced even further, my eyes apologizing to Brandi once again. At that point, she put the cream down, looked at Adrienne, and then came back to me with a sigh. �I don�t blame you, Ben. It�s my fault more than yours anyways.�
�No, it�s not,� I replied quickly. �It�s all my fault. You had a perfectly good relationship with a guy you cared about. I was feeling horny without DJ here and it�s my fault we were fucking that night.�
Brandi shook her head. �We were fucking because I wanted to fuck. We were fucking because I WANTED you. I was already fantasizing about having you up my ass even before Matt left for the night, and then I planned everything down to the details of getting myself extra-clean back there and making sure the lube was easily accessible.�
My sister and I looked at each other for a few moments, our faces tight as we stared right at each other. But a second later, I could feel the tension between us melting away, and I canted my head to the side. �Really? You don�t blame me?�
Brandi blinked rapidly and sighed. �No, of course not. I�m the big sister here. I�m supposed to be the responsible one. And we would not have been doing it if I hadn�t chosen to do so.�
I fought not to cry at the sudden upwelling of emotion. It had really hurt, having that rift between us for the past couple of weeks. I�d willed myself not to notice it, but I now felt all the pain that had been building inside me. Choking back tears, I managed to gurgle, �I thought you hated me. I thought we could never be the same again.�
Brandi touched my cheek tenderly. �I could never hate you; you�re my little brother. We�ll always love each other, no matter what. I just...� she trailed off and took a deep breath. �I just needed to come to terms with what happened. I asked myself what I would have done differently, had I known what was coming. And the fact is: the only thing I�ve got is that I would have made damn sure the front door was locked.�
Adrienne giggled at that, reminding us that she was there.
We both turned to smile at her and then Brandi�s looked into my eyes once again. �I love you, Ben. And I made a conscious decision a long time ago that our relationship would be more than platonic. I don�t think it�s evil. Yeah, I think it�s a little naughty and I love throwing around the term �wrong�; but I don�t really think what we do is wrong, and I won�t apologize for the nature of our relationship. It makes us both happy, and we�re both old enough to understand what we�re getting ourselves into.�
�Even that this kind of result was possible?� I ventured.
Brandi sighed, thinking of Matt. �Yeah. I always knew this could happen. I hoped it wouldn�t, the way someone driving fast on the freeway knows there�s a chance of getting into a wreck but hopes they won�t. What we do is a little dangerous, Ben. That�s part of the thrill.�
�And you still want to keep doing it?�
Brandi smiled and squeezed my hand. �Actually, I want to do it right now.�
My eyebrows popped up and Brandi grinned, standing up and tugging me off the couch. After everything that had happened, I was half in disbelief as my older sister, who had just lost her boyfriend over her desire to sleep with me, wanted to commit incest again. But I still let her lead me away from the couch and over to the stairs.
Halfway across the living room, Brandi stopped and turned to Adrienne, who was still standing next to the couch. �A.D., can you make sure the front door is locked for us?�
Adrienne laughed and nodded, turning to head for the door.
�And then, I�d love it if you came and joined us,� Brandi added.
Adrienne�s eyes popped open, a little smile crawling across her face. �Are you sure? This seems like it should be a moment for just the two of you.�
Brandi shrugged. �The world says I shouldn�t have sex with my brother. The world says I shouldn�t have sex with another girl. I say FUCK the world.� And then my sister giggled and practically dragged me up the stairs.
* * *
I�ve never been able to put a descriptor to the sensation of kissing my biological sisters. Adrienne�s kisses can create a slow-burn fire inside me or set off a nuclear explosion. Dawn lights me up with a volcanic fury. And DJ is even more intense, what I�ve been calling supervolcanic.
Brandi, Brooke, and even the twins just feel ... sweeter. There�s an undercurrent of affectionate love in our kisses, and less passionate lust. With them, kissing is simply an extension of our familial love, without any romance or hope or expectation of the future.
So in that sense, kissing Brandi didn�t make me feel like we were going to fall in love or anything. Kissing her just felt�good...
... AND sweet. She DID still taste like strawberries.
I�m not sure how long Brandi and I stood in the middle of her bedroom, just holding each other and kissing softly. There was no sense of urgency, no desperate need to get to the fucking. If we never did anything more than stand there and kiss, it would be okay. We were just expressing how much we cared about each other.
But then we noticed that Adrienne had arrived after making sure the front door was locked. The bedroom door was locked as well. And once we felt safely cocooned in our own little world, the lust started to creep into our kisses. I pushed my face forward with a little more pressure, getting the same back from Brandi. Her lips parted and accepted the entrance of my tongue, letting me swirl around to tickle her taste buds while she moaned in pleasure.
Brandi was the first to reach out to our adopted sister. A moment later, Adrienne�s face moved alongside ours, her tongue extending forward between our lips and then suddenly, I was a part of my very first three-way kiss.
It was kind of a surprise to me, given that I�d had multiple girls on so many other different occasions, that this was really my first three-way kiss. But those threesomes and moresomes were usually about sex. Any physical contortions were arranged so that my dick and tongue, or one of the girls� pussies and tongue, could get used at the same time. This encounter wasn�t about sex ... not yet, at least. This kiss was about the three of us bonding together as a family, albeit a family with rather unusual benefits.
The touch of both Adrienne�s and Brandi�s tongues at the same time excited me. And for a few seconds, we reveled in the mashing of mouths as we all came together. But a three-way kiss just isn�t very practical, and I soon found myself twisting my head left and right to kiss each girl in turn to avoid the crushed nose and awkwardness of trying to kiss them at the same time. I even paused to breathe and watch the two of them making out, lips smacking wetly and erotically.
Eventually, Adrienne pulled away to let Brandi and I resume. I think we all sensed that while Brandi and I were quite happy with Adrienne�s presence and truly wanted her with us, the moment WAS about Brandi and me reconnecting after the Matt-incident. But Adrienne was not idle. While I locked lips with my older sister, the gorgeous blonde moved behind me to begin removing my clothing.
My memory drifted back to just a few months ago when another beautiful blonde had undressed me so that I might make love to my precious sister. Then, it was my sweet girlfriend DJ stripping me for Brooke. And while Adrienne was no longer my girlfriend, I chuckled to myself at just how lucky I was to have these amazing girls around me.
Adrienne didn�t stop when I was fully naked. She paused to kiss my asscheeks, planting wet raspberries on each of them and then giggling musically. Then she stood up and circled around to undress Brandi for me.
I cracked up when I heard Adrienne blowing raspberries on Brandi�s butt, too.
And so Brandi and I were naked and ready to take this physical encounter to the next level. Brandi seemed ready to mount me, and the copious fluids leaking against my thigh confirmed it. But I didn�t consider us done just yet. I turned my sister around and led her to continue kissing Adrienne, tilting her head up to the slightly taller blonde. And once the gorgeous girls were engaged, I moved behind Adrienne and began to strip her as well.
And yeah, I blew raspberries on Adrienne�s ass as well.
After the long buildup of making out and caressing each other�s bodies, we were all naked and primed to go. I could feel the fine sheens of sweat on both girls� bodies, as well as the heat radiating off their skin. The room already smelled of feminine arousal, their pheromones filling the small, enclosed space. And the sounds of soft panting and lip-smacking echoed all around us.
I slid up behind my Brandi, pushing my chest against her naked back and rubbing my erection against her perky buttcheeks. For a second, I just watched the two of them moaning, rubbing noses, and lightly brushing their lips against each other. They weren�t even kissing now so much as grinding their chests and faces together with their eyes closed, both of them clearly in heat. After a few moments, I tilted my face down to nibble at Brandi�s neck and shoulders, causing her to loll her head back and moan rapturously. I then reached down and raised her right leg, manually wrapping it around Adrienne�s hip. And a moment later I felt Adrienne herself grab beneath Brandi�s knee, the gorgeous blonde sensing my intentions perfectly.
Even though Adrienne had figured it out, Brandi was still surprised when she felt my cock pushing into her from below. With her right leg elevated and supported by Adrienne, her pussy was spread wide for me as I stood up and quite literally lifted Brandi off her feet, suspending my sister in the air supported mostly by my cock buried all the way into her pussy. And the beautiful brunette tilted her head back and groaned at the suddenly full sensation. �Oh,�fuck...� Brandi grunted.
Adrienne took the opportunity to kiss her wetly, still holding her right leg with one hand and reaching the other into her crotch. My arms were around Brandi�s waist, supporting her weight to keep her feet off the floor. And Brandi groaned non-stop as Adrienne�s hand went to work against her love button and she felt herself sink another quarter of an inch lower onto my prod.
�Too much, Ben! Too much!� Brandi whimpered, shaking her head as she felt her body stretching against gravity.
I nodded to Adrienne, and the blonde didn�t need any verbal communication as she released Brandi�s leg and pulled her hand out while I literally backed my way across the room with my sister still impaled on my cock.
Brandi groaned gutturally again as she was skewered even further, her weight almost entirely supported by her cunt wrapped around my dick. But then my calves hit the bed and I sat down quickly, dropping my sister into my lap as I fell flat on my back across the mattress.
�Oh,�FUCK!� Brandi screamed and came, the impact causing my cock to momentarily stretch a part of her vagina that had never been stretched before. Somehow, she managed to remain vertical in a reverse cowgirl-position, arching her back and howling at the ceiling while the rush of sensations overwhelmed her.
Here we were again, at the scene of the crime where Matt had caught us red-handed and red-faced. Brandi once again had her little brother�s dick embedded inside her, giving her pleasure, giving her an orgasm. And her mind spun in circles while her body quivered in ecstasy.
And the pleasure only escalated. Adrienne quickly moved to kneel at the foot of the bed and parked herself between our spread legs. I�m sure the blonde had an excellent view of my cock embedded in my sister�s cunt, and Adrienne also had easy access to dive forward and begin tonguing at our joining.
�Oh, gawd ... Adrienne...� Brandi whimpered, already being pushed to the limits of pleasure overload. �You�re so good ... so good...�
And Adrienne wasn�t the only one stimulating her. I�d recovered from the momentary shock of falling onto the bed, and with my hands on Brandi�s hips, I was using the springiness of the mattress to drive my cock upwards, pushing myself in and out of my sister�s sopping wet snatch.
�Fuck me, little brother,� Brandi moaned.
�I�m fucking you, big sister,� I replied in kind. �I�m fucking you, and you�ve got another sister eating you out at the same time. Isn�t that so naughty? You�re sandwiched between two family members, both of them attacking your pretty little cunt simultaneously. Can you feel it? Can you feel my thick cock stretching your tight tunnel? Can you feel Adrienne�s tongue lapping at your clit? Can you even feel it when Adrienne�s tongue swipes along the underside of her brother�s dick, forcing me to shove myself into you a little harder? Can you?�
�Fuuuck, yes!� Brandi crooned. �I can feel it! I can feel it! You�re gonna make me cum again! You both are gonna make me cum again!�
And she was going to make ME cum, too. Brandi�s pussy was going into uncontrollable spasms, clenching and unclenching rhythmically like the greatest masturbatory device ever. I squeezed my eyes shut and grunted while my hips sped up to the short rows, pistoning up to my redline as I prepared to blow my load.
Brandi got there first. She threw her head back and screamed, �Aaaaahhhh!� Her body shuddered, and then she lost the ability to keep herself upright, toppling backwards and falling almost onto me. I just managed to catch her against my left side, not quite arresting her fall but able to shift her enough so that she landed on the bed beside me. This motion also lifted her crotch up the length of my cock, her tightly-clamped mid-orgasmic pussy lips dragging from the very base of my prick all the way up the shaft in one long pull. And just as she came off me, I felt my ejaculation surge forward.
Once again, Adrienne was there just in time. The stunningly gorgeous blonde dove forward, silky golden blonde locks falling across her face as she inhaled my prick just as I began spitting out great wads of semen. And her hazel eyes burned brightly as her cheeks bulged out to contain the onslaught of cum.
I watched Adrienne sucking me, my own mind spinning by now. And then too exhausted to hold my neck up, I let my head drop against the bed while feeling Adrienne�s hands pumping the rest of my jizz out of me.
But Adrienne didn�t swallow it. Instead, a few seconds after I finally went limp, she moved above us with still-bulging cheeks, one hand beneath her mouth just in case she lost it.
Brandi�s eyes lit up beside me as she realized what was happening. She groaned as she gaped her own mouth open. And then�I�groaned as I watched the hot blonde part her lips from about a foot above my sister, letting the creamy goo dribble out of her own mouth to splatter down into the pretty brunette�s waiting receptacle.
It took longer than I would have expected. Perhaps I just had a bigger load than I thought, and I found myself amazed that Adrienne had managed to hold it all in. But eventually, the stunningly gorgeous blonde managed to let out all of her adoptive brother�s cum into her adoptive sister�s mouth. And then she followed it up by diving down for another wet, lip-smacking kiss.
For her part, Brandi was buzzing happily at the sensation of her brother�s cum in her mouth, by way of Adrienne. I was sure she still wasn�t fond of the taste, but the psychological thrill of knowing my jizz went out of my dick into Adrienne�s mouth and then finally back to hers almost gave Brandi another orgasm.
And she wanted more...
�I want to watch him fuck you now,� Brandi gushed while holding Adrienne�s head in her hands. �I want to watch him fuck your brains out, grabbing onto your big tits, riding you hard, and giving you orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. And just when he�s finally exhausted, I want him to cum deep inside you. And THEN I�ll get to have both brother and sister flavors together.�
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I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Adrienne�s ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into my adoptive sister�s sucking pussy. The stunningly gorgeous blonde, fully naked with a fine sheen of sweat coating her skin, stayed on all fours in front of me until I�d finished busting my nut inside her, and then both her arms and legs collapsed as she fell face-down on my bed.
Even though I was standing on my own two feet next to the bed, my hands had been on Adrienne�s hips and I went down with her, my sweaty chest dropping onto her equally sweaty back, both of us panting after the exertion.
We lay like that for a few minutes, groaning in mild pain as our muscles woke up and realized the exertions we�d just put them through. And eventually, I rolled off and flopped onto my back while Adrienne folded her arms beneath her head and turned to lay one cheek against them.
I glanced over with a goofy grin to see the matching smile on her face. And I chuckled. �Twice in one week. You having problems with Grace?� I joked.
Her eyelids immediately drooped and her irises darted away. I realized that I�d struck close to home and quickly turned onto my side, an apology on my lips.
Adrienne beat me to it, �Funny you mention that...�
My face fell and I took on an expression of concern. But Adrienne shook her head. �It�s nothing serious. At least, I hope it isn�t.�
�What�s going on?�
Adrienne sighed. �It�s this Tri-Delt thing. We�re still pledges and while the sisters are pretty cool with sexual relationships between members, they don�t really want anyone who�s strictly lesbian. Socializing with guys is part of the ideal Tri-Delt personality, even in a place as liberal as Berkeley. Grace and I aren�t butch and they know we�re not, but Grace is getting worried that our relationship might keep us from becoming full members.�
�You serious?� I arched an eyebrow.
Adrienne nodded. �We didn�t break up or anything. But...� Her voice trailed off and I saw the moisture forming in her hazel eyes. �I don�t know ... Grace wants to spend more time planning social events with the sisters and with our brother fraternity. This whole sorority thing is really important to her. So we talked today about just letting things cool off for a bit.�
�Cool off?� I queried, with a warning in my voice.
Adrienne read my tone. �I�know.� She took a deep breath. �Once we cool off, I don�t know if we�ll ever get back to the way we were. And when I asked her about the future, do you know what she said?�
I shook my head. �No. What?�
Now Adrienne did break into tears. �She said, �What did you expect? Did you think we were going to be together forever?��
I winced and stroked her golden hair while Adrienne whimpered. Her lips were quivering and she stared right back into my eyes, and as easily as if she�d verbalized the words out loud, I understood that yes, Adrienne had let herself believe that she and Grace might be together forever.
Maybe I should have been upset that despite our love, Adrienne had never felt that permanent about�our�relationship; but I�d already figured out that she had a different kind of permanent in mind for the two of us. And as if to symbolize that, I pulled her head to me and tenderly kissed her forehead. �I�m sorry, Adrienne,� I said softly.
She just whimpered and squeezed her eyes. Then shaking her head, she continued. �Grace said, �We�ve had a lot of fun together, A.D. And I don�t want to lose you. But I�m not really a lesbian.��
I pinched my lips together and grimaced in sympathy to the anguish in Adrienne�s voice. And as the tears rolled down her eyes, Adrienne looked up at me pathetically and asked, �She�s going to break up with me soon, isn�t she?�
Based on what little I�d heard, I thought so. I answered out loud, �I don�t know.� But Adrienne looked into my eyes and sensed how I really felt about it. She started bawling and feeling bad, I immediately rolled over to hug her. Adrienne was still on her belly, burying her face in her folded arms while I more or less draped myself half on top of her, squeezing her shoulders tightly.
�I�m sorry, Adrienne...� I soothed, stroking her arm. �I�m sorry...� Despite her nudity, I didn�t feel any fresh arousal. She was a sister who was hurting. And I�d learned to support her without sex.
�It�s my own fault,� she wailed. �I�m the one who told you that every relationship hinges on its expectations. I expected more from Grace, and I�m disappointed because of it.�
�You�re allowed to expect, Adrienne,� I said softly while rubbing her back. �Why be in a relationship if you can�t expect the best?�
Adrienne didn�t answer, simply turning her face to my chest and hugging herself against me. And I spent the next half-hour just holding her in my arms.
* * *
�So I don�t know. They aren�t broken up ... yet ... but even if they stay together, I don�t think their relationship will ever be the same,� I sighed.
�That�s too bad,� DJ replied over the phone line. �Adrienne really seemed to love her. Remember all the drama at camp we went through, just to get her to sleep with us? And after saving herself and being so resolute, she�s still going to lose her girlfriend.�
I nodded, even though DJ couldn�t see me. �Yeah. I wish there was something more I could do for her.�
�You�re doing everything you can,� DJ said encouragingly. �And like you said, they aren�t even broken up yet. Maybe they can still work it out.�
�I hope so.�
�Do you really?�
I wasn�t expecting that response, and I frowned as paused to assess DJ�s last question. Feeling confused, I sputtered, �Wait, what?�
DJ exhaled, sounding nervous. �I�m sorry. But I have to ask: Do you really hope Adrienne and Grace work out?�
�Sure I do,� I said clearly, although I felt a bit confused. Why was DJ asking this? �Well, for Adrienne�s sake I do. But if Grace isn�t right for her, then I suppose it�s better Adrienne find out sooner than later ... Why?�
DJ was quiet for a few seconds before answering, �I dunno. I�m sorry. I�m just being paranoid. But there�s a part of me that thinks you�re still in love with her. And if her relationship falls apart, and�you�re�there to catch her when she falls, then one thing might lead to another and then�poof,�I�m�out one boyfriend.�
�DJ, no,� I insisted. �I love you. I really do. And Adrienne and I have figured out we�re better as brother and sister.�
�You sure about that? You sure you wouldn�t welcome another chance to be closer to her?�
�We�re already as close as we want to be,� I explained. �Or is that the problem? Do you want me to stop sleeping with her?� I bit on the end of that question, desperately hoping DJ answered �no�. Even if Adrienne and I were no longer romantically involved, she was still a�dynamite�lover.
Thankfully, DJ drawled, �No ... It�s okay, it�s okay. I already told you that you had permission to sleep with anyone you want. As long as it�s just sex. I guess I needed to know that you weren�t gonna break up with me for her. I just had to hear you say it.�
�I have no intention of breakup up with you, kiddo,� I said sincerely. �I love you, and I can�t wait for you to graduate and get up here so we can spend every day together as a happy couple.�
She giggled and then immediately groaned. �First, I have to get accepted. Gawd, this is SO much work and I�m under SO much pressure.�
�I know, Deej. I can�t wait to see you this weekend and help relieve you of that pressure, too,� I chuckled with more than a little innuendo in my voice.
But DJ just groaned. �Ben, please. You know I�ve got the SAT this Saturday.�
I nodded. It was the mass November 1 test date coming up. �But you still want me to visit Saturday night, right?�
�Of course. Of course.�
�I love you, DJ. And I�m sorry. I don�t want to put any more pressure on you than you already have.�
�No, it�s fine, honey. I love you, too.�
�Bye.�
�Bye.�
* * *
�Oh, what a day,� Dawn sighed as we turned the last corner to the apartment she shared with Ryan. �I cannot WAIT to just flop face-down in bed and get Ryan to give me a massage.�
�C�mon,� I chided, sliding myself back and falling into step right behind Dawn as we walked along. I moved my hands up to her shoulders and started kneading. �No need to wait when you�ve got Ben Magic-Hands here for you.�
�Stop that,� Dawn giggled and slapped at my hands. �I�ve got a boyfriend for that and he�d be very upset with both of us if you usurped one of his chores.�
�Well if he thinks it�s a�chore, then you can let him know I�d be happy to take over for him. No way would I consider�any�opportunity to put my hands on your body as a �chore�.�
Dawn chuckled at that and reached back to pull me alongside her. And once she had me where she wanted, she wrapped herself around my left arm and snuggled in closely, humming happily.
�Hey, we�re getting close,� I warned, my playful mood evaporating. �Thought you didn�t want Ryan to see us quite so intimate anymore.� Ever since last week when he�d caught us kissing, Dawn had needed to do damage control with her boyfriend to reassure him that we were just friends.
�I know...� Dawn sighed, but didn�t let go. Instead, she just squeezed my arm tighter. And by the time she let go to stand up straight, we found that it was too late.
�Hey,� Ryan said darkly from about twenty feet away. He was coming down the sidewalk from the opposite direction, apparently just returning from class himself.
Dawn immediately let go of me and hurried up to her boyfriend. She tried to keep her voice down but I still heard. �Relax, babe. I�m just holding his arm. It doesn�t mean anything.�
�Well if it�s nothing, then why don�t you�stop?� he practically growled.
Dawn just looked up at him, no doubt giving the guy the same puppy dog eyes that the twins flashed at me whenever they wanted to get their way. And predictably, the handsome blonde guy softened.
I could get where the guy might be jealous. Heck, if Dawn was my girlfriend, I�m not sure I�d want her being so touchy-feely with anyone but me. On the other hand, I knew for a fact that Dawn and I had kept our word of just being friends and not doing anything sexual together. When I�d broken up with Adrienne and with Paige, Dawn had stayed with Ryan instead of leaving him for me. And when he invited her to live with him this year, she�d moved in.
So for now at least, Ryan took Dawn at her word and simply nodded. Then the two of them headed up the stairs to let themselves inside while I followed after.
Gwen, Robin, and Bert were already there. The beautiful blonde couple had given Gwen a spare key to make their place our new hangout. Dawn and Ryan said their hellos as they entered. I waved as well while putting down my bag. And like she had every day she�d seen me for the past week, Gwen winced when she looked at me and the bruise that was still fading away on my right cheek.
�I�m sorry about Rick,� Gwen said for the umpteenth time.
I waved her off. �No problem.� Then I pointed at the bullet scar on my left cheek and joked, �At least he didn�t try to shoot me. Right?�
Gwen paled and didn�t look amused. Dawn herself looked queasy at the reminder of me getting shot. I resolved not to make that joke again. And looking to change the subject, I asked, �How�is�Rick these days?�
Gwen sighed. �Still trying to win me back. He actually got some shop to deliver a dozen roses to me�in class. Made quite the scene. I don�t get it. Our relationship wasn�t THAT good.�
�Rick�s not thinking of the �relationship�,� Robin quipped.
Dawn nodded. �Face it, Gwen. You�re the hottest girl he ever had.�
�You mean the best fuck he ever had,� Robin clarified, causing Gwen to immediately blush and look away in embarrassment.
�Hey, hey, lay off,� I snapped at Robin. The sarcastic brunette just rolled her eyes.
Gwen actually smiled at me in thanks. She was used to Robin giving her a hard time about her sex life, but right now she just wasn�t in the mood.
And then Bert cracked, �Don�t mind Robin. She�s just PMSing.�
Robin immediately glared at her boyfriend and punched him ��hard�� in the chest.
�Oww!� Bert grimaced and rubbed his chest. But he was grinning and as I glanced back at Robin, I found that oddly enough, she was grinning as well.
�Then you�d better take me home before Aunt Flo comes to visit,� Robin giggled, a naughty grin on her face. Bert�s eyes popped open and he grinned knowingly as well.
I shook my head and chuckled wryly. With my separation from DJ, Adrienne�s issues with Grace, Ryan�s little jealousies, Rick�s futile pursuit of Gwen, and the abject failure of Brandi and Matt, strangely enough, Bert and Robin seemed to be the happiest couple around.
* * *
The house was quiet on Thursday night when I returned home. It was a stark contrast to last year, when the combined groups of both my crew and Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends practically lived there from 2pm to 10pm, if not later. But with Dayna spending most of her time at her boyfriend Kevin�s place, and Brandi and Matt having their breakup, the Seniors had relocated to another house not too far away where Kerri Trainor, Julie Carpenter, Ashley Tran, and Erica Jackson were splitting the rent. Plus, with my crew hanging out at Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment, my own house had become a ghost town.
Tonight the house was even more deserted. Dayna was once again with Kevin. Brandi was out working on a project. And like most evenings, Adrienne was with her sorority. I quite literally had the entire house to myself, and as I trudged into my bedroom with a sack of fast-food grease, I ruminated on how I�d come to feel so alone.
I used to feel like there were TOO many people around. When dating a girl as gorgeous as Adrienne, I felt like spending every moment of every day in bed worshipping the lush curves of her naked body. But the way the house was NOT soundproofed, we�d mostly had to limit ourselves to our daily midnight screwings before falling asleep, with the occasional morning romp thrown in. There were just too many people in the house during the intervening hours. And most of my playtimes with Brandi and Dayna had been on the weekends.
Things hadn�t changed all THAT much when I�d started dating Paige as well. And since I always had the presence of one or the other girlfriend, I never once felt truly lonely. If anything, I felt slightly smothered.
I had loved my girlfriends. I�d absolutely adored Adrienne and I�d really, really enjoyed spending time with Paige. But sometimes, a guy just wanted to be alone, you know? Bad day at class, some minor frustration, whatever. You go to your room and shut the door, right? Well, how do you do that when there�s somebody IN your room? And it wasn�t like I could ask Adrienne or Paige to leave. Both girls would know I was feeling grumpy and they�d offer to help. Sometimes, a blowjob was EXACTLY what I needed. If not that, a willing shoulder to lean on ... Well, maybe not the shoulder.
But anyways, there were times when I didn�t even want the blowjob or anything. I�d just wanted to be alone, to have things quiet for a few minutes, you know? But I couldn�t ask my girlfriends to leave.
On the flip side, sometimes Adrienne or Paige had needed privacy. Paige would just go to her dorm room, problem solved. But Adrienne could never ask me to leave if she�d needed the space, either. I wouldn�t realize this until it was too late, and by then my girlfriend�s mood had already fouled. And more often than not, she didn�t want me to leave, she wanted me to LISTEN.
Hell, if I was in the middle of a chapter or whatever, the LAST thing I wanted to do was listen to my girlfriend vent. I would, of course. I AM a good boyfriend. But if I�d had my own room and I was studying with the door closed, then maybe, just maybe, Adrienne would have gone to Dawn or Brandi or Dayna or whoever to talk it out, instead of coming to me.
That was then. But today ... right now ... I would have given my left nut to have Adrienne or Paige come banging down my door, wanting to vent about their day. I felt THAT lonely. Well, maybe not the left nut. I liked my left nut. It had been doing a very good job for me. Maybe my left pinkie toe. I could live without that.
Of course, I might be feeling better if I�d gotten laid in the last 72-hours. I am a sexual creature after all. Adrienne and I hadn�t boinked since she came to me on Monday, needing what turned out to be a sympathy fuck after her �cooling off� discussion with Grace. And Brandi and I had yet to find the time. Thursday nights had become our regular stress-relief session, but this project had come up. And of course, I wouldn�t actually be with DJ tomorrow this week, having to wait until Saturday night after her SATs. The fact was: it was lonelier not knowing the next time I�d get laid after what felt like years of getting more pussy than I could handle.
I sighed and stared at the ceiling, my sack of fast-food grease momentarily forgotten. All around me was the sound ... of silence. Just dead air, and the creaking sounds of an old house settling in the rapidly cooling weather.
I needed to get laid. I needed my girlfriend. I missed DJ.
Maybe she wouldn�t mind if I drove down to visit?
But then maybe she would. Already, I�d seen the energizer-bunny of a hot blonde girl get more and more tired as the months rolled on. Papers were piling on top of midterms, which were piling on top of her SAT preparations. She already had a decent score from the previous Spring, but she was on the cusp of not getting accepted to Cal and the pressure to improve was simply EVERYWHERE.
Her parents expected her to get in, pure and simple. Her siblings expected her to get in. And I�m sorry to say,�I�expected her to get in and join me. For DJ, to not get in would be a monumental failure of epic proportions.
DJ had already given up most of her social life, keeping in touch with only her closest friends and not going out on school nights. She�d already given up her weekends to spend time with me. Yeah, we spent a lot of our time with stress-relief fucking, but I also knew DJ was putting pressure on herself to �make up� the lost time in our relationship, cramming a week�s worth of boyfriend/girlfriend-bonding into only a couple of nights. That meant she wasn�t spending nearly enough of her weekend time with her friends, which had to put even more stress on her.
I owed it to DJ not to burden her with anything more. She had her life to live in High School. She had her studies to deal with. The least I could do was not become a needy boyfriend just because�I�felt a little lonely.
So in the end I just rolled over and sent her a quick text:�Thnkn of U kiddo. Luv U and Mss U. TTYL.
Then I dropped the phone onto the nightstand and rolled onto my back again.
I stared at the ceiling.
All alone.
And then my phone lit up, the ringtone blaring. It wasn�t a text message; I had my cell phone just set to chime if one of those came through. This was an actual call.
For a second I thought DJ�did�have time for me, and was calling me back to chat and fill my evening with love and brightness. I eagerly snatched up the phone and glanced at the screen just as my brain finally recognized the ringtone. It wasn�t DJ. It was Adrienne. And I felt no less happy that�someone�was calling me.
�Adrienne! Hey!� I said brightly.
�Hiii, Tiger,� came the sweet voice that had filled my dreams for years now. Behind her was quite a bit of inaudible chatter, most likely from the other sorority sisters Adrienne was hanging out with.
�What�s up?� I asked perkily.
�You sound happy. Got a girl there with you?� she laughed.
�Naw, only me. I�m just happy you called,� I said sincerely, and I knew she could tell I meant it as well.
�That�s sweet. Anyways, I�m calling because I need a last-minute favor.�
�Anything.�
She giggled. �Figured. No really. Uh, do you still have that Prince Phillip costume from last year?�
I furrowed my eyebrows. �The Prince Charming costume? From Sleeping Beauty? Uh, yeah ... Somewhere...�
�Can you be my date tomorrow night? We�re having a Halloween party and I�m suddenly dateless.� Adrienne�s voice trailed off, clearly not too happy with the turn of events.
�What happen? Grace not going anymore?�
�Uh, no.� I heard a muffling as Adrienne turned away from the crowd and probably cupped her hand over her mouth. �She�s going, but she�s bringing a guy. You remember what I said about lesbians? Well, she promises me that we�re still together. But she doesn�t want people to get the wrong idea if we show up as each other�s date.�
�Wrong idea?� I arched an eyebrow. �Isn�t that exactly the�right�idea?�
Adrienne sighed. �Tell me about it. Anyways, please?�
�Adrienne, you already know I�m going to say �yes�. Of�course�I�ll be there for you.� I grinned as I said it, and I�m sure she could hear it in my voice.
�Great! Meet me back at the house at six tomorrow! I love you, Ben.�
I smiled happily. �I love you, too.�
OCTOBER 31, 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�It�s too bad the party had to be today. Since you weren�t going to DJ�s, I had something special planned for you tonight.� Brandi said seductively from my bed, where she was watching me get into my costume. My beautiful sister was wearing a long-sleeved sleep shirt that had a wide-scooped neckline, one side hanging loose to bare her left shoulder. Her bottoms were cutoff sweats, torn short enough to reveal the lower curves of her perfect buttcheeks. And her dark brown hair was pulled back and clipped up while she propped up her chin with both hands, a saucy grin on her face.
Even though she was fully clothed, Brandi looked so alluringly sexy that I thought about jumping her right then and there. Even the solitary bare shoulder stirred my lustful imagination.
Or maybe I was just horny after not getting off in FAR too long. By now, the time elapsed since last getting laid was approaching 96-hours, and would have been even longer if it weren�t for my one encounter with Adrienne on Monday.
�Well, today IS Halloween. Hence the �Halloween Party�,� I drawled with a smirk, looking back at the mirror as I adjusted the costume. And then I let my lust creep into my voice as I added, �Besides, we still have tomorrow since I�m not heading down to DJ�s.�
Brandi giggled and then abruptly stopped, biting her lip. �Uh, Ben? About that.�
Something in her voice made me turn around in concern.
�I talked to Matt today.�
My eyebrows shot up and I automatically leaned back against the dresser, which was holding up the mirror I was using. My heartbeat had spiked hearing Matt�s name, and I found myself desperately curious to know what had happened.
�He agreed to meet me tomorrow,� Brandi explained.
�What, like a date?� I arched an eyebrow.
�Kinda.� Brandi nodded. �I mean, it�s a Saturday. We�re going to go to lunch. We�ll talk. And I don�t know what�s going to happen after that.�
I quickly moved back to my bed and sat down beside my sister, reaching out to stroke her back. �Are you okay?�
�Yeah ... yeah, I�m fine,� she replied, sounding anything but �fine�. �This was my idea. I�ve been trying to get him to sit down and talk with me forever.�
�But you�re nervous.�
�Of course. Wouldn�t you be?�
I sighed and kept stroking her. �Is there anything I can do for you? Do you want me to skip the party? I can totally stay here.�
Brandi rolled up to me and wrapped her arms around my waist. �No, it�s okay. Really. I was gonna fuck your brains out tonight, but it�s not like I�need�to. Right now, just hugging like this is good enough for me.�
�You sure?�
�Of course. I couldn�t steal you from Adrienne, anyways. She needs you tonight, too.�
I sighed, feeling caught between the needs of my two sisters.
Brandi just squeezed me a little tighter. �I mean it. Go. I�ll be fine.�
�You sure?�
�Just ... lemme hug you for a little bit longer.�
�Okay.�
* * *
Brandi got her fill of hugs just as Adrienne emerged from her bedroom, stunningly gorgeous as usual, although in a rated-G sort of way. Her pink Princess Aurora gown was just as beautiful as it had been the previous year, and since I�d just been fantasizing about Brandi�s bare shoulder, the way Adrienne�s dress left�both�shoulders bare was causing quite the stirring in my shorts.
Thankfully, my own Prince Phillip tunic had what amounted to a short skirt over the crotch, which I hoped would hide my erection nicely.
�Ready to go?� Adrienne beamed.
I simply stepped forward, took her hand, and kissed the back of it while bowing low. �You are exquisite, my Princess,� I said theatrically.
Adrienne just giggled and tugged me upward, pulling me to her for a chaste kiss. �Let�s go.�
I sighed at the touch of Adrienne�s lips against mine, still feeling quite horny. But this wasn�t a time for sex. Yeah, I was missing a night with Brandi and we probably wouldn�t be able to make up for it tomorrow. But I would be with DJ again tomorrow night and I was positive my little blonde nymphomaniac would be eager for the both of us to blow off some steam. I could last until then if I had to.
So I let my stunningly gorgeous date wrap herself around my arm while Brandi led us out of the house and headed for the Mustang. It wasn�t that far to the Tri-Delt Chapter House on Warring Street, but Brandi had offered to drive us the several blocks over so that Adrienne wouldn�t have to walk that far in her heels.
On the way to the car, my cell phone went off. It took me a second to remember where the pockets were on my costume, and since I recognized the ringtone as DJ�s I was scrambling extra fast.
�Hello?� I said breathlessly.
�Hi, honey,� DJ said softly, but with a trace of hesitance in her voice. �You at that Halloween party yet?�
�No. We�re just leaving. What�s wrong?� I immediately asked.
�Nothing, nothing,� she replied in way that did nothing to reassure me. Clearly, something was bothering her. �It�s just, uh... , you know, I probably shouldn�t even ask this of you.�
�No, really. What�s up?�
�It�s about this weekend,� DJ said apologetically. �Would ... uh, would you mind not coming down?�
I stopped dead in my tracks, causing Adrienne and Brandi to turn and look at me in surprise. �Huh?�
�I know you�ve been looking forward to it. But my friends invited me to go out with them tomorrow afternoon after the SATs. And then on Sunday they�re planning another get-together at Shawn Preston�s house. I�really�want to go.�
�Oh, okay...� I started morosely.
�Oh, you�re upset!� DJ whined.
�No, no!� I quickly interjected. �I mean, of course I�d love to be with you. But I know how little time you�ve had to spend with your friends. The parties sound great.�
�Are you sure?�
�Positive,� I said reassuringly, hiding my disappointment. I WAS pretty horny. �I take up too much of your time as it is.�
�No, you don�t. I don�t see�enough�of you, honey,� DJ insisted.
�That�s okay. I�m okay, really. You deserve this after all the hard work and studying you�ve been doing. I�m serious. Go have fun.�
�You sure you�ll be okay without me this weekend?� she asked hesitantly.
�Yeah. I�ll be fine.�
�I�ll make it up to you. I promise,� DJ giggled with a sultry innuendo. �Nail Brandi extra hard for me, okay?�
I nodded. Now wasn�t the time to tell DJ that Brandi had an outside shot of reuniting with Matt this weekend. �Sure thing.�
�Bye, honey,� DJ sighed wistfully. �Enjoy the party tonight. I love you.�
�I love you, too.�
And then we hung up.
* * *
�Wooo!!!�
�Wooo!!!�
�WOOO!!!�
There are few things in this life more entertaining than some 80+ beautiful sorority girls screaming enthusiastically. Not all of them were screaming at the same time, but the house was absolutely packed with hot babes looking for a good time. Some 60 of them were full Tri-Delt members. Another 23 were pledges, hoping to earn the right to join.
The pledges, identifiable by their prominently displayed pledge pins, seemed to be the ones doing the most whooping ... AND the most flirting. And with only about 50 guys around, the ratio was definitely in my favor.
That ratio suddenly shifted when Adrienne left me to join the other pledges in filing into the Chapter room; a snooty, brunette Senior sorority sister had called them in for some instruction or ritual or something. But despite the loss of the 23 pledges, I was suddenly surrounded by more girls than before as the rest of the hot sorority babes descended upon us guys.
I quickly found myself in a flirtatious conversation with a couple of them, a world of innuendo in their voices. And then a third sexy babe was next to me, edging in as well. With three girls to flirt with, I didn�t even notice ten minutes later when the pledges all returned.
�Hiii, Prince Charming,� a familiar voice suddenly said from my left, interrupting my conversation. I turned and my eyes popped open in surprise to see Misty Madsen, Grace�s roommate and still close friend. The 5�8� slender brunette with smoky-gray eyes was dressed as an Airline Stewardess from the 50s, albeit a sexy-costume version of the uniform. The powder blue dress had a scooped neckline to show off her tits and a white necktie that drew one�s attention down into her cleavage, her Tri-Delt pledge pin attached to the left lapel. The dress hem ended just barely below her ass, and the cute hat on top made the whole ensemble quite kinkily erotic.
My eyes yo-yoed down to her tits before flashing back up to her face. Misty just grinned and said, �I�ve already told you: If I didn�t want you staring, I wouldn�t have worn this outfit.�
I just grinned and dropped my eyes, taking the time to ogle every inch of exposed titflesh before scrutinizing the dress itself, looking for any signs of a bra. There weren�t any, and right before my eyes I saw the pebbly bumps of her nipples expand and begin to push out the fabric.
�Aww, c�mon, Misty. Don�t hog all the good-looking ones,� a new voice rang out from the side. I turned to see a pretty Indian girl, dressed in a Princess Jasmine from Aladdin costume, sidling up to us. Her pledge pin was right at the fastening between her two big, round breasts. �After all, between the two of us, I�m the Disney Princess.�
I swept my eyes up and down this new beautiful girl, relishing the sight of her bare shoulders and skimpy blue top. Disney�s animators really knew what they were doing with this costume. And with a smile, I replied, �Well then. It only seems appropriate that you dance with me next.�
Her dark eyes glittered and she moved closer in to me, but Misty pulled me back and barked, �Back off, Lakhi. I�ve got dibs on this one.�
�Dibs? There�re no dibs tonight, sister,� the other girl giggled, sending her big tits to wobbling in the strapless pale blue top of her costume. Despite her words, the dark-haired babe nodded and backed away, but not before fixing me with a saucy grin and saying, �I�ll be waiting for that dance, stud.�
Princess Jasmine twirled away and I realized that another guy was now entertaining the first three girls that had come up to me. No matter, because Misty started tugging me toward the kitchen. �C�mon, Big Ben. Buy me a drink.�
I chuckled, knowing full well that drinks were free. I let her lead me to the kitchen where we grabbed some cups and I poured us a couple of beers. Then taking a sip from mine, I hoisted it in the direction from where we came and asked, �What did she mean by �no dibs tonight�? There seemed to be more to it than just the usual �girls being territorial�.�
Misty�s smoky-gray eyes flashed for a moment. �Oh, nothing...� She giggled mysteriously and clutched herself a little closer to my arm. �C�mon. Let�s go dance.�
* * *
I spent the next hour and a half with Misty by my side. While we�d never been close friends, we�d definitely been casual acquaintances all through Adrienne�s romance with Grace. And the conversation flowed easily between us as if we�d been friends forever.
Of course, I didn�t�only�spend that time with Misty. Not with a house full of sorority girls who seemed to really,�really�want to get to know me.
One such girl was Lakhi, the Princess Jasmine who did come around to collect on her promised dance ... three times. I�m not sure if she had a drop of alcohol, but the girl was certainly giggly and flirty and forward. Comments like, �I�d love to let you take�me�to a whole new world� just didn�t leave much doubt as to what her intentions were.
And she wasn�t the only one. Jocelyn was a slender Filipina girl with a pretty face, great legs, and a French Maid outfit designed to induce boners, her pledge pin attached to a white lapel. She managed to find a dance with me while Christina Aguilera�s �Dirrty� was playing, and the sexy babe ground herself against me while singing along, showing off a beautiful voice that fit right in with the noise of the party. �Sweat drippin over my�body�// Dancing getting just a little�naughty�// Wanna get�dirrty!�
Jocelyn was staring right into my eyes while singing this. And if looks could move, she�d have crawled inside my skin a long time ago.
I was in a boy�s paradise. I was surrounded by eye candy of the highest quality, with hot babes absolutely�everywhere. Even beyond the beautiful creatures flocking directly to me, there were babes sashaying around, wiggling tight asses and prominent busts in skimpy costumes for my viewing pleasure. There was the stereotypical naughty nurse and the sexy cat. I saw a Princess Leia gold bikini. And there was even a green-painted Orion girl.
But one girl who�really�caught my attention was the butterfly. Seriously, she was a�butterfly. Big, translucent wings were mounted to the back of what seemed to be a skimpy bikini, showing off her big tits and tiny,�tiny�waist. The girl was�tall; in her heels definitely taller than me. Her hair was strawberry-blonde and piled up to surround a set of colorful costume antennae. And she had the angular, pretty face of a fashion model: tiny, pointed nose; sharp cheekbones; and big almond eyes that tilted upwards at the corners. I don�t know if I�d say she was as pretty as Adrienne or Dawn, but there was definitely something uniquely sexy about her face.
There was one time when she looked directly at me that make me freeze, unable to do anything but stare right back. Her irises were a brilliant green, bewitching in their intensity and surrounded by a striking m�lange of multi-colored eyeshadow and other makeup to enhance the butterfly motif. She had the definition of bedroom eyes, and right in that moment I knew that I just HAD to have her.
After such an intense look, the butterfly turned and moved on, gliding across the room imperiously as if hunting for a perfect flower on which to land. Adrienne passed by in the other direction and I quickly reached out to take her arm. �Hey, who is that?� I asked while keeping my eyes riveted to the butterfly.
Adrienne turned to follow my gaze and then smirked. �That�s Cadence, another pledge. She�s really,�really�picky. Guys have been trying all semester to land her. So far none have succeeded.�
I arched an eyebrow at my adoptive sister. �That a challenge?�
Adrienne chuckled. �By all means, go for it. Especially tonight.�
There was something in Adrienne�s voice and I turned to her, asking, �What�s that supposed to mean?�
My gorgeous blonde grinned at me. �Nevermind. Not supposed to talk about it.� She moved along and I turned to look for the butterfly. But despite the big wings on her back, I couldn�t see her anymore. Perhaps she�d gone out to the back patio.
I started hunting around just a bit, but then Misty returned to me and quickly latched onto my arm. �Hey, miss me?� She petted my arm and I was quick to slide it around her waist.
�Always,� I smiled at the slender brunette. And then we continued on. But I didn�t quite get the butterfly out of my head.
Still, I was wondering what Adrienne had meant about tonight being special and her not being allowed to talk about it. So I found myself in observation mode. Just like any party, girls flirted with me and I was happy to flirt back. But during this hour and a half, I began to notice that there was something more going on than the usual socialization. I didn�t know if it was because the women were sorority girls, but they definitely seemed more aggressive than normal. Almost every sister, and certainly all the pledges, appeared to be on the prowl, even Adrienne.
At first, I felt just a little jealous watching Adrienne flirting with other guys. After all,�I�was her date. Plus, if she was supposedly mostly lesbian, and guys didn�t really turn her on, why was she hunting for dick? Surely she knew she could use mine whenever the hell she wanted. But I tamped down on the spark of jealousy whenever it flared up. Adrienne had every right to live a life of her own, the same as any of my other sisters. And since we were no longer together, it wasn�t my place to interfere. If I thought she needed protecting, that was one thing, but I couldn�t interfere just because I wanted her to myself.
Not only was almost every girl on the prowl, but they were pretty vicious about it. More than once, I saw a guy starting to get pretty cozy with one of the girls, only to get dragged away by another girl or otherwise �stolen� by someone else aggressively pursuing him. It was as if there was a competition of sorts going on, a flirting competition. And even with Misty almost perpetually next to me, her fellow pledges and Tri-Delt sisters seemed to have no moral compunctions against trying to lure me away.
I didn�t really mind being lured, either. Many, many times throughout the night, a hot babe in a sexy costume would come up to me and ask for a dance. Even though I wasn�t WITH her or anything, I looked to Misty for permission the first couple of times. And while she seemed a little reluctant, she always waved me on.
As the party went on, I found that three of the girls seemed to always come back to me: Lakhi, the Indian pledge in the Princess Jasmine costume; Jocelyn, the Filipina pledge in a French Maid costume; and Bridget, a Senior sister in a Playboy Bunny costume. Those three other girls flirted with me outrageously, dropping hints and sexual innuendoes left and right. But the fact that they were each also flirting with a few other guys kept me from feeling too overwhelmed.
Only Misty stayed almost permanently by my side. It was as if she�d staked her claim on me, even though we both knew I had a girlfriend. I figured it was because she knew me and felt comfortable around me. She enjoyed the flirting, but it�s not like we were going to hook up and have sex or anything; we were just friends. I was a safe companion she could spend the evening with, and perhaps carry out her flirting competition duties with. And at the end of the night, we would go our separate ways.
That concept started shrinking like a leaky balloon though after a dance I had with Bridget. The Senior sister was a pretty bottle-blonde with big tits and nice curves. She had been grinding up against me during our dances, humping herself on top of my thigh or turning around and rubbing her ass against the bulge in my pants. I had been perpetually horny since well before I even came to the party; and dancing with girls like Bridget ensured I wasn�t going to go soft anytime soon.
But at the end of our fourth dance, the sultry Senior reached up to wrap her arms around my neck, moving her face in close to me. Her nose rubbed against my chin and we were both breathing heavily from the exertion and from arousal. And ever so gently, she tilted her head and moved her lips to mine for a kiss.
Instinctively, I moved in to press my lips to hers. It would feel so gooood. But just before we met, I jerked my head away. Yeah, I was horny; but I didn�t need this. I didn�t need another casual hookup with a near-stranger, not when I had a girlfriend like DJ who loved me and a sister like Brandi who adored me intimately. And even if Bridget wasn�t looking for sex, I didn�t need a kiss, either.
�I�m sorry,� I mumbled from less than an inch away.
�Not interested?� Bridget whimpered pleadingly. Her eyes were big and bright in my face, her lips puckered. She was sexy and desirable and she knew it.
�Oh, I�m interested,� I groaned and shifted my weight forward. My erection pressed against her belly where I was sure she could feel it. �But I don�t even know you.�
�So? Isn�t that part of the fun?�
�I�ve got a girlfriend,� I said seriously. �I�m sorry, but she means more to me than this.�
Bridget furrowed her eyebrows. �I thought you came with Adrienne.�
I nodded, pulling my face away from hers and pulling my erection away from her belly. �I did. She�s my ex. We�re still friends. My girlfriend doesn�t go to school here.�
Bridget blinked and then sighed, nodding. �Fair enough.� Then before I could pull away, she got up on her tiptoes and stole a kiss from my lips anyways.
My eyebrows went up and she giggled cutely. �I at least had to have that. You�re delicious.� And then she took my hand and led me off the dance floor over to where Misty was standing by herself.
�Don�t put all your eggs in one basket,� Bridget warned Misty mysteriously. �This one seems like a monogamist.� And then the Senior bottle-blonde turned, copping a feel of my bulge before sashaying away.
Frowning in confusion, I arched an eyebrow at Misty. �The heck did she mean by that?�
Misty bit her lip nervously and sighed, her shoulders slumping. Then she wrapped herself around my left arm, looked up at me, and asked in a deadly serious voice, without any seduction, �Will you go upstairs with me? I think we need to talk.�
* * *
I followed Misty up to the second floor and to one of the bedrooms. There was a whiteboard mounted to the outside of the door, and what looked like a simplified version of the three-Deltas pledge logo marked on the outside. Before we went in, Misty grabbed one of the pens and quickly wrote her initials �MM� below the logo. And then with a darting glance up and down the hall, she pulled me inside.
I was on alert, being dragged alone into a bedroom with a girl who wasn�t my girlfriend or one of my sisters. But Misty made no immediate moves of seduction and simply crossed over to the bed, turning and sitting down heavily onto it. �Can you close the door?� she asked.
Nodding, I turned and closed the door, but didn�t lock it. I looked around and realized that this wasn�t Misty�s bedroom. After all, she was living in an apartment with Grace Choi elsewhere. The photos on the walls and flat surfaces were that of other sorority members. And as I realized that Misty had not taken me into her own bedroom, I started to relax. It really did seem like she just wanted to talk to me about something. What it was, I didn�t know. And why me, I had no clue.
When I looked over to her, the pretty brunette simply leaned back on the bed and patted the seat beside her. �I need to ask you something.�
Feeling relaxed by her casual demeanor, I moved to sit beside her; and when my ass hit the mattress, she reached out and took one of my hands in hers. For a few seconds, she simply stared at my hand, holding it firmly as she gathered herself together. Clearly, she was working up her courage, and she even took a sip from the beer cup she�d been carrying with her all this time.
Then without warning, Misty grabbed my head and gave me a searingly passionate kiss.
As always, my body reacted to the attention of a pretty girl before my brain did. My lips pressed back and parted to allow the entry of her tongue. My dick stood up in salute. And a moan escaped my throat and I tilted my head to get a better angle.
As it turned out, my brain was even more sluggish than normal because of the number of beers I�d already consumed. And we kissed for a good few seconds before reason reasserted itself and I pulled away. �Wait-wait-wait...� I stammered, looking down and holding my hand up.
�Please,� Misty groaned and tried to kiss me again. But I managed to get a hand between us and pouting, she finally backed up. �Sorry. I�m sorry.�
�No, uh, it�s okay,� I said, not wanting Misty to feel bad. I�was�used to girls throwing themselves at me.
Misty just took a deep breath and asked, �Do you love your girlfriend?�
I arched an eyebrow in surprise at the question. But looking Misty dead in the eye, I answered, �Yes, I do.�
�Do you have the kind of relationship with her that you did with Adrienne?�
I frowned, not quite understanding. �What do you mean?�
�I mean: do you guys have a pretty open relationship? Would she be okay with it if you slept with me?� Misty leaned forward, her eyes shining as she made clear that she would very much like to sleep with me.
�Well ... uh... ,� I stammered, staring back into Misty�s lust-filled gaze.
�I just sort of assumed when you arrived that you were fair game,� Misty said, searching my eyes. �And when this pledge task came down, I knew I wanted to do it with you more than anyone else. But if your girlfriend wouldn�t be okay with it, then I won�t do this. I�m not that kind of girl.�
My eyebrows furrowed as her words started to percolate into my brain. �Wait, what? Pledge task?�
Misty�s eyes popped open and she slapped a hand over her mouth, as if that would somehow undo what she�d already said.
�Misty? What�s going on?� I asked insistently, gripping her hands in mine.
The pretty brunette bit her lip nervously and her smoky-gray eyes clicked left and right in mine. They were a little unfocused from the number of beers�she�d�consumed. And she crooked her mouth to the side while trying to figure out just what to do.
But a few seconds later, she took a deep breath and canted her head. �Right after the party started, our Pledge Mistress pulled us all into the Chapter room. You remember that?�
I nodded, not yet sure where she was going with this. But I did remember when Adrienne and the other pledges were ushered into a separate room back at the beginning of the party.
�Well, we were all given a pledge task to complete tonight. We don�t�have�to participate, but it�s a way of getting pledge points.�
I looked at her like she was speaking Martian.
Misty sighed and explained, �Pledge points determine our status and whether we get invited to join or not at the end of the semester. Even if we all get invited, we also get ranked by our points, and the highest get extra status going into the following years. Status is a big deal to us girls.�
I started following, and arching an eyebrow, I asked, �So what is your task?�
Misty bit her lip and looked at me seriously. �Seduce another pledge�s date.�
My eyebrows shot up. �Excuse me?�
Misty nodded. �They didn�t tell us the exact scoring system, but we get points for seducing one of you. We get bonus points if we can keep you overnight. And it all gets multiplied by a hotness factor. I already know the sisters rate you�very�highly. So if you spend the night with me, I�ll probably get more points than any other pledge.�
My eyes were wide. �You want...� I began in disbelief. �You want to have SEX with me ... for ... for�points?�
Misty�s eyes were wide open and she shook her head, a look of innocent honesty on her face. �Actually, no. I want to have sex with you because I WANT to have sex with you. Ever since last year, when you were dating Adrienne and you fucked ... uh ... I�m not supposed to talk about that.� Misty quickly shut up. But her eyes almost immediately perked back up. �I kept hearing about the Big Ben experience. And Adrienne was so open in your relationship. If I didn�t have a boyfriend, I totally would have wanted to hook up with you. Just once, at least.�
I was blinking fast, trying to process this all. And Misty just kept going. �And only pledge dates are allowed. We don�t get anything for scoring with one of the other guys. And just to make things even harder, the sisters themselves are providing competition. So there�re only�fifteen�guys in the field since some of the pledges didn�t bring dates and other pledges declared their boyfriends off-limits. Even among the fifteen, some of those guys just aren�t appealing. You�re a prime target.�
As if to punctuate her point, we heard an erotic moan drift through from one of the bedrooms next door. I would have bet my life savings that the whiteboard on that door had the pledge logo on it with some other girl�s initials scrawled beneath.
I still couldn�t wrap my head around being a ... target ... Frowning, I asked, �So I�m just a piece of meat to be seduced and then thrown away?�
�Ben, please. Don�t take this the wrong way. I like you. I always liked you. But first I had a boyfriend I wanted to stay loyal to. I told you, I�m not into cheating. And even when I broke up with my boyfriend, you had all that drama with Grace and Adrienne and everything. And then this year, we just haven�t seen much of each other.� Misty grabbed my hands and squeezed them, leaning forward so that her eyes were big and wide and right in front of me. �I was thrilled when Adrienne brought you as her date. Even without the pledge task, it�s been a while for me and I really, really want to get laid. I would have been hitting on you even if it wasn�t for the pledge thing. That�s why I spent the entire night with you, putting all my eggs in one basket, as Bridget put it.�
I blinked. �Then why did you tell me about the task? Surely you had to have an idea it might turn me off.�
Misty winced. �I didn�t mean to tell you about that. It just kinda slipped out. I got a little flustered when Bridget tried to kiss you and you turned her down. She told me she thought you were a monogamist, and that�s when it occurred to me for the first time that you and your new girlfriend might not be as open as you and Adrienne were. That�s why I brought you up here to talk. The last thing I wanted to do was make you cheat on your girlfriend.�
My eyebrows went up and then my shoulders slumped. �I see.�
�I�m so sorry about this,� Misty waved. �I just wanted to have a good time tonight. I never thought it would get this out of hand.�
�That�s okay. It�s not your fault,� I reassured her and rubbed her back.
Misty sagged against my arm and leaned her shoulder into me. She rolled her eyes up to mine, looking at me with such need and such desire in her smoky-gray irises. �I just ... I want you, Ben. I still want you.� Her hand reached out and slid over the bulge in my pants, a bulge that never entirely went away. �I put all my eggs in one basket because you�re the only one I want. It�s been such a long time for me, and if it�s okay with you and your girlfriend, I thought we might make each other happy tonight.�
�Ohhh...� I groaned as my cock surged with the husky tone in Misty�s voice, as well as the sensation of her hands wrapping around the iron bar trying to get out of my pants. This wasn�t the same as Bridget propositioning me. Misty was a friend of sorts, more to me than just a stranger. If we did fuck, it wouldn�t just be a soulless encounter. That wasn�t so bad, was it? My face tilted down, bringing my lips just millimeters away from hers.
�Please?� Misty asked, her nose rubbing against mine, her eyes bright and open just millimeters away. She was beautiful and seductive as she looked at me with such longing on her pretty face. Her voice was absolutely dripping with sexual undertones. �Will you show me the Big Ben experience tonight?�
I thought of DJ just once. I pictured her smiling face, urging me on.��I want you to be happy, ��she told me in my mind�s eye.
�I�m gonna keep it in the family, ��I replied.
�Whatever. You don�t have to, ��DJ said sweetly.��I�ve already told you straight up that you have my permission to fuck anyone you want up there. I love you. And I know you�ll still love me.�
DJ loved me. And she would know I still loved her. This was�exactly�what my girlfriend had meant. I hadn�t gotten laid in a long time, and while Brandi and Adrienne were usually there for me to burn off my excess lust until I could get to the weekend, my sisters hadn�t been around for me this time. Plus, I wouldn�t even GET to spend the weekend with DJ. She had her SATs and then her parties with her friends. I couldn�t wait all the way until the following weekend.
�Thank you, honey, ��I thought silently to DJ.��I love you.��And then I moved my face forward half an inch, capturing Misty�s lips with my own.
The slender brunette moaned happily into our kiss as our tongues speared out to tangle together. Her hand quickly came up to my chest while I knocked the stewardess cap off her head and then started pulling out the bobby pins that restrained her silky, dark locks. She grabbed my wrist and then tugged it to her chest, pushing my hand past her necktie and into the gap of her dress so that I could palm her firm breast and thumb her nipple. And then all of a sudden we were both in too much of a damn hurry to bother with the rest of our clothes.
Two hours of flirting, drinking, and dancing had been more than enough foreplay. I�d danced with more than a dozen girls and gotten really,�really�frisky with three others. But in the end, it was Misty who had me all alone in a bedroom; and with a victorious growl, she suddenly pushed me over onto my back and yelled out her triumph.
�Oh, gawd,� Misty groaned, her entire body shaking slightly as she attacked my mouth over and again. �I can�t wait. I can�t wait.�
She really couldn�t wait. The horny brunette straddled my waist and ground her crotch against my bulge while doing her best to permanently embed her tongue in my throat. And then her hands were between us, desperately searching for the fasteners on my unusually tight Prince Phillip pants and then hurriedly jerking both them and my boxers down my legs.
She didn�t get very far. She only managed to pull them down to my thighs, exposing my cock and balls but keeping my legs trapped together. No matter, she had the object she desired. And after jerking my cock in her hands a few times to make sure I was hard, Misty yanked the hem of her dress up to her waist, shoved the crotch of her thong panties aside, and dropped her quivering quim onto my shaft.
�Holy�SHIT!� Misty threw her head back and shrieked as I penetrated halfway, stretching her exquisitely tight tunnel wider than she�d been expecting. �So fucking BIG!�
I couldn�t help but chuckle proudly. And then Misty was gathering herself and rather violently lunging her entire body down, trying to cram more and more of my meat into her pussy. It took three or four tries, since despite her arousal, she wasn�t that wet just yet. But eventually, the slender brunette managed to get my entire dick inside her body and she let her head loll back as she croaked in exhaustion, �Oh, holy�FUCK...�
Panting after the exertion of getting me inside her, Misty stopped then, leaning forward to support herself on her hands while hanging her head down and gasping for air. Her tight pussy muscles squeezed me occasionally, testing the sensation of my thickness inside of her. But for the most part, she was just recovering from that initial entry. �You feel so fucking�goood...� Misty groaned.
I grinned. �Misty. You ain�t seen nothing yet.�
Legs trapped or not, I took over.
* * *
�Please ... please...� Misty begged. �No more ... no more...�
�Just one more,� I growled, still feeling juiced. After all, I�d been building this up for DAYS. Some guys might go weeks without having sex as a matter of their daily lives. Me? The last 96+ hours had already felt like an ETERNITY. And I had a lot of sexual energy to burn off. �Besides, you wanted this,� I chuckled.
Misty whimpered with tears running down her eyes as I continued hammering her light body from behind. The slender brunette was 5�8�, but was probably less than 130 pounds. She�d already had more orgasms in one night than ever in her life. She�d already been fucked so many times and in so many positions that her body didn�t know which direction was right-side up. And she was helpless to resist as my every thrust banged her body forward and against the pile of pillows she was clutching as if her life depended on it.
She flailed around with her feet, trying to dig into something to hold onto, but her toes were still covered by her stiletto heels, the slick material doing nothing to help her maintain her position. Actually, Misty was still wearing almost all of her Halloween costume. Did I forget to mention that? We�d gotten rid of her cap and the pins in her hair before we got started. But even after several dozens of Misty�s orgasms and a couple of breaks for mine, she�d never had the time or energy to remove the rest of her outfit. The hem of the dress had been bunched around her waist for the past hour, along with the remnants of her thong. I�d gotten tired of dragging the crotch out of the way to gain access to her pretty pussy, so I�d simply snapped the thing. And up top, she only had one arm still through a sleeve of the dress, the other end pulled low and hanging loosely around her side so that I could grip her firm breasts as a handhold while I�d fucked her.
�Please, Ben,� Misty whimpered. �I�m exhausted.�
�You�ll thank me in the morning,� I promised. �Just like Lakhi.�
Oh, did I forget to mention Lakhi? The pretty Indian girl with the nice rack had shown up shortly after Misty and I had finished our first round of fucking. I�m not sure whether Lakhi entered the room before or after Misty threw her head back and screamed her second climax while I squeezed her tits and filled her pretty pussy with a huge load of stored-up cum. But Lakhi was certainly there when Misty toppled off me and flopped onto her back, oozing copious amounts of white cream from her widely-stretched snatch.
�Fuck that�s hot!� Lakhi had enthused, her eyes glassy from drunkenness and arousal. �If I suck you hard again, will you do that to me?�
Drunk on my own power after such a powerful climax, I�d simply remarked, �Suck me hard again, and then suck my cum out of her pussy, and I will.�
Lakhi had immediately jumped to her task. The freshman pledge had shown a distinct lack of skill in giving a blowjob, but she was enthusiastic and things were early enough in the night that I got hard relatively quickly. I then pointed her between Misty�s legs where she dove in with equal enthusiasm. And then while the cute Indian girl noisily slurped out my jism, I�d yanked her harem pants down to her knees and then swiftly entered her from behind, causing her to squeak into Misty�s crotch.
I then spent the next hour switching back and forth between the two Tri-Delt pledges, truly fucking their brains out while ordering them into erotic poses and giving neither of them a chance to breathe. Misty was one of those girls who needed a lot of recovery time between rounds to catch her breath and Lakhi was happy to pick up the extra slack. And even when I needed a few minutes to recover, I kept myself entertained by having the girls pleasure each other.
After the first hour, while I was fucking her and thumbing her asshole at the same time, Lakhi had confessed that she�d never had anal sex before. I promptly ordered Misty to find some lube, which she managed to locate in the resident sister�s dresser drawer.
Lakhi had started shrieking her pretty little head off the second my thick cock invaded her asshole. She�d been thrashing around, pushing herself off the mattress with her arms and legs and flinging her ass back against me like a bucking bronco. Unable to restrain her, I�d yanked her off the bed and dropped her onto the floor, fucking the pretty Indian girl into the carpet until she screamed in orgasm and started thrashing at me again.
�FUUUUUCK! FUCKING FUCK MY ASS!!!� she�d howled at the top of her lungs. If the Pledge Mistress and other senior Sisters were supervising, I wondered what they�d make of all this racket.
That time, I�d pulled Lakhi up and bent her over the dresser, fucking her against it enough to rattle the furniture and make half the decorations on top of it fall down as if in an earthquake. I�d gotten rid of her harem pants a long time ago, but I only then stripped off her pale blue Jasmine top, baring her big titties and gripping them as handholds. But still Lakhi kept bucking herself at the edge of my ability to restrain her.
So I�d pushed her a few feet over to the left and against a bare wall. Finally I managed to press the half-naked girl�s body flat against it while I continued sawing my dick in and out of her ass. At the very end, Lakhi�s body went into convulsions as if she were having an epileptic seizure. And she came so hard that the young girl literally passed out against the wall when it was finished.
I probably should have gently laid her down at that time, but I was too close to my own orgasm. I gave three more powerful thrusts through the loosened asshole of the now unconscious teenager before erupting, blasting my third load of the night into her unresisting rectum. And only after I was done with my jerking and spewing did I pick up her smaller body and carry her gently over to the bed, laying her down as her head lolled limply to the side.
By then, Misty had recovered from her own most recent fuck. She was sitting up on the bed, watching me move Lakhi with her eyes really, really wide. �Ohmigod. Did she pass out?�
I�d smirked and looked down at Lakhi�s lifeless body. �Evidently.�
�Is she okay?�
I�d snorted. �Yeah, she�s fine. Happens all the time.�
Then Misty�s big eyes had locked onto me. �Seriously?�
I�d nodded. �Yeah.�
Misty was biting her lip again. Her face flushed and her hard nipples tightened to diamond points. And in a breathy voice, she�d asked, �Can you do that to me?�
And that�s how we finally got to the present fuck. Since Misty was still wearing her stewardess dress, albeit with destroyed panties, she ducked out of the room and went to the hallway bathroom, returning with a soapy wet hand towel. I settled onto the desk chair and let the pretty brunette clean me up and then work me up to my fourth erection of the night with her mouth. Even though we�d been fucking for hours now, Misty was just as energized as she was at the beginning; and she had an almost manic lust in her eyes as she bobbed her head up and down my shaft.
And then it was time for me to knock her out.
It was an automatic instinct for me by now, to explore and identify a girl�s trigger spots. Every girl has them. It�s a simple matter of biology, the way your leg uncontrollably kicks out when the doctor hits below your knee with that rubber hammer.
And I did it without thinking. Because Misty and I had been fucking for over an hour, I just KNEW that when I pushed down on her L2 vertebra, she would arch her back away from me and put her pussy at a better angle for my cockhead to scrape across her G-spot on every thrust. When I tickled the left side of her neck, she twisted her head to the left which let me push her right cheek down against the pillow, pinning her beneath me. And when I reached around and rubbed her pelvis counter-clockwise for fifteen seconds, it increased the blood flow to her clit so that I could quickly switch down to her love button and forcibly give her a screaming orgasm.
Misty was a marionette. And I had the strings.
She had an orgasm at minute 4 of our final fuck. She had double orgasm at minute 9 and then 9 minutes and thirty seconds. Her fourth came at minute 14. And still I showed no signs of letting up. After all, I�d already cum three times. I could last forever if I wanted to.
Misty�s fifth orgasm came at minute 21. I�d been standing beside the bed, fucking the slender brunette while she lay flat on her back with her ass hanging off the edge and just barely holding on with her ankles crossed behind my ass. Her eyes were unfocused and wobbling in different directions. Every square inch of her skin was covered with sweat. Her arms had been flung well behind her. And the poor girl desperately tried to grab at something...�anything�... when that cataclysm swept through her tired and worn body. I think she thought she was face-down as she desperately tried to grab at the sheets.
When that fifth orgasm passed, Misty managed to twist herself until gravity completed her roll. Her upper body dropped onto a pile of pillows, which she now greedily clutched as if her life depended on it. And in a weak, trembling voice, the exhausted and overstimulated teenage girl begged, �Please ... please ... No more ... no more...�
�Just one more,� I growled, as I mounted the bed and then mounted her from behind. I chuckled to myself as I looked beside us. Misty had been sweating so much that there was a silhouette of her body still on the sheets, dark from wetness. And beyond her, Lakhi still slumbered, ignorant of the vibrations transmitting along the mattress.
I returned my attention to Misty, gripping her slender hips firmly in my thick paws to hold her captive as I started hammering away at her worn-out pussy. �Besides, you wanted this,� I chuckled.
�I don�t want it anymore. I can�t take it anymore,� she whimpered, crying softly into the pillows.
�Let go, baby ... Just let go...� I urged as I started the final strokes that would get myself off.
�I ... can�t ... take ... it...� she simpered, each word separated by the meaty slap of my pelvis against her tight ass.
�You�re fighting it. You�re fighting to stay awake. Let go. Just let go.�
�I ... can�t...� Misty panted breathlessly. �I ... AHHH!!!�
Misty shrieked at the unexpected sensation of my finger in her asshole. Her spine arched back and away from the pillows she�d been clutching. And at the same time, my other hand I pressed on that L2 vertebra, shifting her pussy so that my cockhead scraped across her G-spot. And then we both lost it.
�Uggh!� I grunted quietly, too tired myself to muster up a full bellow. My hips jerked as I fired out my final wads of cum, spurting creamy juices into a pussy that had already squirted out more girlcums in one night than ever before.
�Nnnnnggghhhaaaa...� Misty groaned, her voice dying out towards the end at about the same time her cheek collapsed back down onto the pillows. I felt the final spasms of her pussy as her body went through one last orgasm, even if her mind wasn�t aware enough to participate. And then she finally went limp beneath me.
I lay on top of Misty�s lifeless body for a few minutes, just trying to catch my breath. Once I did, I rolled myself to the side and surveyed the carnage. The blankets from the bed were long gone. Stretched out before me was Misty, still clad in her stewardess uniform, buck naked from the waist down and with one boob hanging out. Beyond her was Lakhi, totally naked and curled into a little ball.
Sighing to myself, I got off the bed and retrieved the heavy comforter. And then settling myself between my two well-fucked pledges, I pulled the blanket over the three of us and surrendered to sleep.
NOVEMBER 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Saturday night I was lounging around the house, comfortably relaxing on the couch while watching �Ice Age� on DVD. Once again, I was all alone. Dayna was out with Kevin, per usual. Brandi was�still�out on her �not-a-date� with Matt; apparently lunch was turning into dinner and beyond. And Adrienne was running around with the sorority. I wondered what gossip about me she would be returning with.
I was only about thirty minutes into the movie when Adrienne came through the door, looking tired and resigned. �It�s official. Grace and I broke up.�
�Oh, I�m sorry, Adrienne...� I immediately paused the movie and sat up straight.
�You know, it�s okay. I�m cool with it. It�s not like I haven�t been expecting this for a while now.� Adrienne sighed and moved to sit with me on the couch. I scooted myself into a corner and opened my arm to let her snuggle in beside me.
Snuggle Adrienne did. She stretched out her long legs along the length of the couch while pillowing herself against me. She looked at the screen and chirped, �Ooh, I like this movie. That Scrat thing is so cute.�
I smiled and hugged her to me, rubbing Adrienne�s belly while sighing, �Ahhh...� in my best imitation of the prehistoric rodent rubbing its acorn.
Adrienne got the reference and immediately started giggling. She then motioned for me to go ahead and I unpaused the movie. I knew Adrienne would want to vent to me about her failed relationship sooner or later; but for now, I�d wait until she was ready. I�d happily take Adrienne venting over being alone.
Ten minutes later, Adrienne looked up at me and grinned. �You know, I hear you did quite a number on those two poor girls last night.�
Stopping the DVD again, I arched an eyebrow and looked down at Adrienne�s hazel eyes, which were twinkling mirthfully. �Oh, really?�
Adrienne chuckled. �Word is: Misty is still at the sorority house because she�s so exhausted. It�s past dinner time and she�still�can�t make it back to her own apartment. And Lakhi is walking pretty funny, too.�
I shrugged. �Their own fault for messing with what they didn�t understand.�
Adrienne giggled. �Damn straight. But they got what they wanted. Misty got the most points. The Pledge Mistress didn�t give Lakhi any credit for seducing you, but she still got bonus points for having the gumption to join in.�
�Congratulations to them.�
Adrienne shook her head. �They don�t really give a rat�s ass about the points, Tiger. Both girls wouldn�t shut up about how it was the greatest sex of their lives. And here I�d thought you were retired.�
I shrugged with a grin on my face, staring at the TV but not really watching the movie. I was too busy reliving last night, and I felt myself start to get hard again. Smirking, I then looked back down at Adrienne. �What about you? How many points did you pick up last night?�
That resigned look came over Adrienne again and she sighed. �None.�
�None?�
�Oh, I had this one boy wrapped around my little finger. But when it came down to it, I just didn�t want to go through with it. I told you, guys just don�t really turn me on. And I didn�t want to...�defile�myself with sex solely for points.�
I winced. �Is that what you girls really think about it? Getting defiled?�
Adrienne smirked. �Relax. Misty and Lakhi would be happy for you defile them again anytime. Actually, I think half the sorority wants you to defile them now, the way those two were bragging about you. And, uh, from the sounds coming out of that room. Did you know there were a dozen sisters camped outside that door?�
�Really?�
Adrienne nodded. �Bridget told me about Misty walking out of there mid-session, still half-dressed, looking both well-fucked and frenzied for more. She went into the bathroom or something to get a wet washcloth. And from the sounds that were coming out after that? The girls will be gossiping about you for a while...�
I rolled my eyes and smirked at the same time. It seemed the Big Ben reputation was alive and kicking, even though High School was long gone.
�You know...� Adrienne drawled, sliding a hand down toward my crotch. �Even though I didn�t want to sleep with the guy, I WAS feeling quite turned on from all the beautiful, nubile girls dancing around last night. And poor little me never got any relief.�
�Oh, really... ?� I drawled, arching an eyebrow down at the gorgeous blonde rubbing herself against my chest.
�Really...� Adrienne husked and curled her hand inward, wrapping her fingers around my growing shaft. �And you don�t know how much of a turn-on it is to hear fifty sorority girls all talking about how well you fuck, and how LONG you fucked them for. So ... Tiger ... do you think you can remind me what the Big Ben experience is all about?�
I grinned and got off the couch, pulling Adrienne with me. �I think I can manage that.�
She laughed as I dragged her away to the bedrooms.
The agony came, but the ecstasy came first. Like a well-oiled machine, Adrienne and I brought each other to multiple orgasms and finished in a sweaty pile of naked limbs. But when we were done, the tears started spilling. Still naked, I curled up behind Adrienne and held her while she poured her heart out over Grace.
We talked for hours, Adrienne venting her frustrations and disappointments well into the early morning. And sometime around 3am, we finally fell asleep spooned together, Adrienne clutching my arm between her breasts.
* * *
I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt Adrienne�s presence before me, and a wave of pure bliss spread across me.
This was heaven.
The morning air was cold against my right cheek, the pillow reassuringly warm against my left. I snuggled deeper into the covers and their cocooning heat while pressing my chest against Adrienne�s back, feeling nothing between us but bare skin. As my senses came alive, the fingers of my right hand reflexively squeezed the large breast I was currently palming, my arm draped over her torso to hug her against me. My left arm was snaked beneath the pillow to her opposite side, the hand stretching out across the empty space of unused mattress.
It felt a bit like d�j� vu. After all, Adrienne and I had woken up in this fashion, and in this bedroom, many a morning throughout last year. But that was last year. This was this year. And we were no longer the romantic couple we used to be.
Adrienne was awake before me, and as she felt me come alive, she twisted onto her back and rolled her hazel eyes up to me. �Morning,� she said sweetly.
�Morning,� I replied warmly.
�Mmm ... I forgot how nice this feels,� she said as she stretched out. And then her hand slid down and over my bulge. �And I forgot how hard you can be in the morning. I thought we wore Big Ben out last night.�
�Nothing a couple of hours can�t cure.�
�Would you like me to take care of him for you?� the stunningly gorgeous blonde asked with a twinkle in her eyes.
�You don�t have to.�
�I know. That�s why I want to.� Adrienne smiled. And then without another word, she slid herself down into the cocooning warmth of the covers, wrapping both hands around my erection and stroking lightly as she put her mouth over the mushroom head.
It didn�t take long. Adrienne blew me with the express intent of getting me off as quickly as possible. And when she moved to wrap her massive mammaries around my shaft and titfuck me, she succeeded in her goal. I actually spurted the first wad into her cleavage before she got her mouth back around me to swallow the rest down.
Adrienne smacked her lips, tasting every bit of my spending before smiling brightly at me and using her fingers to scoop the first wad off her chest and into her mouth. Once she�d cleaned herself off, she crawled back up to lay down on top of my chest. �Did you enjoy that?�
I smiled. �You know I did.�
Adrienne giggled musically. She was radiantly beautiful, and looked so happy, that for a moment I got a little worried.
�Uh, Adrienne?�
�Mm-hmm?�
I took on a look of concern. �What are you feeling right now?�
She blinked twice, furrowing her eyebrows. Ever since camp, we�d developed the sort of subconscious connection that helped us identify the other�s thoughts and emotions. There wasn�t anything supernatural about it; we�d just come to understand the way the other person reasoned and felt. And she sensed my concern now. �You�re worried I might fall in love with you again.�
I nodded.
Adrienne bit her lip and frowned. Her eyes tightened and for a second, she looked worried herself. But then the moment passed and she grinned. �I never would have thought I�d see the day when you were�worried�I might fall in love with you again.�
I cracked a smile at that. I wouldn�t have thought it either after spending so much of the early summer dreaming of getting back together with her as a romantic couple.
Adrienne sighed. �It would be so easy to fall in love with you again. I want to. I really do. But I know that would be�me�rebounding this time. I know that�s not what�s best for our future. And I know we�re both better off as siblings than as romantic partners. Besides, it wouldn�t be fair to DJ.�
I nodded.
Adrienne sighed and nodded as well. But an impish gleam came into her eyes as she said, �Just ONE more.� And then she promptly gave me the most passionate nuclear kiss she�d given me in a long time.
I felt like my bones had been radioactively melted down when she was done with me. The kiss had loosened my spine even more than the blowjob had. And I found myself limp on the bed while Adrienne got up and started hunting around for her clothes.
I rolled to the side and watched her get dressed, ogling all the naked goddess I could. Then Adrienne arched an eyebrow at me and said, �Stop staring and start dressing, big brother.�
��Big brother�? We�re the same age.�
Adrienne shook her head. �You�re two months older than me. So I get to call you big brother.� And she flashed me a dazzling smile.
The �big brother� reference was the final straw in settling the issue. Adrienne and I were NOT getting back together. So I got off the bed to start the day.
* * *
With DJ taking her SATs and then spending the weekend hanging out with her friends, I found myself still on campus for the first weekend in a long time. And although I�d spent Saturday recovering from my own Halloween night exertions, I wasn�t sure what to do with myself now.
But fortunately for me, and unfortunately for her, Adrienne also had a free schedule and we promptly decided to spend the rest of the day together. We weren�t getting back together. We would just be brother and sister, sharing some quality time.
We were just about to leave the house on Sunday morning when Brandi returned, still wearing the same clothes she�d been wearing the previous day. Apparently, her �not-a-date� with Matt had gone well, and Adrienne and I quickly went to greet her with hugs and well-wishes.
�Hold it,� Brandi held her hand up. �Not everything is peachy.�
I furrowed my eyebrows and Adrienne looked concerned. Brandi led us to the living room and flopped onto the couch. And then in that way all girls seemingly know how to do, my older sister recapped her night with enough detail that the retelling seemed to take longer than the actual date.
Brandi took us through Matt coming to the house to pick her up and driving them into San Francisco to visit the Museum of Modern Art. Brandi surmised that Matt also wanted to make absolutely sure that no one they knew could possibly be around to overhear them, wherever they turned out to be. Even then, Matt was stiff throughout the day, clearly uncomfortable despite Brandi�s best efforts to engage him in conversation. The pair spent more time awkwardly looking at the art pieces than talking to each other.
But when they were done, Brandi talked Matt into sticking around for dinner in the city. And after dinner, Matt drove them to the old naval station on Treasure Island, the midpoint of the Bay Bridge. From there, they had a nice view of downtown San Francisco at night. And within the confines of the car, they had enough privacy to talk.
Matt told Brandi how much he loved her; how he thought she was an incredibly wonderful person and girlfriend. But he just couldn�t get over his disgust at her incestuous relationship with her brother. He asked how long we�d been fucking, and desperate to win him back, Brandi told him the truth.
Brandi was as bad a liar as I am, and she didn�t even try to cover anything up. When Matt asked if she had been regularly cheating on him with me, she confessed that she was. She tried to explain that it was just an extension of our sibling love for each other, and that it didn�t change the way she felt about him. He wasn�t buying it, labeling the whole affair as cheating from top to bottom and showing great moral outrage over the incest factor as well. In fact, Brandi believed Matt was more upset about the incest than the cheating, as if it would have been better for Brandi to be carrying on an affair with some random other guy instead. After all, he knew Brandi and Dayna were fucking without him around, and he had come to accept that relationship without rancor.
There were lots of tears and lots of shouting in that car. And when the two of them had finally exhausted themselves, Brandi quietly asked Matt to drive her home. They spent the next fifteen minutes in silence as Matt stared straight at the road and Brandi cried softly in the passenger seat.
It was Matt who first proposed the compromise, just as they were getting back to Berkeley. He said he wasn�t sure he could forgive her, but if she was willing to give me up, then he was willing to give their relationship another try.
Brandi paused in her re-telling just then, staring at me with red-rimmed eyes and threatening to tear up again. Knowing that she hadn�t spent the night at home, and from her concerned statement that not everything was �peachy�, I felt my heart thudding into my stomach. I loved my sister. And I loved the nature of our relationship. Would I really have to give her up?
�I�m sorry, Ben,� she apologized. �I made my choice. Please don�t hate me for it.�
Instantly I moved forward and hugged my sister. I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed fiercely. And I didn�t realize I was crying until the first hot teardrops landed on my cheeks. �I love you, Brandi. I�ll love you always. No matter what.�
�I love you too, Ben. I�m sorry. I�m so sorry.�
�It�s okay ... It�s okay ... I understand,� I soothed, rubbing her back. �We�ll love other forever, my sister. And we don�t�need�sex to show it.�
Adrienne then wrapped herself around the two of us. And the three of us just held each other for a long time.
* * *
Brandi spent the majority of Sunday with us. She said Matt wanted some extra time to think about everything, to know they weren�t making a hasty decision. Even though they�d agreed to give their relationship another chance, things were still quite fragile and there were no guarantees that they would last.
We hung out together as a family, as three siblings just enjoying each other�s company. There was absolutely no sexual contact for the day. There was no way Brandi could successfully lie to Matt if she fell off the wagon, and Adrienne and I didn�t want to rub anything in Brandi�s face. We all loved each other; and none of us�needed�sex to show it.
But then Matt called just before dinner, wanting to meet Brandi. Excitedly, our big sister hugged us both and then left. And since it was a very nice fall day and relatively warm for November, Adrienne and I decided to go walking around the campus.
I very rarely just �walked� around the UC Berkeley campus. Most times, I plotted the most efficient routes between point A and point B, trying to get to class � or rendezvous with someone � as fast as possible. But this evening, Adrienne and I just meandered without direction, turning whenever the wind blew us or some random impulse made us feel like turning.
The bells of Sather Tower chimed the hour, and we decided to head for�The Campanile. A chipmunk skirted into the bushes by Strawberry Creek, and we turned along a path to follow it. We had nowhere to go, and nothing to do but�be�with each other. And in each other�s company, Adrienne and I found nothing but happiness and warmth.
I�ve mentioned before how easy it is to run into someone, even on a campus of some 35,000 people. It�s just as easy to disappear into the crowd and NOT see someone for a very, very long time, even though you�re walking the same paths every single day...
... until today.
Adrienne and I were both laughing about something, though I can�t remember what. It really was nothing. But she was wrapped around my arm and nuzzling her nose against my cheek when a shocked voice exclaimed from just ten feet away, �Holy shit! You guys are�still�together?�
We came to a dead stop and looked for the source of the voice. My eyebrows went up in surprise and Adrienne gasped out loud, bringing up her free hand over her mouth. �Elyse?� Adrienne breathed.
A stunningly beautiful girl stood before us, posed perfectly with one hip jutting out to the side, her torso slightly tilted to maximize her cleavage, and her head held high with an imperious carriage, as if inviting everyone to worship her. She was an Amazonian goddess, with Wonder Woman-esque dark, curly locks and sparkling green eyes. Her outfit was designed to impress, hugging her ample curves and showing off her thin waist. All in all, Elyse Laughton had only gotten more gorgeous with age.
Her pouty lips were pulled into an amazed smile. �Wow ... Adrienne Dennis ... And, uh ... Ben, right? What, did you guys follow me here?� she giggled.
I blinked a few times, only now remembering that Elyse had gone to Berkeley a year ahead of us. I was speechless, still in shock at running into the old High School Cheer Captain; but social-queen Adrienne recovered more quickly. �Elyse. Hey, it�s good to see you,� she said politely. And just as smoothly, she turned to Elyse�s companion and offered her hand. �Hi, I�m Adrienne.�
The handsome, dark-haired guy took it with a charming smile and gave her a polite handshake. �Carter. Very pleased to meet you.� His eyes yo-yoed down to Adrienne�s tits, just like every other red-blooded male I�d ever known.
The face was already familiar to me. The name Carter jumped out, and when he turned to similarly shake my hand, I took it while stating, �Carter Sheridan.�
�That�s right,� he smiled, giving me a second look. Then he glanced at Adrienne and returned to me, a smirk spreading across his face. �Wait. Prince Charming, right? And Sleeping Beauty?�
It all clicked for me. I�d run into Carter at last year�s Halloween party, when my entire crew had dressed up as Disney characters from Dawn�s Cinderella to Paige�s Little Mermaid. I�d needed a little kick to my drink and Carter had been there with a flask of something harder. �That�s right, Doctor Sheridan,� I replied. And then with a smart-ass grin, I leaned in and glanced sidelong to Elyse. �Is she your brunette?� I said softly enough that only he could hear.
�Workin� on it,� he replied just as softly and then clapped the side of my shoulder in a friendly way while breaking into chuckles. In a louder voice, he pointed to us and to Elyse, asking, �So how do you guys know each other?�
Adrienne spoke up. �Oh, we all went to High School together. Elyse was a year ahead of us. And she was my Cheerleading Captain.�
�You don�t say... ?� Carter drawled as he sidled up to Elyse. �Cheer Captain? You didn�t tell me that part.�
�It was a long time ago,� Elyse blushed.
�Maybe. But I�d still love to play with your pom-poms,� Carter grinned.
Elyse smirked and then smacked him on the side of his shoulder in a harder, but flirtier way.
Carter then turned back to us. �So we missed you guys at the Halloween party this year. Shoulda been there, Ben. You wouldn�t have been able to resist drooling over Elyse here in a nurse�s outfit.�
I shrugged. �Had another one to go to. The Tri-Delt party.�
�Ooh, lookit you,� Carter whistled approvingly.
�You�re pledging?� Elyse asked Adrienne.
Adrienne shrugged. �We�ll see. I�m still trying to decide if it�s the right thing for me.�
Elyse smiled. �I�m sure it is. You�re just the type of girl they�re looking for.�
Adrienne�s eyes dropped to slits as she searched for any sign of sarcasm or other insinuation. Despite Elyse�s friendly demeanor, the two girls had not left High School on good terms. In fact, Elyse had done more than a few things to try and undermine Adrienne�s relationship with me, or otherwise stab her in the back.
Elyse recognized the look on Adrienne�s face and realized how her comment might be taken, and immediately she held her hands up. �Oh, wait. I didn�t mean anything bad by that, I swear.�
Adrienne looked skeptical.
�Look, I know I was a real bitch to you, to both of you, my last year of High School,� Elyse said in an openly honest voice. �But that was a long time ago. I was going through a really rough time and I was lashing out at people, including you. I�m sorry Adrienne, for any shit I did to you back then. We used to be friends and you didn�t deserve it. You too, Ben. I tried to seduce you once just to piss off Adrienne, I remember. And even in the months after that I was messing with your head. I�m sorry.�
By now, Elyse had stepped up to us, looking quietly serious. Adrienne looked in abject�shock�at what Elyse had just said, her mouth hanging wide open. �Wow...� Adrienne breathed.
�I mean it. I�m sorry,� Elyse said frankly. �It�s been a rough couple of years, but I think I�m getting things figured out.� The gorgeous brunette turned back to smile at Carter. �I�ve got friends who help me out.�
The handsome guy slid in and wrapped his arm around Elyse�s waist. �Anytime, sugar.�
�Oh, you know what? This is so cool that I�m running into you guys,� Elyse said breathlessly. �Carter�s having a get-together on Friday. You guys should come! He�s got this great house in the hills.�
I arched an eyebrow and looked at Adrienne, who was similarly looking at me. We read each other�s facial expressions, the both of us curious but skeptical. Friday nights were usually my nights to visit DJ, but just maybe I could wait until Saturday.
�C�mon,� Elyse encouraged. �I owe you guys. And...� she sighed forlornly. �I�ve burned a lot of bridges in my life. It�d really be nice to start fixing them again.�
Something in Elyse�s voice made my heart go out to her. She was a little jittery, a little nervous, and appeared to have just recently come out of some kind of personal hell. My ever-present instinct to be a girl�s Champion, her hero defender, was urging me on. And as I looked at Adrienne, I realized that she too felt some compulsion to at least give Elyse a shot. They were friends, once, and memories of that old friendship hadn�t completely gone away.
�C�mon, man,� Carter prodded me. �It�ll be fun.�
I looked at Adrienne and got my confirmation in her eyes. �Sure,� I answered Carter. �Sounds great.�
* * *
As it turned out, neither Adrienne nor I ended up attending Carter�s party. Our reconnecting with Elyse would have to be put on hold. That�s because my romantic life went to hell in a handbasket the next week.
Up until now, DJ and I had been the perfect weekend couple. She did her own thing during the weekdays and I did mine. We didn�t communicate much during the week, but come Friday night through Sunday afternoon, we were madly in love and brilliantly happy together.
Of course, this past weekend we hadn�t gotten together. She�d had her studying and her SATs and her time to hang out with her friends. We�d talked the past Tuesday when I told her about Adrienne�s problems with Grace. We�d talked again on Friday, right before the Halloween party, when she told me she wanted to hang out with her friends. But on the weekend itself, I let her enjoy herself and didn�t want to bother her. So by the time I finally called her on Monday night, I was really, really looking forward to hearing my girlfriend�s sweet voice.
�Hiii, honey,� DJ drawled in a clearly excited tone when she picked up the phone.
�Hiii, kiddo,� I drawled right back. �So how�d it go?�
�The SATs? No problem. I felt MUCH better about it this time. And with my SAT II scores, I think I can finally relax about Berkeley. I just gotta make sure I don�t royally screw up my GPA this semester.�
�That�s great!�
�Ohhh, I�know. I don�t think I�ve felt this relaxed since camp!�
�Mmm ... and I know JUST the way I �relaxed� you back then,� I said smarmily.
My girlfriend giggled. �Don�t tease me. I�m not sure I can wait another week to have you again. I had a great time with my friends, but I�m so fucking horny!�
�What? You don�t have any friends who could help get you off? I know Brooke always had her �special� buddies...�
DJ giggled again. �Oh, I�ve got those. But none of them have a cock. And it�s cock I�m craving right now, honey...� she moaned. �Maybe I�shoulda�let Jason Sabado into my panties. He certainly was trying to cop enough feels in the pool.�
I chuckled and thought about the Tri-Delt Halloween party. In general, I didn�t like the idea of any other boy touching my girlfriend; but after the wild night I�d had, I figured DJ deserved a little playtime when I wasn�t around. �Maybe you should have. I don�t want my honey to be unhappy any longer than she needs to be.�
Dead silence greeted me over the phone. For the zillionth time, I cursed the stupid technology which let me hear my girlfriend but not see her or read her body language.
�Huh,� DJ finally said. �I never thought I�d hear you say that. Every other time I joked about messing around with another boy, you always joked right back about how I�d promised to be only yours.�
�Really?�
�Yeah. It always turned you on when I reminded you how I would be only�your�cumslut, remember?�
I chuckled. �I can see how that would be a turn on, but I don�t remember half the things we say when we�re fucking, kiddo.�
�Well, I just might keep that in mind. Jason IS cute.�
�Whoa, whoa ... let�s not be hasty now,� I quickly interjected. �The weekend without each other has passed. You gotta wait for Big Ben to come rubbing against your panties this weekend, Missy.�
DJ giggled. �And did Big Ben wait for me?� Her voice immediately dropped after that. �Oh, Dayna called and told me about you and Brandi. I�m sorry.�
I shrugged it off, even though DJ couldn�t see me. �S�ok. I�m not happy about it, but I understand. I�ve learned to be a supportive brother without sex. Besides, I managed to work it out while you were gone.�
�I can tell. You sound relaxed and well-fucked.�
�You should see the other girls,� I grinned. �You wanna hear all about it? Both of them passed out COLD when I was done with them. I should bring you with me next time and we�ll REALLY blow their minds.�
Dead silence answered me again. For a second, I thought the connection had gone dead, the line was so quiet. I actually pulled the phone away from my ear and checked the display, and when I saw the clock still going I frowned and put the phone back to my ear. �Hello?� I said. �Hello?�
�You fucked two other girls this weekend?� DJ�s voice was cold and emotionless. My blood chilled instantly. Something was�very�wrong.
For the briefest of moments, I felt like denying it. But the cat was out of the bag and I stammered, �Uh. Yeah. Is that a problem?�
�Why�d you do that?� A bit of a hiss was creeping into DJ�s voice. �Wasn�t Adrienne around?�
�Well, uh, yeah. Adrienne actually brought me to the party.�
�But you fucked girls other than Adrienne?� DJ�s voice was rising now. And as if a tidal wave was approaching on the horizon, I looked around in a panic, wondering what the fuck I should do.
�DJ, wait a minute. Are you upset?�
�YOU�RE GODDAMN FUCKING RIGHT I�M UPSET!!!� she screamed into the phone, loud enough for me to jerk away from the harsh noise.
�DJ!�
�YOU GODDAMN RAT-BASTARD MOTHERFUCKER!!!� she yelled again.
�Whoa, whoa!� I tried to cut her off. �DJ! DJ! I thought we talked about this!�
�Talked about what? Talked about you CHEATING on me you fucking BASTARD!�
�Cheating? Wait a fucking minute! You just told me on TUESDAY that I had your permission to sleep with anyone I wanted! As long as it was just sex! Well it was just sex!�
�But I didn�t think you�d actually DO it!� she screamed. �FUCK! You had Adrienne! You had Brandi! You TOLD me you were gonna keep it in the family!�
I looked around my empty room, searching for someone, anyone, to tell me what the fuck was going on. I knew how to manipulate a woman�s body so that she had the most amazing orgasms imaginable, but I�seriously�didn�t understand a woman�s psyche. �But ... But...� I protested. �You gave me permission!�
�I KNOW!!!� DJ screamed back.
�Then why are you mad?�
�I DON�T KNOW!� she screamed. �I�m just mad!�
�But why? I don�t understand!�
�I don�t either!� DJ yelled in a slightly quieter voice, and then I could hear her pacing around her room. She didn�t say anything for a while, just snorting heavily like a racehorse that just finished a mile and a half sprint. And I was still in too much shock to offer up anything, either.
�I don�t know why I�m mad,� DJ seethed, clearly still mad. �I know I gave you permission. I just ... I guess ... I guess I just�expected�that you wouldn�t do it, you know?�
�No! I don�t!� I shook my head in disbelief. �If you were gonna get mad about me fucking some other girl, then why the hell did you blatantly give me your permission?�
�I don�t know!� DJ yelled back. �If you were going to go ahead and fuck some other girl, then why the hell did you tell me you were gonna keep it in the family? Huh? If you hadn�t said that, I might never have expected otherwise!�
�DJ, please. I�m sorry. I didn�t know. I really thought I had your permission. I never would have done it otherwise. We talked about this!�
�But you never DID before. In all the chances we had, you never fucked another girl outside of the family.�
�There was Felicia, at camp,� I offered.
�She doesn�t count and you fucking know it! I�m talking after! Dayna told me you banged half her friends last year. Some of them would even love a repeat. Did you nail any of them? Huh?�
�No!�
�Then why now?�
�I don�t know!� I cried. �It just happened! I didn�t realize you�d react this way!�
�Neither did I! How could I know how I would react until you actually did it?�
�I don�t know!�
DJ started snorting again. Actually, it sounded like she was snarling. �You shoulda called me when it was gonna happen. You shoulda called me.�
I rolled my eyes. �Oh, miGOD. I didn�t know I needed to.�
�Well you still shoulda fucking did it, Ben!�
I winced. She hadn�t called me �Ben� in a long time, preferring �honey� by far. In retrospect, calling�might�have been a good idea. But why the hell would that have occurred to me at the time?
�Deej...� I pleaded.
�Don�t �Deej� me, you cheating bastard.�
�DJ. Please.�
�No! I�m mad at you! I�m hanging up now!�
�DJ!�
The line was already dead.
* * *
DJ didn�t pick up the next three times I called her. She picked up the fourth time, just enough to say, �Stop calling me. I�ll talk to you when I�m good and ready, okay?�
�DJ, please...�
�And don�t drive over here. I know you, and I know you�ll think it�s some romantically dramatic gesture. But don�t bother. I�ll order my parents not to let you in.�
�DJ, please...�
�No. I�ll talk to you again when I�m ready. Okay?�
I sighed. �Okay.�
The line went dead again.
* * *
DJ didn�t call me on Tuesday. I figured she still needed time, so I let her have her space. Adrienne was still coping with her breakup from Grace, so she spent the night with me, talking things out.
Adrienne blamed herself for bringing me to the party. She didn�t know the Pledge Master had planned the seduction pledge task, but she still felt bad for putting me in that situation.
I brought up the whole permission issue. Adrienne said she understood where DJ was coming from, and she pointed out that I probably shot myself in the foot by telling DJ that I would keep it in the family when I didn�t need to. Monogamy just wasn�t in my DNA and we both knew I�d end up nailing someone outside the families eventually. DJ understood this, and probably would have accepted it if not for my own stupid mouth. I�d created an expectation that I just couldn�t meet.
Then again, DJ might never have truly meant her permission. She�d given that permission as part of the lure to get me to date her. But every girl, no matter how open-minded, has a possessiveness about her and the ones she deems to belong to her. DJ had never faced me sleeping with someone else, and she truly couldn�t know how she herself would react until it actually happened. In that case, DJ had given ME an expectation that I could sleep around without jealousy, an expectation that�she�couldn�t meet.
And relationships live and die by their expectations.
DJ didn�t call me on Wednesday, either. Just after 10pm, I tried calling her, to get an update if nothing else. She didn�t pick up the phone, but two minutes later I got a text message from her saying:�Not yet.
DJ didn�t call me on Thursday. I couldn�t focus in class. Dawn was supportive, trying to give me insight into what DJ was thinking. But at the end of the day, DJ was NOT Dawn, and the two didn�t quite think alike. I wasn�t sure I was any closer to understanding than before.
DJ didn�t call me on Friday, either. But on Friday afternoon, she did send me a text:�Come visit. Dinner�s at 6:30.
It was all I could do to wait.
* * *
I didn�t quite wait until 6:30pm. I just couldn�t. But I didn�t want to piss DJ off by showing up too early, so I sat in my car by the curb upon arrival, my legs vibrating restlessly while I twiddled my thumbs.
After a while, there was a knock at my window and I jerked in surprise. I saw Jack Evans standing outside and leaning over. And I quickly rolled down the window.
�Hi, Ben,� DJ�s father greeted me.
�Hi, Mr. Evans,� I replied, my voice cracking from the unexpected use.
�Why don�t you come inside?�
I winced apologetically. �DJ told me 6:30.�
�DJ�s in her room. You can wait for her downstairs.�
I followed him into the house and into the kitchen, where Deanna Evans opened her arms and hugged me fiercely. �It�s okay,� she soothed while patting my back. �Everything will work out for the best.�
�I hope so...� I whimpered.
�Of course it will. Our two families won�t LET anything truly bad happen to the two of you.�
I sighed and nodded, relaxing slightly. But I didn�t relax too much. Mrs. Evans hadn�t said a thing about not letting us break up.
Feeling restless, I offered to help with dinner preparations and Mrs. Evans pointed me to the cabinets, telling me to set the table. It was something I was used to doing. After all, I�d already spent more than a few weekends at the Evans house, eating their meals and living almost as if I were their son. I couldn�t help but wonder if this might be the last time I set out these four place settings for Jack, Deanna, DJ, and me.
When everything was done, I helped Mrs. Evans carry the food over to the table while Mr. Evans called DJ down. I was already at my seat when my girlfriend arrived, looking at me warily. She did come over and give me a hug and peck on the cheek in greeting, so I wasn�t getting a total cold shoulder. And then we began the meal.
It was relatively quiet. Everyone could feel the tension in the room, tension that wouldn�t be resolved until DJ and I sat down and had our private conversation. But Mr. and Mrs. Evans did their best to stimulate conversation, with Jack cracking jokes whenever possible. The parents had gotten used to asking me how school was going every weekend, as if they were my own parents, and tonight was no different. Heck, I�m pretty sure they were actually reporting back to my own parents every week as well.
So I gave them the usual spiel, this time a little longer since I hadn�t been back for two weeks now. I gave them some basic updates about Dayna, Brandi, and Adrienne, although I didn�t comment on the girls� love lives. It wasn�t my place and if they wanted to share, that was their choice.
In the end, we finished eating and I went to help with the dishes. Doing little chores like that, or doing handyman junk around the house, was the least I could do for all the food and shelter they�d given me every weekend. But tonight, Mrs. Evans waved me away. �Go ahead. I know you and DJ need to talk.�
I gathered myself and nodded. And then on impulse, I leaned forward and hugged her, feeling awkwardly as if it might be the very last time. I knew that was ridiculous � I would always be close with this family no matter what happened between me and DJ. But I still had a sense of dread hovering over me like a dark cloud.
DJ was waiting just outside the kitchen and she quietly took my hand as I came out. I was simultaneously hopeful in that DJ wasn�t outright rejecting me and unnerved by how quiet she was. She led me to the stairs and up to her bedroom. Then she closed the door and silently slid the lock home.
I didn�t know how to react when DJ noiselessly pressed herself up against my chest and took my face in her hands. She got up on her tiptoes and tilted her head slightly so that our noses wouldn�t bump into each other. And then she planted the softest, sweetest kiss imaginable on my lips.
My eyes were open and my lips were stiff for the first few seconds. Here, I�d been expecting some verbal thrashing like the one she�d given me over the phone on Monday night. Instead, I had a gorgeous young blonde passionately trying to work her tongue into my mouth.
But eventually I got into the kiss, my arms moving around her body and cinching her close to me. My right hand found its way to her tight ass, cupping it and pulling her closer to me while I bent my head down and returned the kiss with a fervor. She felt so good in my arms. She tasted so sweet. And I felt such an incredible relief that maybe, just maybe, things were going to work out.
Predictably, I started stiffening, as penises tend to do when rubbed by a nubile blonde teenager�s hand. Once I was hard, DJ pulled her hand away and ground her belly against it in a side-to-side motion that did much for titillating my senses. And after a minute of doing that, she finally pulled her lips off mine with a gasp.
I was gasping myself, half in arousal and half in disbelief at what was happening. My eyes opened and I stared straight into her crystal blue irises, already wet with tears. And my soul started cracking at the sorrow I saw in her eyes.
DJ�s hands went back up to my face and she held me tight while looking straight at me. And in a cracking, sad voice, she pleaded, �Make love to me, honey. Please?�
I just nodded and then DJ�s hands slid down my arms to grasp my hands. And then she backed up to her own bed, tugging me along with her before turning me around and sitting me on the edge of the mattress.
She stood up then and began removing her clothing. Her top was a fitted white T-shirt with pink short-sleeves. It popped over her head and then she quickly unsnapped the white bra beneath, spilling out those impossibly firm 34DD�s that immediately had me drooling. Her tits jiggled nicely as she hunched over to strip her jeans down, pulling them and her panties off her legs and kicking them away to stand completely nude in front of me. She briefly ran her fingers up her body, the pink fingernails flashing in the room�s lights. And at the end, she almost nervously tugged at one of her customary braided pigtails that extended a few inches below her shoulder.
I�d never before seen DJ look this nervous while naked in front of me. It was almost as if it was the first time, and she looked at me a little expectantly. I got the hint and still seated, I started pulling off my own clothing, keeping my eyes on her gorgeous body the entire time.
When I was naked as well, the gorgeous 17-year-old simply moved and knelt before me. She put her hands on my knees while getting herself into position. And then without further ado, she took my cock in hand and bent over, inhaling my prick into her mouth while rolling those beautiful blue eyes up to look at me.
I felt the tension in my body start to melt away while DJ gave me the sweetest, most deliberate blowjob of our relationship. She didn�t hurry, didn�t attack me; she simply made love to my cock, worshipping the column of flesh with her lips, tongue, and hands. And for the entire duration, her eyes looked up at me.
I caressed her sweet face while she bobbed up and down. I let my fingers run through her hair, pulled tight to form the braids, save for a few loose strands of her bangs that fell down along her cheeks and partially obscured her eyes while she continued blowing me. I realized then that I loved DJ more than ever before. And despite the pleasure, there was a pit in my stomach, as if this might be the last blowjob I ever got from her.
With her left hand caressing my balls and her mouth lavishing pleasure on my mushroom head, DJ soon brought me to a climax. I held her head in my hands as I poured out my cum down her gullet, the beautiful blonde swallowing every single drop.
She took her time to make sure she�d swallowed it all, her tongue scraping the inside of her mouth while she panted for breath. And then without another word, she moved up, pecked me on the lips, and then turned over onto her back across the bed, spreading her thighs to the side.
I took the hint and then bent to return the favor, repositioning DJ�s thighs with my hands as I took her spot kneeling beside the bed. And then I ducked my head down and began working my tongue and fingers along her already moist slit.
�Oh, honey...� DJ crooned. �Yes ... Yes ... That�s it ... that�s it ... so good...�
I felt like I owed DJ the most incredible pleasure of her life. I wasn�t going to give her the most massive orgasms that would make her pass out. I wasn�t going to tease her and keep her on the edge of the ecstasy she desperately craved. Instead, I was just going to do my very best to make her happy. I wanted her satisfied, but not overwhelmed. I wanted her glowing, but not burning up. I wanted my lovemaking to show her exactly how I felt about her.
Looking back, I guess I succeeded.
Since I wasn�t doing anything to stop her orgasms, DJ squeaked out three over the next ten minutes. It wasn�t a race and I wasn�t going for a high score or anything. Her climaxes just came and went and then built up again. My tongue expertly dived like a prey bird fishing in the open ocean, digging out her pleasure before swiping back up. My fingers plunged and vibrated against her G-spot. And of course I paid special attention to her clit whenever the situation demanded it. I brought her to climax after climax, and after the third orgasm, DJ�d had enough. She reached her arms out to me. �Now, honey! Now!�
I quickly slid up her body, my jaw still coated in girlcum. She didn�t care as she grabbed my head and kissed me, even eagerly licking it off my chin while I got my prick into position. I sunk my cock partway into her exquisitely tight channel. And then she kicked her legs behind my ass and dug in with her heels to pull me the rest of the way.
We were joined together.
Like I had when eating her out, I fucked DJ to show her exactly how I felt about her. I wanted her to have the very best of me. So I was careful and calculating a little bit, watching her cues carefully to make sure my thrusts were of the right depth and power. I made sure I hit all of her sensitive spots. And when her body told me that it wanted a certain feeling, I made sure I gave it to her. I had a wealth of sexual expertise, and never before had I put so much effort into ensuring I gave my lover the absolute best experience of her life. This wasn�t about me dominating her or proving my skill. It was about giving DJ the time of her life.
She did. DJ writhed and bucked beneath me while I played her body like a fine-tuned instrument. I held her slim waist and pinned her slender-hipped form to the mattress while sawing in and out of her like a cello�s bow. I cupped, caressed, and squeezed those big, round, sensitive tits, capped with swollen, erect pink nipples. I brushed the sunny blonde locks of her hair away from her forehead, raining butterfly kisses on her exposed skin and nibbling on her neck and ears. I was literally doing everything possible to give her the lovemaking of her young life.
DJ had one and then another orgasm, her sensuous form undulating against the mattress in a rhythm without end. Her head tossed left and right as she hissed over and again, �Yes ... yesss ... YES!�
And still I kept her going.
What felt like hours later, DJ was a sweaty mess beneath me. Our chests were slicked with moisture and glided across each other almost without friction. I could feel her upright tits being crushed against me while I continued humping her. And she ended up biting down on my shoulder when my pistoning cock drove her to what I think was her seventh orgasm of this single coupling. All seven of them were wonderful; none of them too overwhelming. It was the�perfect�fuck.
And while she trembled and shook beneath me, DJ turned and whispered in my ear. �Now, honey. Now!�
That was all I needed. I unclenched my kegel muscles and let forth the deluge. The cum raced out of my prick and blasted against DJ�s inner walls, coating them instantly with layers upon layers of white cream as the frothy mixture washed through her pussy and flooded her womb.
�YESSS!!!� DJ was howling, her voice cracking as she threw her head back at the sensation of me detonating deep inside her. Her pussy muscles were clenching and unclenching rapidly, pounding out her final orgasm and squeezing out the remainders of mine.
My back muscles were burning. My arms ached. And my legs were so shaky they were about to collapse. I�d put everything I possibly had into that fuck. I simply wasn�t capable of doing any better. And at the very end, after I�d finished pumping my girlfriend full of cum, I collapsed straight down on top of her body.
My head nestled against her cleavage and I panted with a mouth half-full of boob. My eyes threatened to roll up into my head, and I teetered on the edge of passing out while the inky black cloud of unconsciousness crept around my vision. I felt DJ�s comforting arms wrap around my head and cradle me to her bosom. And with a happy, satisfied purr, I smiled and said, �DJ, I love you.�
She sighed, a definite hint of sadness in her voice. And she answered, �No, Ben. You don�t.�
* * *
The urge to pass out evaporated almost instantaneously. I pushed myself upright quickly, looking down at DJ�s naked body sprawled out beneath me. But I got up a little too fast, and that inky blackness swirled around my vision while the room began spinning around me.
I closed my eyes and breathed deeply to shake off the vertigo. And then I fixed my gaze on the gorgeous young blonde and frowned. In a voice full of confusion, I asked, �What?�
DJ sighed again in resignation. �You don�t love me.�
�Of course I do,� I insisted.
DJ shook her head. �And you know, I�m not sure I ever loved you.�
�DJ! Don�t say that! You�re my girlfriend and we love each other!�
She shrugged. �Well, you DID cheat on me.�
�I didn�t cheat on you!�
She rolled her eyes. �You had sex with a girl ��two�girls � who weren�t your girlfriend, without my knowledge.� There was no malice in DJ�s voice, just statement of fact. �That�s�cheating.�
�Not when you gave me your permission!� I complained. �I�ve been banging Brandi and Adrienne all semester! Are THEY cheating?�
DJ snorted. �Of course not�
�Then?�
DJ sighed. �They�re ... they�re�family. They don�t�count.�
I winced and squeezed my eyes. She had me there. It was the same rationalization I�d been using for years. I sighed and said, �DJ, I�m�sorry. If I�d known you wouldn�t approve, I never would have done it.�
She smirked and arched an eyebrow at me, looking maddeningly self-righteous. �Oh,�really? That�s not what I�ve heard about your past relationships.�
�Hey! I was young. And I�ve changed. I never once screwed around behind Adrienne�s back.�
�Pssht. Adrienne gave you carte blanche to fuck anything with tits.�
�And you didn�t?�
DJ sighed, looking away. �Okay. Maybe I did. But that doesn�t change the fact that we never really loved each other.�
Back to this. I sat up and almost nervously pulled the blanket over my lap, hiding my nakedness. DJ seemed perfectly comfortable in hers, and she simply rolled onto her side, propping her head up with one hand. I could still see my cream leaking out between her thighs. �Okay...� I took a deep breath. �Tell me why you think we don�t love each other.�
She shrugged and looked pointedly at me. �Fine. YOU tell me why you love me.�
�Of COURSE I love you.�
�Why?� she asked softly, looking at me expectantly. �Just ... why?�
I clapped my mouth shut. The usual bullshit ran through my head. DJ was smart and funny and yadda yadda yadda. I knew she didn�t want to hear any of that. Not that it wasn�t true. But I knew that wasn�t what she was looking for.
�C�mon, Ben,� she teased. �Or is your brain still mushy post-ejaculation?�
�Look, I�m not so great at putting this into words, okay?� I said defensively. �I just know how I feel about you.�
�And how DO you feel about me?�
�I love you!�
�Try saying it without the L-word.�
I sighed, suddenly very frustrated with my girlfriend.
�C�mon, Ben. Think back to camp. Think back to when I threw myself at you, and how at first you had no idea what to do with me.�
�You just took me by surprise,� I explained. �But when I had a chance to think about it...� I trailed off, not sure how to finish that sentence.
�What, it all just made sense?� DJ offered.
�Well, yeah...� I looked at her frankly. �You�re YOU, DJ. I love who you are. I love the way you make me feel. I love the way�I�feel when I�m around you.�
DJ sighed. �You really can�t do it without using the L-word, can you?�
�Come ON, Deej. I�m trying here.�
�I know, I know. I�m sorry,� she sighed.
I bit my lip, wracking my brain to come up with the right combination of words to pacify my girlfriend and convince her not to be mad at me anymore.
DJ beat me to it. �Okay, let me try it this way. Do you know how�I�know you don�t really love me?� she asked.
I frowned and furrowed my eyebrows. �What? How?�
She looked at me plainly. �Because of the way you just made love to me.�
�Wait,�what?�
She nodded. �I mean it.�
�But ... but...� I stammered, thinking back to our lovemaking session. �That was like the best I�ve ever done!�
�For who? You? Or me?�
�For you! I�ve never made it that good for a girl before!�
DJ sighed. �I know. I mean, I didn�t know that was your best�ever; but yeah, I was there. I know how good it was. I don�t think�I�ve�ever felt that good before.�
My eyes were wide. �Then THERE! You asked me to make love to you, and I made it the best EVER!�
DJ shook her head. �That�s the best my BODY has ever felt before. But come on, didn�t it feel just a bit ... mechanical?�
�What?�
�You were the perfect lover ... technically, skillfully. Not ... emotionally. You did everything right in terms of action and pressure and pushing all my buttons. But I didn�t want the expert lover tonight. I wanted my boyfriend. I would have been happier if you�d lost control and rabbit-humped me for fifteen seconds before busting your nut. Don�t you get it?�
�WHAT?�
�You didn�t�make love�to me, Ben. You just ... gave me the best sex of my life. It�s not the same thing.� And the sadness in her voice confirmed that. �You did everything right ... You dotted your i�s and crossed your t�s ... Just like our relationship. The motions are all there; but the�emotions�aren�t.�
I looked at her as if her skin had turned plaid, but then her words caught up to me. I thought about the way I�d made love to her and ... she was right. Gawd dammit ... she was�right. I HAD mechanically made love to her ... technically ... skillfully. And I had no idea how I�d gotten to this point. �I ... I don�t understand...� I said in a defeated tone.
DJ sighed. �It�s not your fault. I started all this.�
�Huh?�
DJ sighed. �I don�t love you. I don�t think I ever did. I loved the IDEA of you.�
�Huh?�
�I loved the fantasy Ben I�d built in my head for years and years. I saw how you were with Dawn. And I was sooo jealous of my sister. I told myself, I want a guy like you. But more the point, I wanted YOU.�
I nodded. DJ had told me this in the beginning.
�The only problem was, I didn�t know who YOU really were. And you didn�t know who�I�really was, either.�
�What do you mean? Of course we knew each other.�
DJ shook her head. �We thought we did. But we didn�t. You knew �DJ, Dawn�s little sister�: she�s pretty hot and you love banging her, but you don�t really know her as a person because the only time you ever spent together was at camp, where she was always with friends her own age doing kiddie things.�
I arched an eyebrow, but DJ just kept going. �And I knew �Ben, Dawn�s best friend�: he�s gorgeous and so incredible at fucking, but I don�t really know him because we never really hung out since he spent all his time with his Dawn and Adrienne romances.�
�DJ...�
�I�d constructed this perfect Ben in my head. You were attentive, a great listener, loyal, and sweet. You would wrap me up in your arms and carry me away onto a cloud of pleasure and bliss and happiness. No boy I ever met could measure up to you because no human on the�planet�could measure up to you.� DJ sighed. �And I�ve been in love with that Ben this entire time.�
�You�ve been with ME,� I said firmly.
She shook her head. �Not really. Camp was a fantasy world. It always has been. Then once we got back to school, you�ve been at Berkeley and I�ve been here.�
�We spend a LOT of time together. I�ve practically lived here every weekend, Deej.�
She shrugged. �We spend most of our time in bed, it seems.�
�But we talk. We share.�
�I know. But...� DJ exhaled. �I think I just blinded myself this entire time. I never really stopped to think about it. I was floating by on the mental high of knowing I was �Ben�s girlfriend�. It made me happy. But it was still just a fantasy.�
�It was MORE than that.�
�Ben, YOU�RE living a fantasy, too.�
�Am not. I love you!�
�No, you don�t.�
GAWD this was frustrating.
�Ben, Adrienne was right. You rebounded.�
�Did not!�
�You were hurting. You were alone. I saw my chance, and I took it. I threw myself at you, and I picked the perfect time to do it. And it wasn�t fair to you.�
�DJ, I love you!�
She shook her head. �I loved the idea of being with you. And you loved the idea of being with...�somebody.�
�DJ, you�re special to me and you fucking KNOW it,� I said heatedly.
�Okay, maybe.� She sighed. �After all, I�m an Evans girl. So tell me, Ben. How much do I remind you of Dawn?�
�This has nothing to do with Dawn!� I barked.
�Doesn�t it?�
�No. I�m serious.� I reached forward and touched DJ�s hand. �Yes, you�re an Evans girl. Yes, you look a bit like Dawn. So you fit my type. So what? I still love YOU.�
�You don�t even really know me, Ben. And I don�t even really know you.�
I threw my hands up. �Most boyfriends and girlfriends barely know anything about each other. That�s half the fun of getting together, to learn.�
�We skipped that part. We don�t spend any time getting to know each other. We just both assumed we already knew each other; but we don�t. I knew my�fantasy Ben. It took you banging some other girls to make me realize I didn�t know the REAL you.�
�DJ...�
�Wait. Let me finish this. This is the last bit, I promise.� She took a deep breath. �I talked to Adrienne this week. About us. I made her promise not to tell you until after tonight. She still blames herself for bringing you to that party.�
I arched an eyebrow. The surprise at finding DJ had been talking with Adrienne was enough to shut me up for a minute.
�I asked Adrienne about how she felt about you, and why you broke up in the end. And something stuck with me. Adrienne told me that she truly does love you, but when it came down to it, she�needed�you more than she loved you.�
I blinked, remembering how Adrienne and I had gotten to this point. �She�s not you.�
�No, she�s not. I don�t�need�you like she does. But maybe�you�re�her. Think about it: Do you really�love�me? Or do you�need�me?�
�DJ��
�Do you love me for me? Or do you love me because�I�loved you?�
I felt the answer in my gut, and I didn�t like it: She was right.
I didn�t need to verbalize it. The answer was all over my face. I�d needed her. I�d needed�someone�to love me.
�One minute at camp, I told you I was in love with you,� DJ continued. �You told me you didn�t feel the same way and we separated. The next minute, I seduced you and all of a sudden you were in love with me. It happened THAT fast.� She snapped her fingers for emphasis. �Adrienne called us on it, but we wouldn�t listen. I got my Ben. You got a hot Evans girl to love you. Everyone was happy. Only it wasn�t real.�
�These past few months have been REAL, DJ.�
She sighed. �I know. And I won�t regret them. But if this relationship was to continue, it would HAVE to be based on something more than a fantasy and a rebound.�
I pulled my hand back, that sense of dread returning. �What are you saying?�
�I�m saying we�re over. It was nice. It was MORE than nice. But we�re not really in love.�
�DJ, please...�
�It�s okay, Ben. I�m okay.�
�I�m not.�
She sighed. �And I�m sorry about that. But I can�t be your crutch anymore. You still want someone to love you. But it can�t be me anymore.�
�Why not? Fine, you realized I�m not your fantasy Ben and I realized that I need you. Why can�t we start over? Am I not worth dating?�
�Ben...�
�I�m serious!� I reached out and grabbed both her hands. �Let�s start over. Let�s go out this weekend and find out who we really are to each other! Let�s talk, let�s spend time together outside of the bedroom. Give us a chance.�
�It can�t work like that.�
�Why not?�
�Because we both need a fresh start, and that means without each other. We both have to make a clean break from this. If you really want to date me, maybe we can ... someday. Not today. Hopefully I�ll be at Berkeley next Fall. If you still feel the same way, we can see what happens then. But not now. I need time to get over you ... well ... not you. I need time to get over my fantasy. And YOU need time to figure yourself out.�
�DJ...�
She held a hand up, only now finally getting off the bed and moving around to grab her clothes. �Look, Ben,� she shook her head sadly. �For what it�s worth, I DO really love you. We�re family. I�ll always care about you. And yeah, I�ll always lust for you. Even now, I want to stay together and re-start our relationship just like you said, if for nothing else but the incredible sex. But it�s not the right thing for either of us right now, okay?�
I watched helplessly as she put her clothes back on. Each garment felt like a door slamming in my face, shutting me out. And then before I realized it, she was fully dressed.
�I�m sorry, Ben. But I think it�s time you went home.�

Chapter 14: Mister Independent

NOVEMBER 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�I�m sorry things didn�t work out with you and DJ.� Dawn squeezed my hand and patted my shoulder.
It was Monday morning and we were sitting on a bench by Memorial Glade, just outside the Main Library. After spending the weekend hiding out inside the house with Dayna, Brandi, and Adrienne, I�d finally told Dawn the story while we had an hour to kill in between classes. She seemed a little disappointed that I hadn�t talked with her sooner, but now wasn�t the time to get upset with me. After all, SHE was the one who�d moved out of the house.
With a couple of days between me and the breakup, the sting had started to fade. I just shrugged, �It�s okay. You were right though: It would have been weird if you ended up my sister-in-law.�
�Still,� Dawn said sympathetically. �Breakups are never easy.�
I leaned into Dawn�s hand on my shoulder and chuckled. �Actually, I think your mom took it harder than I did.� I still remembered the death grip Deanna Evans had on me before I finally left to drive back to Berkeley on Friday night.
Dawn cracked up at that and looked off into the distance. �Yeah ... Mom still has it in her head that you�re going to marry one of her daughters and give her grandkids that unite our two families. Guess Dayna�s her last hope.�
I snorted at that and arched an eyebrow. �Seriously?�
Dawn laughed and nodded. She sighed and said, �I never told you but Mom got really mad when I agreed to move in with Ryan. Don�t get me wrong, she likes the guy. But he�s not you. And I don�t think she realized how serious I was with him until I moved in. And then she got�really�happy when you and DJ hooked up.�
I chuckled. �I always wondered about that. She was a lot more ... permissive ... with me and DJ than she was with me and you.�
Dawn shrugged. �Well, you guys are older now. And Mom let us get away with a LOT of stuff when we were just 13 or 16 or whatever.�
�Yeah, well, it�s a moot point now. Maybe you can check in with DJ later and see how permissive your Mom is with DJ�s�next�boyfriend.�
Dawn rubbed my shoulder and said, �Hey, there�s still a chance that it�ll be�you.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Ah, did you miss the part where I explained how we�d broken up?�
Dawn shrugged. �I didn�t say right�away. But when DJ gets over you and decides she�s ready to date again � which between you and me won�t be until AFTER she gets her college acceptance letters � she may very well decide she wants another shot with you. The�real�you.�
I sighed. �Maybe ... maybe not. DJ was right about one thing, I never really got to know her all that well. All I was thinking was �DJ Evans: Dawn�s hot little sister who�s had a crush on me forever�. It�s a very appealing concept to a guy.�
�A more appealing concept than �Dawn: Best Friend Forever who wants you back�?� She arched an eyebrow with a teasing smirk on her face.
I leveled my gaze at my best friend, feeling my heart tighten. �Don�t even fucking kid about that.�
�Sorry, sorry,� Dawn put her head down, biting her lip. I wondered how much her joke was rooted in truth.
We were both silent for a long while, and then I looked up at�The Campanile�to check the time. We�d spent our whole break talking about this.
So standing up, I leaned back and offered my hand to Dawn. �Come on. Let�s get to class.�
* * *
One side-effect of no longer having a girlfriend was that I suddenly had a lot more time hang out with my old crew. It wasn�t that DJ had been occupying my time during the weekdays, but I HAD been gone from Friday afternoon through Sunday night every week, and as such I simply missed out on a lot of the things going on in my friends� lives. Plus, just knowing that I didn�t have a phone call or instant message session with DJ waiting for me at home, I automatically started hanging out at Dawn�s and Ryan�s place for a little longer than usual. And with Adrienne no longer dating Grace, she came as well, at least whenever she didn�t have a sorority event.
I took the time to play video games with Bert and Ryan while the girls gossiped about whatever. (�Boys love playing with their joy sticks,� Robin had quipped.)
Adrienne talked fashion and would go on shopping outings with the girls. (�Just what Dawn needs ... more clothes,� Ryan had sighed.)
And collectively, Adrienne and I spent a lot more time getting involved in our friends� conversations, studied together, and generally re-became a part of their lives. We made the effort to talk with them, to bond with them. We shared homework. We talked about classes. And we started sticking around to grab dinner with them instead of heading home. I even went to play basketball on Wednesday night with Ryan, Bert, and the Seniors. Matt Kanemura, Brandi�s boyfriend, was a little standoffish with me, but nothing serious happened.
Just for the hell of it, Robin suggested we all head out to a miniature golf place on Saturday. And for the first time in recent memory, I found that I was available to go with them.
Technically, I�d never really lost them. But it felt good to have a crew again.
One other side effect of no longer having a girlfriend was that I suddenly had a lot more female attention than before. It was as if all the girls around me telepathically knew that I was no longer attached, and was in fact now �Open for business�.
Perhaps subconsciously, I�d been living my �not-outside-the-family� promise to DJ by keeping my flirtations with other girls in check. Yeah, I joked around some, but I had been careful not to say anything to lead a girl on. And beside restraining myself, I had somehow broadcasted at all times that �Yes, I have a girlfriend and yes, she makes me very happy.�
I didn�t broadcast that anymore.
Apparently, I now broadcast, �I�m handsome and fantastic in bed and I�m a wounded animal who needs some tender loving.� And girls started coming on to me.
The obvious ones were Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends. With Matt and Brandi reconciled, for now at least, it was more comfortable for the group to rendezvous in our living room again, not to mention closer to campus. Kerri, Julie, Ashley, and Erica did have a house further away, but it wasn�t as big or as comfortable as ours. And those four girls were happier keeping our place as the social lounge and their place more private for their respective boyfriends.
Well, not Kerri. The hot redhead had been single for a few weeks now and even when I�d been dating DJ, she�d been making innuendoes about the two of us fooling around just for the fun of it. And in the week after my breakup, she started dropping hints about being there to comfort me if I wanted.
And then of course there was Monique. The statuesque, busty bottle-blonde had never�stopped�flirting with me. And during that same post-DJ week, she was far less subtle about her intentions. On Wednesday, she took one look at me when I walked through the door before stating in her gorgeous French accent, �Now there is a man who needs a blowjob. Would you like me to give it to you?�
But as appealing as a Monique-blowjob sounded, I just wasn�t ready for it yet. Sure, it would feel good. Sure, I WANTED it. But I wasn�t an oversexed 16-year-old anymore. I had other things on my mind besides raw physical relief...
That and ... well, Adrienne was still recovering from her own breakup. We knew we weren�t getting back together, but we were crawling into bed pretty regularly to mutually provide each other with the physical comfort we needed. So it�s not like I was lacking in the bedroom department.
And it wasn�t only in the house that I got this increase in female attention. Apparently, Adrienne hadn�t exaggerated the impact I�d had on the Tri-Delt sorority. At least once a day, and usually much more, some random girl would walk up to me out of the blue and start flirting, completely oblivious to Dawn�s presence next to me.
Most of the time, I had no idea who the girls were, and had to admit such when Dawn would ask, �Who the hell was�that?�
But eventually, I noticed that some of the girls were wearing Tri-Delt pledge pins. Once I realized this, I started to recognize some of them, albeit only vaguely. And after the first week, I found out it would only get worse.
Adrienne returned home from the sorority one day to say, �You�re in trouble now, Tiger.�
I looked up at her with an eyebrow arched in confusion, and she went on to explain. �The Pledge Mistress set a bounty on you. First girl to seduce you gets 100 pledge points.�
My eyebrows shot up. �Is that a lot?�
Adrienne just nodded and then smiled wryly. �Actually, the initial bounty was 50 points. I spoke up and explained that you had just broken up with your girlfriend and were keeping a low profile, trying to get them to leave you in peace for a little while. But that Leighton is kind of wicked � probably why she�s the Pledge Mistress � and she promptly doubled the bounty.�
�Glad to know I�m in demand.�
�Technically, I won because of what we did last night.� Adrienne smirked. �But Leighton deemed that I didn�t count and gave me 50 points to butt out. Jumped me from 8th to 4th. She�s still siccing the other 22 pledges on you. Well, 21. She declared Misty ineligible too and gave her 25. Maybe even only 20 because I don�t think Grace is going to make a play.�
�8, 25, 22, 7, 946...� I drawled. �You lost me.�
Adrienne cracked up.
�Still, 20 girls trying to seduce me...� I sighed and shook my head in resignation. �It seems ... too easy.�
�Too easy?�
I spread my hands out. �Don�t get me wrong, I have nothing against casual sex. But fact is: I�d rather be with you than just ... get laid by some random pledge.�
Adrienne smiled. �Aww, how sweet.�
I shrugged. �I want more than just a hookup. I want to be�happy.�
�Wow.� Adrienne seemed surprised by the sincere tone in my voice and gave me a look of pride. She reached out and patted my shoulder. �You�re growing up, Tiger.�
I beamed but blushed. Then I flashed her a naughty grin.
Her smirk came back knowingly. �But you�re still gonna fuck some of those pledges, aren�t you?�
I grinned even wider. �Fuck, yeah.�
* * *
I felt proud of myself when Adrienne commented that I was growing up. I liked the way I felt when she said it, and I wanted to maintain that feeling as best I could.
That meant that I couldn�t let myself rebound again. Yeah, I was hurting inside from the loss of a girlfriend. Ever since I first started dating Megan at the end of Sophomore year in High School, I�d never really gone very long without having one, going from Megan to Cassidy to Adrienne to Dawn, and then Allie and back to Adrienne and Paige and DJ in rapid succession. The longest stretch I went without a girlfriend was probably my �nottogether� phase with Adrienne, and even then I was so close to her that it didn�t really count. So I was used to always having a girlfriend. I was used to always having a partner. I was one of those guys that just didn�t want to be alone.
Maybe it was time that I tried.
Yeah, I missed DJ. But the driving force in me rebounding with her was the need of someone...�anyone�... to be with me. I had NEEDED someone to love, someone to love�me.
Maybe it was time I learned to get along on my own.
What was it Brooke had once told me? I had to grow up and stop letting stuff happen TO me. I�d made small changes, but life was still coming AT me and I was just reacting to it. Even DJ, who was two years younger than me, had figured out our relationship wasn�t what it should be well before I did. For a long time, my girlfriends and sisters had loved me and had been the ones to effect change in my life.
Maybe it was time�I�stepped up and effected the changes in MY life.
And it started with me. If I was going to be happy, I had to figure out how to be happy by myself. Only then could I figure out how to be happy WITH someone else. I didn�t want to depend on my girlfriend to make me happy anymore.
So where to start? Not with finding a girlfriend. But what else would make me happy?
I pondered that for a long time, sitting alone on the couch in the empty living room. It was a Friday night, exactly a week since DJ and I broke up. Dayna was with Kevin. Brandi was with Matt. And Adrienne had retired to her room to take a shower. I had nothing but time to figure out the new direction of my life.
Who am I? What kind of person do I want to be? What is it that makes me happy?
I heard a door open and turned to look, and at that moment I completely lost my train of thought.
Adrienne stood in the archway from the hallway to the living room, clad only in a silk robe. Her golden blonde hair was slicked back tight against her scalp, darkened with dampness. Her hazel eyes burned a bright gold as she stared at me, but I only stared at her beautiful face for a few seconds. That�s because the silk robe was open from throat to tails, her massive 34G/36F breasts pushing the flimsy material open to the sides so that they hung loosely over her mounds, but exposed the pink nipples which were erect and upthrust in the cool November air. My gaze trailed down her tight tummy to the juncture of her thighs. Adrienne leaned against one side of the archway, flexing one leg with a knee pushed out to her right. This opened up her freshly-shaven bare crotch, showing me that her labia were already parted and moist as she had likely been rubbing herself in the shower.
The stunningly gorgeous blonde goddess was ready for sex.
�It�s a lonely Friday night, Tiger. And I feel like earning another 50 pledge points. Think you can help me out?�
I stood up, the erection in my jeans leading the way.
I am a sexual creature...�THIS�is what makes me happy.
* * *
As expected, the Tri-Delt pledges started making runs at me. Jocelyn Canilao, the slender Filipina in the French Maid�s outfit at the party, showed up with two other pledges. The girls collectively giggled so much they sounded like a nest full of baby chicks, and proved to be quite entertaining to my Microecon classmates. Even Dawn just stepped aside and watched in amusement. The Tri-Delts only scattered when Professor Isakova arrived and glared at them. And oddly enough, I found that Professor Ice was giving me some strange looks of her own after that.
Tonya Brackett was an exotic-looking girl who reminded me of Thandie Newton in Mission: Impossible II. She was very casual about striking up a conversation with me when I was in the library searching for some texts, and it wasn�t until I saw her pledge pin that I realized I was being seduced. I had to admit, I was quite tempted. Despite the relatively high percentage of blacks in Berkeley � especially compared to Orange County � I�d never actually bedded one. Flirting with Erica Jackson, one of Dayna�s friends, had been the closest I�d ever gotten previously. And yes, Tonya did end up using the line, �Once you go black, you never go back.�
And then Cadence Carmichael nearly made my heart stop when she introduced herself by walking right past me and flashing me just the shortest of flirty looks on her way by. The tall, gorgeous strawberry-blonde with electric green eyes was very much my type, having a spectacular body with a slender waist and D-cup tits. I found myself turning my head to stare at her ass as she sashayed by in the opposite direction; and Dawn had to jerk on my hand to make sure I didn�t walk into a bush. It took me a second to recognize that SHE was the butterfly at the Tri-Delt Halloween party, and I was instantly filled with all of the sexual longing I for her I had felt back then. But rather than stop and come talk to me, she just continued on her way, leaving me to crave more.
They were just the beginning. Over the next week, sixteen of the pledges propositioned me in one form or another. Adrienne told me that they had to prove their social skills, that proper Tri-Delts never just bent over and said, �Please fuck me.� They enjoyed sex, but that didn�t mean they were easy. And yet fourteen of the sixteen more or less stated their willingness to have sex with me on their first attempts, only two of them taking more deliberate paths of seduction. I suppose it was the race mentality, everyone trying to be first and everyone knowing exactly how a boy�s mind works. And five of them made specific reference to being curious about the now-legendary �Big Ben Experience�.
For example, Andie Holland was another bottle-blonde, with nicely sculpted dark eyebrows and pouty lips. She told me that she and her sorority big sister, Carli Singer, had been with the girls listening outside the door that Halloween night. She promised me that the two of them would do anything I wanted...�anything�... in any positions and in any holes ... if I could just make them scream the same way.
I was seriously tempted to take Andie up on the offer. But two things held me back. One, only the first pledge got the points. I didn�t yet know whether that meant the other pledges would stop pursuing me, or if they would still want to nail me just out of curiosity. For now, I planned on stringing them along as a group until I figured out a way to boink a whole bunch of them. I could afford to be greedy.
And two, Adrienne was still giving me all I could handle. Post-breakup, she seemed to require my services more frequently than usual, and the resulting encounters could still blow my mind. All-Day Adrienne and I were just so sexually compatible that our chemistry was positively corrosive, and I mean that in a good way. And with a stunningly gorgeous hot blonde with big tits and a penchant for anal sex keeping my libido in check, I was having more fun teasing the Tri-Delt pledges than actually following through. Better to keep playing than just get laid once and end the game.
The only one who might�ve gotten me to cave to my desires was Cadence. But like a true butterfly she flitted in and out of my life, passing me by frequently but only stopping long enough for a flirty laugh or a quick conversation before going on her own way and leaving me wanting to talk to her more. With her sensuously melodic voice and hypnotizing eyes, she had my full and undivided attention each and every time. But each time didn�t last long enough for me to really get to know her. The game seemed to be more than just single seduction. Unlike the others, it wasn�t about convincing me to let HER fuck ME; it was about getting me so tightly wrapped around her fingers that�I�would be begging her to let ME fuck HER.
But in the meantime, I still had the other pledges pursuing me. Lakhi Sharma � or Princess Jasmine as I fondly remembered � got really close one day. I don�t know what it is about Indian girls, but every now and again you come across one who�seriously�has tits that are just WAY out of proportion with the rest of her petite body. Lakhi was one of them, standing only 5�4� but sporting perky 34D�s that I would have HAD to think were fake if I hadn�t had my own lips and hands wrapped around them myself. And she bumped those tits into me while walking down the street after I�d dropped off Dawn but before I made it to my house.
I realized thirty seconds later that the girl had gotten my address � most likely because she knew Adrienne and I were rooming at the same house � and also figured out my routine of going from Dawn�s house to my own. So, like any good stalker, she had meandered around some spot between Dawn�s place and mine, just waiting for me to arrive. And today, since Dawn and I were a half-hour later than usual, Lakhi had probably been hanging out on that street for quite a while.
I actually felt a little flattered at the lengths Lakhi had gone to, and I played along with her. I complimented her outfit. She giggled coyly and played with her hair. She dropped a flirty innuendo and I made reference to remembering the sound of her moans from the other night. She laughed and punched my arm playfully. I enjoyed the attention and she was clearly aroused by the possibilities.
But time was running out, and by the time we reached my house, she pretty much gave up on social seduction and grabbed my shirt, saying, �Please, Ben. I�need�you to shove your thick cock up my ass and make me feel as completely overwhelmed with bliss the way you did on Halloween! I�ve never felt that way before ... ever ... and when you violated my most sacred place I felt like I was being taken to The Paradise after death a little early. Please ... I�need�you.�
I was turned on. I was horny. The thought of buggering Lakhi again set my blood on fire. And whether knowingly or not, she was using MY trigger phrases like �I�need�you� in a perfect, pleading voice that went straight to both my heart AND my loins. Plus, I hadn�t gotten laid in a couple of days and I was really, really horny. Still, I protested that I had a lot of homework and told her maybe some other time. And in the end, I managed to slip inside the front door and shut Lakhi out.
Adrienne was already home and through the window, had witnessed my gentle but firm rejection of her fellow Tri-Delt pledge. She was standing in the hallway when I finally collected myself and turned around, a knowing smirk on her face. �Are you sure you�re the same Ben I knew in High School?� she teased. �The last time we broke up you nailed Helene McGregory and half her friends inside a week!�
�It was more than a�week,� I growled. And then I strode forward rapidly, reaching Adrienne before she could move. I grabbed her hands, pinned them behind her back, and roughly shoved her up against the wall, grinding against her crotch with the bulge in my shorts that Lakhi had created. �And I didn�t have�you�at home.�
�So she DID get you turned on...� the blonde bombshell breathed.
�Hell, yeah. For such an innocent-looking girl, she certainly has a wicked mouth.�
�So...� Adrienne smirked, with a tease in her voice. She reached a hand up between us and pushed lightly against my chest, holding me at bay. �If I say �no�, then you�ll have no choice but to run after Lakhi and fuck her brains out?�
�Sure, if you want her to win the 100 points,� I groaned, continuing to grind myself against Adrienne�s body. I knew she could feel my hard erection, and as I squeezed her wrists a little tighter, I could sense her heating up with passionate lust. Every now and again, Adrienne REALLY liked it when I just dominated the shit out of her.
�Hey, that�s a pretty good idea,� she panted, trying to maintain control. At the moment, she was on top and she knew it. �I bet I could make a bunch of money if I �helped� one of those girls win this task.�
�Nah...� I shook my head, deciding to take charge. After all,�I�wanted to be on top a few times in my life. And still holding Adrienne�s wrists tightly, I pulled us both off the wall and then started marching her backward towards her own bedroom. �I think I�ll just fuck your brains out and skip the pledges,� I growled.
�Ohhh...� Adrienne groaned, her eyelids closing halfway. But she was still fighting back. �Then I�ll say �no�, Ben. �No�. You can�t have me. Better run after Lakhi.�
I smelled bullshit. Adrienne and I had too close of a connection for me not to realize she wanted to get pounded just as much as I wanted to pound her. So calling her bluff, I let her go and immediately took two steps back. �Fine, you said �no�. I�ll just go in my room and jack-off. I�ll take my thick, hot, throbbing cock into my hand and stroke it powerfully, tensing all my muscles as the self-inflicted pleasure shoots through my body. I�ll find my box of tissues and blast a thick, creamy, steaming hot load of man goo into a defenseless wad of tissue paper. I�ll be fine. The pledges can simmer.� I shrugged and then turned away while Adrienne whimpered.
�Fucking�bastard.� Adrienne grabbed my shoulders and yanked me back to her, gripping the base of my neck as she pulled us into a frenzied nuclear kiss.
I chuckled and scooped her up into my arms, carrying Adrienne like a newlywed bride across the threshold while doing my best to keep my tongue lodged in her throat. I forcibly kicked her door open and waltzed up to her bed. And grinning to myself, I suddenly broke away and unceremoniously tossed her onto the mattress, sending her shrieking and sprawling.
I win.
Now where were those handcuffs and blindfold?
* * *
�AAAAAHHH!!!�
�Unnnnnghhh!!!�
�FUCK!� Adrienne threw her head back as her body convulsed with her final orgasm. Her anal muscles clamped down around my invading prick, trapping it at the maximum depth of her bowels.
Trapped or not, I gave a last lunge with my hips, trying to cram even more of my dick up my adoptive sister�s asshole. The impact finally collapsed her legs, dropping her body onto the mattress with her knees jutting out to the sides. My body landed flat atop hers, causing us both to groan while our climaxes continued and I filled up her anal cavity with a few more gushes of sperm.
When I was finally done, and had also recovered my breath, I slowly extracted myself out of Adrienne�s ass and knee-walked around the bed to park myself next to her face. The stunningly gorgeous blonde had her face turned away from me with her cheek pressed against a pillow while she panted softly. I reached over and unhooked her handcuffs from the headboard, while leaving her wrists still bound together. Gently taking her still-blindfolded head, I pulled her around to me and used my fingers against her cheeks to direct her to open her mouth. And then I made her clean me off.
�Mmm...� Adrienne moaned happily, knowing she was completely at my mercy, and knowing I would only push her so far.
But I wasn�t thinking about trust and mercy just then. I looked down and saw the beautiful girl kneeling before me, her lips stretched by the wide girth of my cock and the upper-half of her face covered by a black blindfold. And a new thought popped into my head.
�Hey, Adrienne...�
�Hmm?� She popped off my cock and tilted her head up to me, somehow giving me a quizzical expression despite the blindfold.
I smirked, even though she couldn�t see me. �I�ve got an idea.�
* * *
It was an easy matter of getting into the bedroom. The Tri-Delt chapter house had balconies running the full lengths of the second and third floors. It was a cold day outside when my plan went into action, and I easily scaled onto the second floor and over to the target�s room without anyone noticing. Once there, I simply waited for her to arrive.
Leighton Barrister was a Senior and this year�s Tri-Delt Pledge Mistress. Relatively tall at 5�9�, she was a beautiful young woman with dark blue eyes, lustrous dark hair, chiseled cheekbones, and an upwardly-tilted imperious nose. She also had a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model�s body, as I could clearly tell when she entered into her bedroom wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around her torso, fresh from taking a shower.
Predictably, she tried to scream when I came out of the shadows and grabbed her around her waist while clamping another hand over her mouth. Personally, I was against this part of the plan, especially given my skittishness over abuse of females. But my girls insisted it was necessary.
�Please don�t scream. I won�t hurt you,� I said in as calm a voice as I could, even though I knew it wouldn�t calm her down at all. Hopefully, the next part would. �My name is Ben. And I understand your girls have been instructed to find me.�
She stopped struggling immediately and simply tried to turn around. I loosened my grip enough for her to turn her head while still covering her mouth in case she decided to try and scream. She looked at my face with terrified eyes, clearly recognizing me. After all, the bullet scar along my left cheek was pretty identifiable. And only then did her body relax.
�I�m taking my hand off your mouth now,� I said calmly, and removed my hand. Immediately I fished the fur-lined handcuffs out of my pocket and firmly but not violently began slipping them around Leighton�s wrists behind her back. And then I finished, �But I�m not letting you go.�
�What are you going to do?� she asked fearfully, resisting my grip on her wrists but not completely trying to fight me off.
�Simple,� I replied while focusing downward as I cinched the cuffs closed. �I�m going to fuck your brains out.�
She inhaled sharply and tensed up, but didn�t try to break free. I reached a hand up to her cheek with my thumb beneath her jaw, gripping it firmly. And as I forcefully pressed my lips to hers, I yanked her towel away and then jerked her naked body against the bulge in my jeans.
The beautiful brunette groaned and melted against me. I�d learned how to kiss a girl from the best. Dawn had first taught me the basics. Keira had refined my skills. Going nuclear and volcanic with Adrienne and Dawn had honed me to the point where I could potentially induce an orgasm just by kissing a girl. And now Leighton looked well on her way to doing just that.
I had the blindfold around her head before she realized what was going on. Her eyes flew open for just a second before the black cloth slid down to cover them. And when I gripped her bound wrists and jerked her down to the floor, she was panting rapidly from both adrenaline and arousal.
Leaving Leighton kneeling upright before me � naked and with her wrists bound behind her back � I noisily opened up my belt and unzipped my jeans. Staring down at her, I extracted my erect cock and took it in hand, shuffling forward until I was within reach of her face while she breathed heavily, her mind probably still racing from the suddenness of this all. Holding my prick, I then lightly tapped my mushroom head against her cheek, smiling to myself when she instinctively turned her mouth toward it.
�You can scream all you want. You can say �no� all you want. I won�t pay any attention,� I said calmly. �But I am not here to rape you. If you want me to stop at any time, just say �apricot�. Do you understand?�
I could clearly see the gears working in Leighton�s head as she kept her head down, and for a second I thought she would say it. But then she tilted her head up and looking at me, sight unseen, she said clearly, �I understand.�
I grabbed her head, used my fingers against her cheeks to open her mouth, and then pushed my cock inside. Leighton moaned and immediately began sucking.
While erect, I hadn�t been completely hard. Yeah, I got off a bit on physically dominating a girl, but not being 100% sure that Leighton was a willing participant had tempered my lust. Now, her full acquiescence � not to mention her hot, wet mouth � had me hard enough to break steel. And she moaned again as she felt me getting even thicker to stretch her lips.
But I wasn�t here to go off in her mouth. Gripping her head firmly, I pulled Leighton�s head away from my hard, wet prick and then scooped my hands beneath her armpits. She wasn�t a small girl, but I yanked her up onto her feet like a rag doll and then frog-marched her the few feet over to her bed, where I pushed her down face-first with her legs hanging off onto the floor.
She grunted and turned her face to the side on impact while I stopped to divest myself of my clothing. Once I was naked as well, I grabbed her hips and shifted her into a better position. And then I knelt beside the bed and sank down between her spread thighs. Leighton�s crotch was now hanging off the edge of the mattress, and I leaned in to take my first swiping licks at her puffy pussy lips.
�Ohhh, shit...� Leighton groaned when she felt my oral attention. She went limp on top of the mattress, her hands still cuffed behind her and on top of her ass. And whimpering softly, she moaned her way through a couple of orgasms while I played around with my tongue and fingers, automatically seeking out her erogenous zones and trigger spots the way I did with every new girl I was with.
But I wasn�t here just to eat her out. After her second orally-induced orgasm, I wiped my mouth off and stood up. �I�m going to start fucking you now,� I said calmly. Her only response was another moan.
Gripping her waist, I lifted Leighton up onto her knees, forcing her face a little more into the mattress since she was still cuffed and unable to use her hands to brace herself. She did finally scream when I lunged forward and swiftly impaled her with my cock, burying myself to the hilt on that first thrust and ramming her with enough force that my balls swung forward and slapped against her swollen labia. After that first scream, she turned her face and literally started gnawing on the sheets, grunting and whimpering while I steadily pounded her pussy from behind.
�Oh, shit ... oh, shit ... oh, shit,� Leighton whimpered while I rhythmically long-dicked her, getting her tight tunnel used to the sensation of being spread wide by my invading prick. I kept up that slow, steady pace long enough to decide how much she liked that style of stroking. And then I started varying my thrusts and threw in a few corkscrewing motions, experimenting to figure out just how this girl liked to be fucked.
Turned out that short and hard was her thing. Most girls are more sensitive around their vaginal lips than deeper in their tunnels, and Leighton was no exception. When I got to the shallow, rapid thrusts, I heard a noticeable increase in the pitch of her whimpers. She clenched her eyes shut and bit down on the sheets, and I felt the tightening of her pussy muscles as she ramped up toward orgasm.
�Ah, you like that, bitch?� I growled, concentrating on the new thrusting style. And surprise, surprise, I felt her tighten around me even more when I called her �bitch�. On a whim, I let fly with my right hand and spanked her asscheek.
�FUCK!� Leighton yelped and bounced her ass back at me, taking me deeper for a single thrust. So I let fly with my left hand and reddened her other cheek.
�FUCK!� she yelped, jerking back again. I just grinned and went to work.
�FUCK! ... FUCK! ... FUCK!� Leighton yelped three more times in rapid succession before I yanked her off the bed and planted her feet on the floor with me. Bending my knees slightly to maintain the angle, I then gripped her hips and started slamming myself against her bright pink buttcheeks harder and harder.
�You like that, bitch?� I growled. �You like feeling me spanking your naughty ass, Miss High-and-Mighty Pledge Mistress? Tell me. Tell me!�
�Yes!� Leighton whimpered against the mattress, flexing her arms still restrained at the wrists behind her lower back. �Spank me again!�
I let fly with a wicked slap, causing her to yelp once more. Then I grabbed onto her handcuffs, using them as a hand-hold to jerk her body against my pistoning prick. �You love this! Being helpless. Being held down and savagely fucked. Don�t you? Tell me. Tell me!�
�Yes!� she screamed and I spanked her again.
�You�re used to being in charge, aren�t you? You get off on it, bossing around all these young girls who are so desperate to please, don�t you? Well you�re not in charge right now, bitch. You�re blindfolded and handcuffed and pinned to your own fucking bed beneath me while I ram my big dick up your self-righteous cunt. You�re at MY tender mercies now, and I�m not fucking leaving this room until you�re passed out on the fucking�floor�in a puddle of sweat and cum. You wanted to get some voyeuristic thrill out of setting all your little pledges after me? You wanted to know what the Big Ben Experience is all about? Well now you�re gonna fucking find out. Take it, bitch! Take my cock up your prissy little cunt! Take it! Take it!�
�FUUUCK!�
�Take it! TAKE IT!� I bellowed, spanking her ass again and ramming myself even harder.
�FUUUUUCKKK!!!�
�CUM, bitch, CUM!�
�FUUUUUCKKK!!!��Leighton screamed loud enough to announce to the whole house that she was getting a royal pounding.
�ARRRGHHH!� I bellowed, announcing to the whole house that I was the one pounding her.
And together, we�CAME.
Leighton�s toes dug into the carpet as she strained against the mattress. Her ass quivered and her pussy spasmed as the incredible climax tore through her body. And she trembled beneath me while my cock spat out wads and wads of scalding hot cum into her sucking cunt.
We�d never spoken to each other before this day. Literally, my first ever words to her were �Please don�t scream�. But now she was pinned naked, blindfolded, and handcuffed beneath my body while I held my pelvis against her buttcheeks, gushing my sperm down into her vaginal cavity. So maybe it was a soulless fuck with a near-total stranger. At least it was a fuck on MY terms, and on MY initiation.
When I stopped humping her ass and just leaned against her, flexing my slowly softening dick inside her saturated pussy, Leighton sighed and turned her face to the other side, away from the puddle of drool that was forming beneath her cheek. �That was incredible.�
�We�re not done with you yet,� I intoned as I slowly withdrew from the bound and blind brunette�s tight snatch. I then released Leighton�s left wrist, rolled her onto her back, and repositioned her lengthwise along the bed.
Only then did my choice of words filter into Leighton�s brain. �Wait, �we�?�
I looped the handcuffs through the headboard and re-bound her wrists together. Leighton tugged against them in a mild panic and futilely looked around the room, her blindfold still preventing her from seeing a thing.
�Yes, �we�,� I finally answered. I grinned and looked to the door, where my two assistants had entered in upon hearing Leighton�s first orgasmic scream and then stayed in the shadows to watch me fuck the shit out of her. My first assistant came straight to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, sealing her lips over mine and giving me a fierce nuclear kiss. �Fuck that was hot,� Adrienne growled right in my face.
�Go on,� I nodded to the panting, naked brunette. �You told me you�d been fantasizing about doing this to her ever since I told you about my idea.�
Adrienne giggled and then swiftly moved between Leighton�s thighs, where she split apart the Pledge Mistress� legs and dove in to noisily slurp my cum out from her still trembling cunt.
�Ohhh,�shit...� Leighton moaned as she felt the agile tongue and lips go to work on her nether regions. She probably had no idea it was even a girl going down on her.
Meanwhile, my second assistant finally approached. She wrapped her arms around my neck just like Adrienne had, and gave me a searingly passionate kiss. When she pulled away, Misty Madsen blinked her smoky-gray eyes at me and smiled. �Thanks for inviting me.�
I smiled right back. �Thanks for getting me into the house. Couldn�t have done it without you.�
She blushed prettily and then reached down to tickle my semi-soft cock. �Would you like me to help get you hard again?�
I grinned and pushed down on her shoulders, getting the slender brunette to kneel with my dick right in her face. �Please,� I said encouragingly as Misty opened her mouth and slurped me inside, her active tongue going to work. �And then I promise I�ll make you scream just as loud as Leighton.�
�Holy shhh ... Holy fuuuhh...� Misty groaned and let her head loll back against the mattress and away from Adrienne�s crotch. The two beautiful 19-year-olds had been sixty-nining, Adrienne on top, when my adoptive sister signaled to me that Misty was ready for the final act.
I�d left Leighton panting on the floor, exhausted and still blindfolded. And with Adrienne guiding my way, I�d sunk my throbbing dick into Misty to drill her overstimulated pussy while Adrienne nibbled on her clit.
This evening wasn�t the first time Misty and Adrienne were having sex together. From what I understood, being Grace�s roommate had provided Adrienne with several opportunities over the last year and a half. But the two hadn�t been together since well before Adrienne�s and Grace�s breakup, and tonight my stunningly gorgeous adoptive sister had been eagerly attacking not only the prissy Pledge Mistress, but also her old friend. Together, Adrienne and I had really worked quite a number on both brunettes, and I realized that we made a pretty damn good team. Heck, my brain was already percolating with ideas about the �Big Ben�and�A.D. Experience�.
Speaking of which, Adrienne slid herself off of Misty, since the brunette was now too overwhelmed to focus on completing the sixty-nine. Adrienne�s right hand went to Misty�s breasts while she slid her left hand beneath the panting girl; and then she popped her index finger through Misty�s anus. Predictably, Misty screamed, �AAAAA-urp!�
Adrienne had muffled Misty with a wet, steamy kiss.
At the same time, I went for Misty�s trigger � that L2 vertebra � and scraped my cock against her G-spot. Misty promptly convulsed just once, as if she�d been hit with those heart-attack paddles they use in the ER. And then her eyes rolled back in her head and she started drooling as she passed out from the force of her orgasm. �Nnnnnggghhhaaaa...� Misty�s now unconscious body sighed without her, and she wilted into a lifeless puddle on the bed.
One down. One to go. I�d saved Leighton for last.
The beautiful Pledge Mistress was already a limp pile of sprawled limbs and sweaty skin. The handcuffs were long gone. Only the blindfold remained, such that she never saw the other two girls who had joined me in royally screwing her brains out for the last two hours. She may have already guessed, but she�d never actually seen them.
Leighton was just barely still conscious as she tried to recover from our last fucking. And she was as limp as a de-boned fish when I hoisted her legs and hooked them over my shoulders while reinserting my rampant prick into her oversaturated pussy.
�I can�t...� she whimpered plaintively when I started fucking her. �I can�t take anymore...�
�Just one more,� I intoned. �But if you want me to stop, you know the word.�
�Apri ... Oh, shit...� she groaned as I long-dicked her a few times, holding her still red asscheeks in my hands. I kept my pace slow and steady, waiting to see if she would attempt the word �apricot� again. But in the end, she merely whimpered, �I don�t know...�
I didn�t give her time to really think about it. After coating myself with the abundant fluids in her cunt � countless orgasms from her and two from me � I pulled out my now-soaked dick and lifted her hips a little higher. Leighton�s body was still completely limp and compliant, and before she ever realized what was happening, I�d slid my cock through her relaxed anal sphincter.
�Oh,�SHIT,� Leighton grunted and tensed slightly when she felt the anal penetration. �I can�t ... I can�t...� she pleaded blindly while shaking her head side-to-side, the black cloth still covering the upper half of her face.
�You are...� I intoned calmly. �Take it, bitch,� I growled without any real heat. �Take it...�
�I can�t ... I can�t ... Oh, shit ... You�re too big...� she whimpered.
With a sigh, I felt my pelvis push up against her crotch, my cock fully embedded in her tight asshole. With a satisfied grin, I growled, �You just did.�
�Oh,�shitttt...� Leighton�s head tilted back and she moaned as the pleasure took over.
Even after two hours of fucking, I still had enough energy to give Leighton a proper reaming. She, on the other hand, was already running on fumes. Barely conscious, the beautiful brunette simply lay there and took the pounding up her ass, completely unresisting. My hands mauled her tits and stroked her clit while I rutted her against the floor of her own bedroom. And in the end, she tightened up and squeaked out the one final orgasm that put her over the top, sending her into the welcoming bliss of unconsciousness where I couldn�t get to her anymore.
As Leighton exhaled her last and let her head loll limply to the side, I was momentarily reminded of when I�d done the same thing to Lakhi. I finished my final strokes and then relaxed as the final flood of cum poured out of me, shooting in pulses along my cocktube and squirting into the Pledge Mistress� bowels. I held myself above her wilted body with my arms locked and hands beside her shoulders, careful not to smother her. And when I had squeezed out the last drops and even felt a little shiver run down my spine, I finally pulled out.
Adrienne looked ready to dive in and suck my jizz out of the Senior Sorority girl�s stretched asshole, but I took her hand and held her back. The gorgeous blonde turned and arched an eyebrow at me.
�Let her be,� I said. �I promised her she�d pass out in a puddle of sweat and cum on her floor, and I kinda like seeing the creamy trickle running down her buttcheeks.�
Adrienne giggled and hugged me. �That was fun. We should do it again.�
�C�mon. Let�s go take a shower.� I gestured to the door with my head.
�What? Like this?� she gestured up and down at our naked bodies.
�Sure. Why not?� I grinned. We moved around to pick up our discarded clothes. Tucking the clothes under my left hand, I reached out to Adrienne with my right hand and interlaced our fingers once again. And then with all the confidence in the world, I opened the door and led us outside.
As expected, there were about a dozen girls in the hallway who looked up in shock and awe when Adrienne and I stepped out, completely in the nude. Sweat was steaming off of both our bodies, and our muscles were still hard in the immediate aftermath of so much exertion. My hair was messy and my bangs hung down over my eyes. I drew myself to my full 6�0� height and held my neck erect. I had just royally fucked the Pledge Mistress up the ass with two other hot babes by my side, and I felt like a Greek God.
Adrienne�looked�like a Greek Goddess. Her golden blonde hair fell in waves over her naked shoulders. Those massive tits were proud and firm and glistening in the hallway light. She was gorgeous clothed. Naked, she was intimidating. And to have her holding my hand beside me only made me look even better.
I calmly led us past the awed crowd and headed for the hallway bathroom. Behind us, I heard excited chatter start up as the girls squealed about me and Adrienne emerging fully naked and obviously post-coital. The volume sharply went up when they peeked into the bedroom, smelling the pungent aromas of sex and seeing the two unconscious brunettes: Misty on Leighton�s bed and Leighton on the floor wearing a blindfold, my cum still leaking out of her ass.
The hot shower felt great on my sore muscles. The way Adrienne rubbed soap into me felt even better. We hadn�t had much contact for the past two hours; after all, we could fuck all we wanted at home and we were more interested in blowing Leighton�s and Misty�s minds. But now we kissed passionately beneath the spray, enjoying the simple feel of each other�s body. It felt so wonderful to just tenderly hold her in my arms. We loved each other. And we were lovers.
We were family.
Some of our audience had followed us into the bathroom. With the same confidence, Adrienne and I simply walked out and started getting dressed, neither of us needing to blush. What was there to be embarrassed about? And after making sure our clothing was set and our hair halfway decent, we kissed and then walked out of the house hand-in-hand.
The bounty went up to 250.
* * *
Back in Orange County, Keira McNeil gave birth to a healthy boy: 7 pounds, 8 ounces. She emailed me a photo and a note thanking me for everything I was willing to do to help her, even if things didn�t turn out the way she�d originally expected.
She also told me the baby�s name was Benjamin, after me.
I hyperventilated for the three seconds it took to scroll down and find out that she was joking. The baby�s name was Colin, after her dead husband. And I wasn�t worried about paternity. The kid in the photo had a small thatch of red hair, a ruddy Irish baby. And I�m not Irish.
I hadn�t realized that I�d carried around just a little bit of uncertain tension for this entire time. Even though Keira had told me back in late-May that the baby wasn�t mine, I�d never been completely sure of it until the photo arrived. And finding out that I was NOT a daddy gave me an extra boost of energy to jump into my new life feet first, ready to go.
Everything was starting well. My grades were fine and I was cruising toward an excellent semester and hopefully, an acceptance letter into the Undergraduate Business program next Spring. I had friends that enjoyed my company and shared their lives with me, keeping me social and keeping me entertained. And I had the most amazing fuck-buddy at home in Adrienne, who was compassionate sister and nubile nymphomaniac rolled into one.
Plus, the Tri-Delts were absolutely CRAZY for my cock. I still wouldn�t touch the pledges � toying with them and the 250-point bounty was way too much fun � but the full-fledged sisters weren�t subject to the same rules. Including Leighton, I wound up nailing a half-dozen of them before Thanksgiving Break.
Just like I�d imagined, Adrienne nailed them right along with me. After our little naked walk down the hallway to take a shower together post-Leighton and Misty, the Tri-Delts correctly figured that the easiest path to get into my pants was through Adrienne. They didn�t have the authority to give her pledge points or anything, but favors were promised and I�m sure there were a few one-on-ones between the upperclassmen Tri-Delts and Adrienne without me. Once again, the gateway to my dick was through her pussy.
First up was Bridget Marks, the Playboy Bunny who had stolen a kiss from me at the Halloween party. I�d turned down the busty blonde�s advances at the time and she�d declared me a monogamist. Adrienne invited me to go with her to the chapter house one afternoon and I soon found myself ensconced in Bridget�s bedroom with two hot blondes clad only in their underwear. Adrienne and I double-teamed the Senior Tri-Delt through dinner time, tucking the girl asleep into her own bed with my last deposit of cum still oozing out of her well-fucked cunt.
Next up was Carli Singer. The redheaded Junior tried to pull a fast one on us, as her Freshman pledge Andie Holland walked in halfway through and tried to join in. Fortunately, the rules stipulated that Andie couldn�t just mount me unawares and get the points; she actually had to seduce me into it. I�ll admit, watching the pretty bottle-blonde fully naked and getting tag-teamed by Carli and Adrienne made me quite tempted to crawl aboard and rut away to my heart�s content; but I wouldn�t budge and in the end, the only dick Andie got inside her was a strap-on that Adrienne used to send the Freshman teenager into orbit. We still left Carli unconscious and leaking my cum out of her pussy. Andie was merely dazed and whimpering with desire for me to finish her off.
Josephine Beart, Kelly Park, and Leah Hirsch soon followed, every one of them a Senior or Junior Tri-Delt double-teamed into a sexual stupor by me and Adrienne.
And it wasn�t even just Tri-Delts I was fucking. Monique St. Claire rather unceremoniously walked into my bedroom one evening, knelt beside my desk chair while I was working on the computer, and gave me that blowjob she�d been hinting at for weeks. After I nutted down her throat and she raved in that adorable accent about how wonderful I tasted, I tackled the French bombshell onto my bed and pounded her through three orgasms before spending myself again deep inside her cunt.
Then there was the time that Adrienne was busy at the chapter house, whether for an actual sorority event or auditioning our next conquest I don�t know. But the point was that I got that itch to scratch and decided to pay a visit to Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends� house. Thankfully, I found that yes, Kerri Trainor was home and yes, she was still looking for a good shagging.
Not too unexpectedly, Julie Carpenter was also home and after listening to Kerri�s screams for a half-hour, the pretty brunette with the wide mouth crawled into bed with us. Julie admitted that she probably shouldn�t be there with us and I stated plainly that I didn�t want to get between her and her boyfriend. But Julie just whimpered and explained, �I STILL can�t help myself. There�s just something...�primal�... about you, Ben, that I can�t resist.�
And so the three of us fucked the entire night away. Kerri and Julie proved once again that they were far better together than just the sum of their parts, and I fell asleep between their nubile bodies before we woke up in the morning and did it again. And by the time I finally emerged from Kerri�s bedroom to head home and get ready for school, the girls� roommates Erica Jackson and little Ashley Tran were giving me intensely appraising looks.
I was living large, getting laid, and enjoying my life. I had more pussy than I could handle, and even Cadence Carmichael started to realize she couldn�t just hang back and wait for me to come to her. I found my gorgeous strawberry-blonde butterfly flitting around me a little more often, and lingering a little longer than before. And one Sunday afternoon, she caught up to me just outside of the gym after a session playing basketball with the boys.
�Hiii, Ben,� Cadence greeted flirtily as she sauntered up to us, clad in low-rise jeans and a long-sleeved knit sweater with a high collar that hugged her curves and stopped short of her belly-button, revealing a nice expanse of creamy skin across her midsection. She then glanced across my basketball companions. �You boys look like you got quite a workout.�
�I�ve still got enough to give�you�a workout,� remarked Larry, one of the guys. He whistled approvingly and openly leered at the gorgeous young girl.
But Cadence completely ignored him and latched onto me. �Hmm, hot and sweaty,� she frowned while clutching my arm. �Not my favorite, actually, unless I was a part of making you hot and sweaty.�
�Sorry to disappoint,� I drawled.
�Not at all,� she shook her head. �Nothing a nice shower can�t fix. Now if only I could drag you away from the guys, I might be interested in washing your back.�
�Laters, Ben.�
�See ya next time.�
�Adios.�
Looking out for my best interests, the boys quickly moved away to leave me alone with Cadence, chuckling to themselves while also looking back at me with some envy. She WAS freakin� hot. I wouldn�t put her in a class with Dawn and Adrienne on pure beauty, but she exuded a sexiness that more than made up for any raw physical shortcomings.
The strawberry-blonde babe giggled and then clutched me tighter as I nodded in appreciation to the boys and turned to head for home. As I expected, Cadence willingly went along with me.
But I only expected her to tag along up to a point. Her style so far had very much been hit and run, popping in, flirting for a minute or two, and then flitting away almost as suddenly as she�d arrived. We traded innuendoes and compliments while walking through the campus. She talked about my muscles and squeezed them appreciatively. I complimented her on the sweater, asking if it was new since I hadn�t seen it before. She giggled and seemed flattered that I�d noticed, and in general we were having a good time for far longer than I would have thought.
Then Jocelyn Canilao found us. The pretty Filipina hopped up and latched onto my other arm. �Hi guys!�
�Hey, Joss...� I grinned.
Cadence practically growled, �Jocelyn...� in a threatening tone. Despite being on the other side of me, it looked like she was trying to glower downwards at the shorter pledge. Jocelyn wasn�t that short, maybe 5�5�, but Cadence�s 5�11� plus heels had her towering over the other girl.
�Ooh, hot and sweaty. I�like,� Jocelyn giggled and smiled at me, completely ignoring the threatening looks from her fellow pledge.
�Won�t last long,� I shrugged. �I happen to like feeling clean and there�s a shower in my near future.�
�Ooh, can I watch?� Jocelyn waggled her eyebrows suggestively.
I glanced at the strawberry-blonde on my left arm and then back to Jocelyn. �Long as you don�t mind watching Cadence wash my back.�
Jocelyn giggled. �Not at all. Actually, I�d love to wash your�front�while she�s doing your back.�
�No, thank you,� Cadence bit out rather harshly. �I don�t play well with others.� Her eyes were cool and hard and I could feel her nails digging into my arms with her tension.
�Well dear,� Jocelyn said with wide, falsely-innocent eyes and a bit of a smirk, �If you don�t need any help doing him, I�d�love�to do�you.�
There was no mistaking the grimace on Cadence�s face. While she didn�t say anything obvious, I got the distinct impression that she was uncomfortable by the idea of having Jocelyn�s hands on her. In fact, the look on her face reminded me of the time Megan and Cassidy tried kissing each other for the first time, then immediately broke off and declared it �not sexy�.
Okay, so Cadence was 100% straight. I could deal with that, as long as she was willing to fuck me. But I had to admit it dashed a few fantasies I was having of her and Jocelyn � or especially her and Adrienne � sharing a shower with me.
Anyways, Cadence made some excuse about a rain check and then flitted away again, leaving me alone with Jocelyn. And as much as I�d enjoy having a girl join me in the shower, I wasn�t ready for the pledge game to end. So I ultimately told Jocelyn we�d have to hook up another time and she went her own way as well. And I returned to the house alone and feeling just a little bit disappointed with the way things had turned out.
But that feeling didn�t last long. I entered into the house just in time for Monique and Adrienne to get up and greet me. Monique quickly walked up and for the third time in the last fifteen minutes, a hot girl was commenting about how I was hot and sweaty.
�Nothing a shower can�t fix,� I shrugged.
�I got a better idea,� Adrienne drawled, catching Monique�s eye and winking. �Why don�t the two of us take you into your bedroom where you can make US hot and sweaty, too? And only after we�re done, after we�ve exhausted every single possible method for three people to wring pleasure from each other�s body,�then�we can all get cleaned up together.�
I grinned and opened my bedroom door, beckoning the girls inside. Even though it was less than three weeks since breaking up with DJ, I felt good.
I felt free.
And I was getting more tail than a friggin� peacock.
My life was perfect, right?
* * *
Neoclassical economics holds that when each individual maximizes their utility, the utility of society is also maximized. This requires that individuals� utilities can be summed (i.e. individual utilities are additive).
Dawn had been typing up her paper for Microecon while I studied on my bed. It was an important paper we�d have to turn in before the Thanksgiving break. Since her apartment had become social central, there were just too many distractions there. And so we�d decided to come finish our work at my house.
I�d ribbed Dawn about how slow a typist she was and claimed I could do better blindfolded. She�d decided to skip the blindfold and simply sit in my lap, letting her body block the view. And I�d typed out a perfect couple of sentences without being able to see the screen.
�How do you DO that?� Dawn snorted and turned around in my lap to look down at me, her crystal blue eyes flashing.
I craned my head around her shoulder to look at the monitor and confirm that I�d typed the sentences perfectly. Then I smirked up at my best friend. �It�s a gift.�
�Yeah, well I think you have too many �gifts�,� she sighed and turned herself to the side so we could better talk with each other. And then she showed off her flexibility by kicking one leg over my head so that we were face-to-face, her long legs reaching down to let her feet rest on the floor on either side of me. �You can type without looking. You can recall every damn thing you read and ace your tests with ease. And you can eat all those fatty foods without gaining any weight. I hate you.�
Realizing our new position, I lightly thrust my hips upwards, digging the front of my jeans into her crotch. �Yeah, and I can take a girl from zero to climax in under a minute. That�s one �gift� you haven�t experienced in a long time.�
�Stop that,� she admonished without any actual heat in her voice, lightly slapping my cheek without any actual force. In fact, it felt a little more like a caress, and for a brief second, her eyes became heavy-lidded.
�Sorry,� I replied sincerely. �It�s a good thing Ryan�s not around to see that.�
�Oh, he knows we won�t do anything,� Dawn said dismissively.
�Maybe. But speaking as a guy, there�s always a niggling of doubt no matter how�sure�you are.�
�Ffppt. My boyfriend is secure in who he is and in how much I love him,� she declared. �Besides, we all know that just getting laid isn�t exactly a problem for you right now.� Smirking, she reached down and actually tapped my bulge with her index finger.
I smirked right back, the shit-eating grin of a well-fucked young man. �True,� I admitted.
�What�s up with that, anyways?� Dawn sighed, giving me a tired look.
�What�s up with what?�
�You. Screwing around. I mean, I know you�re horny, but you�ve never been�quite�this much of a slut before.�
I frowned. �Slut?�
Dawn giggled and patted my shoulder. �Yes, Ben; you�re a slut. How many different girls have you slept with since you and DJ broke up?�
�How many? Uh...� I started going back to calculate.
She giggled almost immediately. �Too many to count?�
�Hey, gimme a second,� I protested.
�What, like a dozen? In a month?�
�No! Not that many.�
�You sure?�
I bit my lip, having lost track and trying to start back over with the Halloween party and counting on. Misty, Lakhi, Leighton, Bridget...
�Forget it. You already proved my point.�
�What point?�
She shrugged. �You�re a slut. Accept it. I�m not criticizing you for it. Just stating the fact.�
�Okay fine. So?�
�You feel happier?�
�Yeah. Kinda.� I smiled. �Makes me think that maybe I�m better off not getting involved in a relationship with anybody. Why go through all the headaches and drama of a girlfriend? I�m getting laid. I�ve got time to focus on my schoolwork. And I�ve got more time to spend with you and the rest of the crew. Yeah. I�m happy.�
Dawn rolled her eyes and shook her head. �Sometimes I feel like we�re sharing the same brain. But then sometimes, I don�t understand you at all.�
I arched an eyebrow questioningly.
Sighing, she then pushed down with her feet, lifting herself free of my lap and made ready to kick her leg over to step free of the chair. But the instant I felt her begin to move away, by instinct I wrapped my arms around her and sat her back down in my lap.
�Oof,� Dawn huffed in surprise when I tugged her against me, and against the slight hardening in my jeans. Her eyes darted down to mine, and I found myself staring right back at her while continuing to hold her against me.
It felt like we both just sat there, Dawn in my lap looking down at me, for�hours�... even though it must have just been a second or two. At last, Dawn asked softly, �Ben ... What are you doing?�
As if only now becoming aware of the situation, I blinked rapidly and abruptly released her. I rolled my chair back, separating us from the desk. And with my hands on her hips, I helped her stand up away from me. �Sorry,� I mumbled. �I don�t know what came over me.�
Dawn looked at me with a curious expression on her face. �It�s okay. No harm done.�
I turned and got out of the chair, gesturing for Dawn to drop back into it so that she could resume editing her essay. Without a backwards glance, I headed to my bed to collect my book. And then I sat down heavily, wondering to myself:�What HAD I been doing?
I wasn�t sure what had come over me, what instinct had possessed me to react the way I did. And when I looked back at Dawn, I realized that while she had seated herself in the chair, she had not rolled back up to the computer. She was staring right at me with that curious expression still on her face.
�What?� I asked nervously.
Dawn bit her lip and then took a deep breath. �Nothing,� she said quietly. And then she turned and rolled back up to the keyboard.
We resumed our work. And for some reason, I didn�t feel so happy anymore.
NOVEMBER 27, 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Dawn and I got our papers turned in. Professor Ice gave us a heartwarming Thanksgiving benediction of: �Enjoy your days off while you can, because you can look forward to the most difficult part of this course in December.�
Then Thursday morning itself rolled around and Dayna, Brandi, Dawn, Adrienne, and I all piled into Dayna�s Impala for the drive to the Evans house. Brandi rode shotgun. I sat behind Dayna in the back on the left side. And Adrienne and Dawn had agreed to trade off who got stuck with the middle seat. Adrienne was next to me for the drive down, and she very casually rested her hand on my leg. But I barely noticed since my eyes were out the window, my mind on seeing DJ for the first time since our breakup.
I needn�t have worried.
The Evanses greeted us all like family on arrival. I made eye contact with Jack and Deanna Evans as we entered the house, but my gaze was instantly drawn to DJ. I knew immediately that she looked different, but it took a few extra seconds before I realized why.
She�d let her hair out of the braids.
I wasn�t sure what to think at first. DJ�s braided pigtails had been a signature part of her look since before my family left for Orange County. True, I�d seen her without the braids � in the shower for example � but to see her fully dressed and with flowing blonde hair with waves in it both surprised and amazed me. The braided pigtails had always made her look youthful and energetic, perhaps even younger than her 17 years; but now she could pass for a college student.
With two parents and DJ waiting, and five of us college kids, it took a few minutes to get in all the hugs. Surprisingly, DJ showed absolutely no hesitation to wrap her arms around me and give me a quick peck on the cheek. I felt a familiar stirring in my loins at the sight of the gorgeous teenager and the feel of her body pressed against me, but tamped down on that urge. I�d really been having almost too MUCH sex lately, if that were possible.
�Hi, Ben,� she looked up at me with big blue eyes.
�Hi, kiddo. I like the hair.�
�Really?� She blushed and ran her fingers through it. She took a deep breath. �I thought it was time for a change. Didn�t want to just be a little kiddo anymore.�
I frowned and tensed up. �You don�t want me to call you that anymore?�
Her eyes popped up. �Oh, no! I still like it when you call me �kiddo�.� She patted my chest and looked at me with somewhat aroused eyes. But she took a deep breath and cleared that look away. �So how�ve you been? Feels like forever since I�ve seen you.�
�I know. Can you believe it hasn�t even been three weeks?�
She shrugged. �The short time hasn�t stopped you from moving on, from what I hear.�
I blushed and looked over at Dawn. The beautiful blonde caught my look and raised her hands defensively. �I didn�t tell her�everything.�
�She told me enough,� DJ stated with raised eyebrows.
I winced and looked down at my pretty ex-girlfriend. �Are you upset?�
DJ blushed and giggled. �No. Not at all. Flattered, actually.�
�Flattered?� I arched an eyebrow.
�Flattered that the only way you can make up for losing me is by banging half of Adrienne�s sorority,� DJ giggled.
�It�s not�half�of Adrienne�s sorority,� I drawled defensively. But everyone was smiling and I soon chuckled along. Changing the subject, I then turned to DJ and asked, �How about you? Any news on the boy front?�
�Psshh...� Deanna Evans swooped in. �Boys started calling here the instant word got out that DJ was single again. But she won�t give them the time of day.�
I arched an eyebrow and looked at DJ. The young blonde shrugged and said, �I just don�t feel like dating.�
I frowned and looked at her with concern. Even though she had been the one to call things off, I felt like I�d hurt her and she was still in mourning or something over our relationship.
DJ read my reaction and smiled. �No, you didn�t�damage�me or anything, Ben. I�m not all depressed and moping around the house. I just don�t feel like dating right now. I just want to finish the semester and get the best grades I can, and life is simpler without any romantic hassles.� She smirked at me. �I can get a lot more work done without a�needy�boyfriend pining away for me.�
I chuckled at that and tugged DJ back into a hug. She squeezed me firmly and sighed. Then tilting her head up to my ear, she whispered, �Still ... I�m wearing out the batteries in my vibrator and I�m really,�really�horny.�
I tensed up slightly and darted my eyes to hers. There was a definite note of invitation in her voice that surprised the hell out of me. And there was a teasing smile on the tip of her lips.
But before any of us said anything further, the conversation was already picking up with the others. �And how are things going with Matt?� Mrs. Evans was asking inquisitively.
Brandi sighed in resignation. �Not so great. It�s like ... It�s like we�ve just lost whatever magic we had. We�re both trying really hard and there�s a lot of love still there, but things just aren�t the same.�
�Aww, I�m sorry, dear.� Deanna was holding Brandi�s hands and patting them gently.
On the verge of tears, Brandi finished, �I don�t think we�re going to last through the winter break.� She started crying then and Mrs. Evans pulled her into a hug. Whenever our mom wasn�t around for support, Deanna Evans made a great substitute.
And Dayna was on hand to provide a little comic relief. �Seriously, who ever thought�I�d�be the one in the stable, committed relationship?�
Everyone, even Brandi, cracked up a little at that.
* * *
At first, I settled onto the couch in the family room to watch football with Jack Evans. We watched Joey Harrington and the Detroit Lions actually beat Brett Favre�s Packers in the early game. As lazy men in front of a TV that was playing football, we pretty much stayed in place while the girls brought us food for lunch. And we seemed ready to do the same for the Dolphins-Cowboys game as well.
But when I got up to go to the bathroom, I noticed that Dawn and DJ were deep in a conversation back in the living room. I wouldn�t have paid them any mind except that they both turned to look at me as I walked back, and something in the way Dawn specifically was looking at me triggered some sense in the back of my head. They were talking about ME.
Curious, I detoured over with a casual smile and watched amusedly as both girls suddenly looked nervous at my approach. �And what are YOU two up to?�
DJ grinned right back. �Just talking about you,� she admitted.
I nodded and pointed back and forth between my head and Dawn�s, referencing our almost mystical connection. �I figured.�
Dawn blushed, �I�m not telling her�everything.�
I smirked. �You know, the way you keep saying that makes me think you ARE telling her everything you DO know. You�re just not able to pass along what you don�t know.�
Dawn blushed even brighter and then smiled. �So what are you saying? That you�re keeping secrets from me?�
�Secrets? No. I�ve never kept secrets from you.�
�So tell us. Just WHAT is going through your head, Ben?� Dawn leaned forward eagerly. �I know we�ve talked a bit about it, but there was just so much going on with school and everything else we never really sat down to figure it out.�
I shrugged. �I dunno. I�m just trying to find happiness like everybody else, I guess.�
�And are you happy, Ben?� DJ asked curiously.
I nodded. �Yeah ... I guess. Don�t get me wrong, I miss you, kiddo. And I miss being your boyfriend, Dawn. But in the end, I think things have worked out for all of us.�
The girls looked thoughtful and I kept going. I gestured to DJ. �You look more relaxed now than at any time we were dating. I don�t know if that�s a condemnation of the way I was as a boyfriend, but it�s true.�
DJ shrugged. �I feel like I�m finally on top of my studies. I feel good about my college apps and I aced my SATs. This semester is going well and I think I�ll actually get all A�s.�
�That�s great!� I said warmly.
DJ�s eyes twinkled. �Of course, just because I�m not stressed about academics anymore doesn�t mean I�m not anxious about...�other�... things.� There was a world of innuendo in her voice and in the sultry look the gorgeous young blonde flashed me.
I chuckled and then looked at Dawn. �And I don�t think you could ask for a better boyfriend than Ryan. He�s been sweet and attentive and loyal. The guy adores you and let�s face it, he�s doing a better job of making you happy than I ever could.�
Dawn just smiled wanly and blushed while looking down.
�Besides,� I continued. �I don�t know if we could be the friends we�ve been if we�d stayed together. I just know I would have found a way to fuck it up a long time ago, the way I�ve fucked up almost every other relationship I�ve ever had.�
�It�s not all your fault,� DJ admonished me.
I shrugged and looked back and forth between both girls seriously. �Maybe. Maybe not. But right now I think I�m just better being Mister Independent. No relationship. No commitments. No expectations.�And no disappointment.�
Dawn looked at me softly, her eyebrows canting to the sides. �But aren�t you lonely, Ben?�
�Lonely?� I snorted. �Not hardly. I finally did the math. You were right: it�s been 12 girls since DJ. 13 if you count Adrienne. Although to be fair, they�re not�all�new.�
�I call slut,� DJ drawled.
�Too late. I already called it,� Dawn interjected. Then her smile dropped away. �But I don�t mean that kind of lonely, Ben. You never had a problem just getting laid. I�m not even IN that sorority and I hear girls whispering around campus about the Big Ben Experience.�
I smirked, my ego puffing up.
�But do they really make you happy?�
I frowned and looked back at her. Clearly, for once, Dawn didn�t understand me at all. And it felt like she�d already asked me this same question a hundred times. �Of�course�they make me happy. I�m getting laid by a dozen hot babes with more waiting in the wings. I�m having more incredible orgasms in more exotically pleasurable ways than I can believe. I�m friggin�living�the ultimate male fantasy with a college�sorority�stacked with girls who are practically in love with me!�
DJ snorted. Dawn just rolled her eyes and stated, �You know they�re not in love with you.�
I shrugged. �Okay that�s hyperbole. But I get no complaints from them. And they keep coming back for more.�
Dawn sighed. �Fine, you�re incredible in bed; we know that, don�t we Deej?�
DJ smiled and nodded.
�But there�s more to a relationship than orgasms,� Dawn continued. �Heck, there�s more to SEX than orgasms. You�ve nailed a whole bunch of girls, and gotten repeat business from some of them. Great for you. But you�re just a living vibrator to them. The most important part of sexual satisfaction for a girl is not orgasm, it�s the connection to the person they�re with.�
�Oh we�re pretty tightly connected when she�s got all four limbs wrapped around my body while I�m buried deep inside her,� I chortled.
�Ben!� Dawn admonished. �I�m being serious. Can you really say that any of those girls feel�intimately�connected to you?�
I sighed. �Maybe not. But that�s up to them. They�re not coming to me for feelings of intimacy, certainly. But then neither am I.�
�So where ARE you getting your feelings of intimacy?�
��Feelings of intimacy�?� I snorted. �I�m a guy.�
�You still need them, Ben,� Dawn scolded. She looked at me seriously and asked, �What was that on Tuesday night, Ben? You know, when you held onto me after that blind-typing test?�
I arched an eyebrow. �Huh?�
Dawn reached out and patted my knee. �It�felt�like you needed a hug.�
I snorted. �Naw, I get hugs all the time: Adrienne, Brandi, you, and of course all the Tri-Delts.�
She shook her head. �It�s not the same and you know it. You�re a more sensitive guy than your macho ego may try to insist.�
I rolled my eyes. �I�m�fine. Craving intimacy is what got me into trouble in the first place with you, DJ.� I turned to look at the younger Evans sister. �Isn�t that what got us started? You jumped at the chance for a fantasy relationship and I rebounded because I needed intimacy. And look where it led us.�
DJ blushed and looked at her hands.
I turned back to Dawn. �The last thing I want to do is rebound again, okay? Fine, I�m�lonely�by your definition. But I really think it�s best if I�m alone for a while, okay? I need to take a step back and not get myself into another relationship just for the sake of being in a relationship. Make sense?�
Dawn exhaled slowly, her mouth eventually forming an �O� as she blew air straight out. When her breath gave out, she finally conceded, �Fair enough.� But she wouldn�t totally give up. �Just don�t try to tell me you�re looking for happiness, Ben. You�re just looking to get laid and you�re running away from your feelings,� she scolded.
I rolled my eyes. �FINE. Jeez. Didn�t realize I was going to walk into a lecture.�
�I�m not trying to lecture you,� she protested.
�Look. DJ and I broke up less than�three weeks ago. Cut me some slack.�
�Cutting you slack is giving you space to think about your life and time to get over your ex-girlfriend. But you�re not doing that, Ben. You�re doing what you always do. You�re drowning your feelings in a sea of lust and naked sorority sluts!�
I went rigid. I didn�t mind Dawn calling ME a slut; I deserved it. But I�d never liked�anyone�calling a girl I cared about a slut, not even Dawn. �You�don�t�call them that,� I barked coldly.
�What? Sluts? They ARE!� Dawn�s voice elevated. �They fucking made a competition out of seducing a complete stranger!�
�It�s not that simple!�
�But it�s true!�
�What�s your problem?� I exclaimed. �What the Tri-Delts do is none of your business.�
�It IS my business when they�re going after YOU!� she yelled, her eyes a little wild.
I looked at my best friend as if there was suddenly a bad taste in my mouth. �What, are you jealous or something?�
�Jealous? What the fuck are you smoking?� Dawn screeched. �Why would I be jealous of some skanky SLUTS?�
�Dawn! Stop calling them that! I�m warning you!� My voice was elevating as well.
�Or what? You�re gonna hold me down and rape me, too? What would that make me? Number 14?�
�DAWN!� My eyes flew open in abject shock at her words. �What kind of guy do you think I am?�
�A boy! A stupid, stupid boy!�
�Is everything okay in here?� Deanna Evans stood in the archway, a look of concern on her face.
Dawn immediately turned red and averted her face. I winced and gave an apologetic nod to Mrs. Evans. DJ just looked stunned by what had happened.
Dawn just planted her forehead in her palm and squeezed her eyes shut. Without turning to her mom, she muttered, �Everything�s just�fine.� And then without another word, she stood up and practically raced out of the room.
Mrs. Evans, DJ, and I were left blinking in surprise and looking at each other a little awkwardly, none of us exactly sure what to say.
Eventually, Mrs. Evans just took a deep breath and looked at me. Her eyes searched through mine for a moment, and then she nodded knowingly, as if she understood�exactly�what was going on. Without another word,�she�turned and left the room.
�What just happened?� I asked quietly.
DJ didn�t say anything right away. But eventually, she sighed and leaned over, patting my leg. �Dawn just cares about you.�
�What?�
DJ smiled wanly. �My sister is the most level-headed person I�ve ever met. She only gets that way over you.� She shrugged. �She cares about you.�
I blinked a couple of times, not quite following.
DJ stood up, leaned over to peck me on the cheek, and then turned and walked out of the room, leaving me alone.
I�ll�never�understand women.
* * *
I wound up back on the couch in the family room in front of the football game. If Jack Evans had heard me and Dawn yelling at each other in the living room, he didn�t show it. When I sat down he simply took one look at me, cracked open a fresh beer, and handed it over. I chugged half of it without even thinking about it.
One by one, the other girls trickled down to join us. Dayna was first, sliding onto the loveseat. Adrienne came with her, cuddling up and using me as a backrest the way the twins had been doing for their entire lives. Brandi popped in and out, choosing to spend more time helping out Mrs. Evans in the kitchen.
After a while, DJ came back from wherever she had gone and mirrored Adrienne by leaning against my other shoulder. All in all, the girls saw a pretty boring game. The Dolphins had things well in hand by the second quarter and the Cowboys sucked. Quincy Carter threw two interceptions in the fourth to ice things. After the game, we all talked about random nothings until it was time to eat.
Dawn didn�t come back down until dinnertime, spending most of the day in her room. I didn�t want to say she was outright avoiding me, but on the few occasions she DID venture downstairs, she�d never so much as looked at me.
Things thawed a bit at dinnertime itself. I was seated along a long end with DJ and Adrienne, but Dawn wound up directly across from me and once dinner started, she seemed to sigh in resignation and at least became polite with me. She gave me a small but hopeful smile when I made eye contact and she responded when I asked her to pass me the potatoes. And as the meal wore on, the tension between us leeched away until there was nothing left.
After the meal was over, everyone pitched in to help bus the table and put away the dishes. With eight people helping out, things got put away and the dishwasher loaded pretty quickly. Jack and Deanna invited everyone to have some wine and veg out for a bit while we all went into turkey tryptophan-induced comas. But I went looking for Dawn and found her looking for me.
For a second, she darted her eyes around to everyone else in the family room. Without words, our eyes met again and I gestured with my head, getting a confirming nod from Dawn. I then turned and she followed me back to the main hallway. Once there, I paused and let her lead me upstairs. I involuntarily checked out her fine ass on the way up and then into her bedroom, where she flopped onto the bed while I dropped myself onto the desk chair.
�I want to apologize for what happened earlier,� Dawn began.
�It�s okay, really. I��
�No, I need to apologize,� she interrupted me. She took a deep breath, looked me in the eyes, and continued, �I was out of line. I shouldn�t have called those girls �sluts�. I know the word really bugs you.�
I shrugged. �Clearly, it didn�t really bother me when you and DJ both called ME a slut.�
Dawn giggled and looked down. �Yeah, well. You know what I mean.�
I smiled. �Apology accepted.�
She sighed and then looked away. �And I realized that in a way, I AM jealous.�
My eyebrows furrowed and I pulled my head back. �You mean?�
She read the expression on my face and shook her head. �No, no. Not like that. Well,�yes�like that. I mean, I�do�remember how wonderful we were together in bed. But no, not like that.�
I blinked, working to follow as she�d rambled a bit. �Huh?�
She broke out into a big, slightly embarrassed smile and sighed. �What I mean is: I was a little hurt that you didn�t come to me after you and DJ broke up.�
�I did.�
Dawn shook her head. �Not until Monday. You two broke up Friday night.�
I winced and shrugged. �It wasn�t on purpose. I just kind of locked myself inside the house for a bit, you know? And Adrienne and Brandi and Dayna were all there to talk to me.�
�But you didn�t even tell me it happened.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Did I need to? I thought you girls all communicated telepathically.�
She chuckled and shook her head. �Not exactly.�
�But you DID find out right away, didn�t you?�
Dawn nodded. �DJ called me that night.�
�So you knew. What�s the problem?�
�You still didn�t call me.�
I frowned. �You didn�t come visit me.�
�I didn�t know if you would want me to.�
I sighed. �Of course I would. You�re my best friend.�
�Am I?�
I stopped and looked at Dawn. She looked genuinely hurt and my eyebrows furrowed as I tried to figure out what was going on in her head. In good times, our emotions and feelings flowed back and forth between each other as if they were written in neon letters above our heads. But there were times when I had no clue what she was thinking. �Dawn, of course you are.�
�Then on the night you broke up with your girlfriend, why didn�t you come talk to me? Not even a phone call?�
I shrugged. �I�m a�guy.�
She shook her head. �Not what I mean. You used to always tell me what was going on in your love life, and what you were going through. You told me about Keira way in the beginning, even though you didn�t give me her name. We talked a LOT about your relationships with Adrienne and Paige. You know I�m always here for you to talk about whatever you�re going through. You know I�m here to help you figure things out. But this time, you didn�t. When you and DJ broke up, you just went off and did your own thing. Yeah, you came back and reported what you were up to, but you never told me what was going on in your head.�
�I didn�t know you wanted me to.�
�Of�course�I did. I�m your friend. I�m your Dawn. I�m here for you.�
�You didn�t want to talk much with me last time,� I said bitterly. �After Adrienne and Paige broke up with me.�
She sighed and looked away. �That�s because you pissed me off. You more or less said, �Okay, I�m free now. Why don�t you break up with Ryan and get back together with me since it�s convenient?��
�I didn�t say that!�
�Yeah, you pretty much did.�
�I�m sorry. I never meant anything like that,� I sighed. �I was just kind of messed up after all that in May and I was grasping at straws.�
�I know. And things didn�t get much better for a while.� Dawn leaned over and traced the bullet scar on my cheek with her fingers.
We both went silent as I pondered all the traumas of the Adam-incident; and Dawn gave me the space to ponder them. But then I took a deep breath and looked over at her. �Seriously, I didn�t know you wanted me to come to you.�
�I�m your best friend.�
I exhaled. �Are you?�
She looked surprised at the little reversal. Two minutes earlier she�d been challenging whether or not�I�considered her my best friend.
I sighed. �You don�t share much with me anymore, either. I mean yeah, we spend all day together. We go to classes and we study and we do our homework and everything. But you�ve never talked to me about what�s going on in your relationship with Ryan.�
Dawn smiled wryly. �You�re a�guy.�
I rolled my eyes. �So? Same difference. You share your romantic complications with other girls, probably Gwen, right?�
Dawn nodded. �But it�s not like you share your romantic complications with another guy. Who do you talk to, Adrienne?�
I smirked. �Adrienne�s mostly lesbian. That makes her a de facto �guy� since we�re both looking at girls the same way.�
Dawn rolled her eyes and quipped, �I�like looking at girls, too.�
I grinned. �I know, I know. I dunno. Maybe because I�m a guy I just don�t talk about it much. Even when I talked to you about Keira and Megan and everything else, it was all kind of after the fact. You were in NorCal and I was in OC.�
Dawn sighed and nodded. She looked thoughtful and as her eyes stared off somewhere in the distance, I simply stayed quiet and waited her out.
Eventually, she pursed her lips together and rolled those crystal clear blue eyes over to me. In the spot lighting of her bedroom, shadows were cast across her pretty face making her look even more alluring as she smiled at me radiantly. �I want to change that, Ben.�
�Change what?�
�I want to talk to you. I want to share with you. I feel like we�ve drifted so far apart over this last year and a half.�
�Last year and a half?� I arched an eyebrow. �Two years ago we were 500 miles apart. The last year and a half has been the first period we could really spend a lot of daily time together.�
She smiled. �I�m not talking about�time. I�m talking about being close to my best friend, being close to my Ben. We may not be a couple anymore, but I want to get back that feeling of intimacy with you. It doesn�t have to be sexual intimacy. But that personal ... closeness ... Do you know what I mean?�
I smiled and nodded. In the last few weeks ... heck, for most of this entire 2003, I hadn�t really felt close intimacy with anyone. I had started to feel a bit lonely back when Adrienne first pulled herself away that Valentine�s Day to pursue her relationship with Grace. We�d gotten some of it back in a more sibling affection ever since, not to mention a great sexual partnership, but things hadn�t been the same. I�d never really gotten that intimate with DJ, either, she being more in love with her fantasy Ben and me just clinging to the idea of having�A�girlfriend. And clearly, I hadn�t had anything remotely resembling intimacy with the dozen or so chicks I�d been banging the past few weeks.
Dawn continued. �I want to share what I�m going through with Ryan. I feel like he and I have reached this really important turning point in our relationship; something that will change the rest of my life. And I�d love to be able to share that with you, to talk it out with you.�
I smiled and got off the chair, moving over to the bed and sitting sideways on the edge just in front of her. �And I want to share what I�m going through right now. I bluster a lot about being Mister Independent and living the ultimate male fantasy. But yeah, I�m still not sure what I�m doing. I want to be happy, not just get laid, and I�m not entirely sure how to go about that. It�s still too soon for me to think about a relationship. I know I don�t want to rebound and I�m not sure what I should be looking for in another girlfriend anyways. But I�d love to be able to share what I�m feeling with you.�
Dawn broke into a delighted smile, the kind that carried up through her cheeks and into her eyes, making them sparkle. With a little giggle, she raised a hand and touched my cheek, brushing it with her fingertips gently. �I missed you, Ben. I know we�ve been seeing each other almost every day, but I missed you. I missed the Ben I loved at summer camp.�
�I missed you, too. I missed ... my Dawn.�
�I�m right here, now,� she said softly and leaned towards me. �You don�t need to be Mister Independent. You�ve got me right by your side.�
I took her hands in mine and squeezed them gently. �And I�m right here, now. I�ll always be here for you.�
Her smile got bigger and what seemed like a happy tear rolled down her cheek. I wanted to move to intercept it, but couldn�t bear to break my hands free of hers. So on impulse, I darted forward and kissed the tear away, my lips lingering just an extra second against her silky smooth skin.
She smiled even bigger and another tear squeezed out onto her opposite cheek. I quickly darted around and kissed that one away as well. She turned her face fractionally toward mine. I brought my face in line with hers. And then moving forward, our lips met together.
It wasn�t a kiss of passion. It wasn�t a kiss of lust. It was just a kiss of love, the timeless love that had bonded Dawn and me since we were first born. The touch of her lips filled me with a joy I hadn�t felt in a while, and this time there was no Ryan to stop by and cause us to awkwardly split apart.
The pressure of her lips increased and I pushed a little harder to match her. I tilted my head to the side and probed forward with my tongue. She parted her lips for me and touched my tongue with her own. And as our kiss deepened I felt the waves of absolute bliss and contentment filling my soul.
This was my Dawn.
This was the way things were meant to be.
But not yet.
Dawn pulled back and quickly moved up to peck my nose. She was crying again, albeit with bright eyes and a happy smile. Her eyebrows popped up and with just a touch of embarrassment, she giggled, �We should probably stop before this gets out of hand. I have a boyfriend, remember?�
I groaned and realized that I was rock hard. Dawn just had that effect on me, and I grimaced with the realization that indeed, we had to stop before going past the point of no return. �I love you, my Dawn.�
�I love you too, my Ben.�
�I don�t want to leave right now,� I whispered harshly, my voice strained with passionate lust.
�I know. But we both know you should.� She sighed. And then her eyes darted over my shoulder as a little smile spread across her face. �Besides, my little sister needs you now.�
My eyes suddenly focused and I backed my head away. �Wait, what?� I twisted my head around to see the gorgeous 17-year-old leaning against the doorjamb, an eager expression on her face.
�C�mon, honey,� DJ reached a hand out to me. �I�ve gone three weeks without getting properly pounded and there isn�t much time.�
Blinking fast, I turned back to Dawn. �But ... but...�
�Go,� Dawn giggled and pushed me away. �Go on. It�s okay. Get out of here.�
DJ came forward to take my arm and she physically tugged me off the bed. �C�mon, honey. I�ll take that big problem you�ve got in your pants and make it go away.�
Still slightly shell-shocked, I merely hung on as DJ dragged me out of the room.
The impish young blonde then giggled uproariously. �I�ll even let you call me �Dawn�.�
* * *
�Fucking hell...� DJ groaned as my prick glided forward the final inch, my pelvic bone bumping up against her crotch and coming to a full and complete stop. She was breathing shallowly as her hands clutched at my forearms. I could feel her heartbeat through her vaginal walls, slowly pulsing at me in a steady [bum-BUMP] [bum-BUMP].
�I forgot how fucking big you are,� she groaned and let her head fall back against the mattress.
�I forgot how fucking tight you are,� I grunted in reply as I held myself above her, my arms shaking slightly as I fought to keep still.
�Mmm ... fuck me, Ben. Really fuck me,� the beautiful young teenager moaned as she began rolling her hips, fucking herself a couple of inches along my shaft and gradually stretching her vaginal tunnel around my invading rod. �I�ve gone three weeks without feeling your magnificent cock splitting me wide open and I don�t know how long this fuck is gonna have to keep me.�
I growled and dropped myself down onto my elbows, high enough to keep my weight off her but low enough to feel those marvelous 34DD tits rubbing against my chest. I hooked my hands beneath her shoulders and gripped her as I began to pump in and out of her clasping pussy. And I tilted my head down to start nibbling at her neck.
�I missed you, kiddo.�
�Ha!� She giggled and rolled her eyes. �It was my big sister that got you this worked up.�
�Maybe,� I conceded. �But I still missed you. What we had may not have been ideal, but it was real to me.�
�Oh, Ben...� DJ sighed and continued rocking her hips, undulating her lithe body to meet my every thrust. �It was real to me, and I appreciate everything that we were together. But we aren�t meant to be. I know that now. You were my fantasy, but the real you belongs to Dawn.�
�Ahhh...� I sighed, feeling the curious mix of pleasure from DJ�s exquisitely caressing pussy and sadness over Dawn. �Dawn and I aren�t like that anymore.�
�Hmm ... not for now you aren�t; but give it time,� DJ breathed and rubbed my spine, gripping my shoulders and using the leverage to press her crotch against me a little harder when our loins met. �Not everyone has a soulmate you know. And that sort of thing doesn�t go away that easily.�
I looked down at the beautiful girl writhing beneath me in pleasurable ecstasy. Her sunny blonde hair was loose and haloed around the pillow instead of coiled into its usual braids. Her crystal clear blue eyes stared straight back at me. And the scent of her body was so familiar. DJ really looked like a slightly younger, slightly skinnier version of Dawn, and for a brief moment, I pictured her older sister beneath me.
�Ohhh...� I moaned in rapture as the idea of grooving my cock in and out of Dawn sent a tingle up my spine. DJ was right, the connections to a soulmate don�t go away that easily, and even now, as Dawn contemplated the seriousness of her relationship with another man, the mere concept of making love with my Dawn caused a surge of power into my strokes.
�Ooh, you like that, don�t you?� DJ teased. �Talking about Dawn.�
I groaned again and shut my eyes, letting the fantasy take over for a few brief seconds. My hands tightened against her shoulders. My lips pressed against her skin. And my loins drove harder and deeper into her body. Already I could envision the ecstatic thrill of blasting my load, pouring out my liquid love, into...�her�... body...
�Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck...� DJ grimaced and groaned as I pounded her with increased energy. And the sound of her familiar chanting brought me right back to reality.
I shook Dawn from my head and looked down at the pretty girl beneath me, the youngest Evans daughter who had put her heart into becoming the very best girlfriend I�d ever had. In many ways, she hadn�t succeeded; but that didn�t discount everything she�d gone through for me, and for us. I opened my eyes wide and moved a hand up to caress her cheek. I tilted my head and pressed my lips to hers, giving her a tender kiss. �Let�s stop talking about Dawn, kiddo. I�m with you.�
She giggled. �I meant it when I said I�m okay with you fantasizing about Dawn while you�re fucking me. I know we�re not meant to be in love, and I really just want to get laid right now. Hell, if you�ll fuck me even better, I�ll let you fantasize whatever the hell you want.�
For a brief moment, I thought about accepting her offer. No, that�s a lie. For a LONG time, I thought about accepting her offer. I wanted to be with Dawn; I really did. Yeah, I was fucking a dozen hot babes from Dayna�s hottie Senior friends to nubile sorority girls, but of the thousands of girls on the entire campus at UC Berkeley, Dawn was one of the few that were completely off-limits. You always want what you can�t have. And that desire was multiplied a hundredfold for my Dawn.
But I was with DJ. It was important to me that I pay attention to the girl I was with, and not just...�use�her as a receptacle for my pleasure. Keira�s golden rule was still locked into the very foundations of my lovemaking, and I had to please DJ first.
�I�m with you, kiddo,� I said in a serious, deep voice. �Whatever else we may have been, whatever we could be in the future, and whoever else we may be with someday, right now I�m with you. And I want to be with�you.�
I held her face in my hands and brought mine down to hers. We didn�t quite kiss. Our noses lightly bumped against each other as I stared into her eyes, holding my gaze until I was sure she was staring right back into mine. I didn�t have words for how I felt in that moment; it wasn�t quite love, not quite gratitude, not quite lust. But I put the way I felt for DJ into the way I looked into her eyes, and with a deep satisfaction, I sensed more than saw the smile tugging up at the corners of her lips.
Only then did we finally kiss. Our eyes closed and our heads turned and my body surged forward to press deeply into hers. DJ kicked her hips up and wrapped her legs tightly around my waist, flexing and tugging to fuck herself harder against me. I felt a wondrous surge of pleasure coursing through both our bodies as our lovemaking kicked up another notch. And with a passionate intensity I hadn�t felt in the last dozen-plus screws with random hot girls, DJ and I really started fucking up a storm.
I�d given DJ better orgasms before this night. She�d cum harder and squirted more and thrashed about the bed in a glorious cocktail of sexual agony and ecstasy. I�d also given DJ far�more�orgasms than this night, because tonight she only had the one.
But it was GREAT orgasm. Not the most powerful, not the best feeling, but it was perhaps the most satisfying orgasm of her young life. When she came, it was with our eyes locked onto each other. When she came, it was with her entire body vibrating at the peak resonant frequency of maximum happiness. And when she came, it was with my own cum splashing against her inner walls at the same time.
�Oh, GAWD! BEN!� DJ cried as the climax tore through her body. �BEN! BEN! BEN!�
�DJ! DJ! DJ!� I chanted right back as we shuddered and rocked against the mattress. Our names were clear and our hearts were open. This wasn�t love. It was just pleasure. And it was happiness and thankfulness for the person we were with.
Dawn was right: The most important part of sexual satisfaction for a girl wasn�t the physical orgasm; it was the connection to the person they were with. For the first time, with DJ at least, I hadn�t just concentrated on giving her the greatest fuck, or even the most luxurious lovemaking. I simply made sure she knew I was with her.
When we were done, DJ stared wide-eyed at the ceiling, as if unable to believe what we had just done. She wasn�t physically drained. She wasn�t half-unconscious. Actually, she still seemed energized, eager even. And yet her body was completely relaxed with total satisfaction despite having only a solitary orgasm.
�Wow ... that totally wasn�t what I was expecting...� DJ breathed. �But it was incredible!� She pushed my face into the crook of her neck and squeezed me tightly, hugging me down to crush her smaller body beneath her.
�Nrrgghh,� was all I could groan in response. I�d had a pretty good orgasm myself and my brain was still mush.
DJ giggled and rubbed my back. �Hm, if you�d been making love to me like that this entire time, I might not have let you go.�
�Nrrgghh...�
DJ sighed and then patted my back. �We�ll have to do that again sometime. Maybe when you come back up north after winter break?�
I turned my head to the side and smiled. My mouth felt full of cotton but I managed to say, �I�d like that.�
The pretty blonde smiled and moved her face forward to kiss me. And then we rolled apart. It was time to go home.
* * *
By prior agreement, Adrienne and Dawn traded places in the back seat of Dayna�s Impala for the drive back to campus. That put Dawn beside me, and she dropped her hand onto my thigh. And as we pulled away from the curb, my beautiful best friend turned to me with an impish smile.
�Quite a number you did on DJ back there.�
I blushed and looked down. I thought about my response for a few seconds before picking my head back up and looking into Dawn�s crystal blue eyes. �It was special,� I said finally.
Dawn smiled back and blushed. �Sounded like it.�
I moved my hand on top of hers, squeezing it gently. A thought came into my head that I didn�t verbalize. But no matter. From the way Dawn�s eyes brightened and widened for a brief moment, I think she got it anyways.
�Next time, it�ll be you.�

Chapter 15: The Party

DECEMBER 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�You still going to try your little stunt in messing with Leighton�s bounty?� Dawn hugged my arm while we headed up the hill. She was adorably cute in a college girl kind of way. Her sunny blonde hair was pulled into a ponytail that poked through the back of her navy blue Cal baseball cap. She also wore a zip-up hoodie and well-fitting jeans as we cruised along the pathway, roaming around the verdant greenscapes of the campus.
I arched an eyebrow and chuckled to myself. We�d always talked about the things going on in our lives, but it was only since that Thanksgiving agreement for complete and total transparency with each other that I really shared with Dawn all the naughty, hormonal impulses running through my head. She�d surprisingly shown absolutely no jealousy and in fact, had given me some helpful ideas on making my little fantasies into reality.
One of her best ideas was to let�more�than one of the pledges seduce me. 250 points was enough to push any of the girls in the top eight to Number 1, and those eight had been particularly aggressive during this last week before getting their formal invitations. If I could work out the timing just right, I could theoretically nail all of them before the others realized it, and then let Pledge Mistress Leighton Barrister try to figure out what the hell to do.
Sure, the whole thing could blow up in my face if the girls got upset. I mean, nobody likes a two-timer. A girl might very well KILL me if I eight-timed them, especially if they wound up getting zero points for their efforts. But I found that unlikely since all eight girls were pretty desperate by now after more than a month of constant pursuit, and as long as I left them all satisfied, I was sure they�d be happy enough with the outcome. And more to the point, over the course of their seductions I�d asked each of them point blank if they would still want me even if they weren�t first, getting affirmative answers from all.
Still, I was a bit in shock that it was Dawn�s idea to even try it. She�d come a long way from, �If I was still his girlfriend, I don�t think I could let him out�quite�that much.�
Then again, I wasn�t HER boyfriend.
In any case, I just smirked and didn�t answer Dawn�s question. She knew I�d heard her and for a few seconds, she just waited me out. But after those few seconds, she looked back at my face and saw the self-satisfied smirk. And a second later, she hauled off and smacked my arm. �Ben! You DIDN�T!�
I struggled to regain my balance as Dawn had shoved me a couple of feet away along with the smack. I was chuckling and Dawn was laughing and then she almost immediately yanked me back to her side, wrapping herself around my arm again. �I want details!� she insisted.
I managed to get my laughing under control and took a deep breath to settle myself. �Your plan wouldn�t have worked anyways. The whole point was to mess with Leighton�s bounty, but if the girls stopped and compared notes, they could still figure out who was first.�
�So what did you do? And why didn�t you TELL me?�
I shrugged. �I called you as soon as the idea hit. You were out with Ryan. I forgot it was your anniversary.�
Dawn shrugged. Two years ago to the day Dawn and Ryan had decided that yes, they were a couple. Yeah, they�d been out alone together while she was technically still with me. And of course, they�d had sex that Thanksgiving weekend after the Stanford-Notre Dame game. But it wasn�t for another week that they agreed they could handle the situation and truly became a couple.
In any case, Dawn was out of reach when I decided to go ahead with my plan. Fact was, I�d culled my favorites from the bunch and being greedy, I decided to just invite them all. If the whole thing blew up in my face, it wasn�t like I was lacking for sex anyways. Rather than waiting to see which girl would step to the front and come to me, I decided take charge of my life, make things happen for myself, and deal with the consequences as they came. �I called up three of the girls and invited them to come to the house at 7pm sharp.�
�Which three?� Dawn interrupted. �Wait, don�t tell me. Let me guess: Jocelyn, Andie, and Tonya.�
I grinned. �Exactly.�
�So no Cadence Carmichael?�
I shook my head and sighed in resignation. �You know why.�
Dawn nodded. �What happened then?�
I shrugged. �Jocelyn and Andie came early. They bickered for a couple of minutes outside the house before they figured it out. They got their confirmation when Tonya arrived as well. And after enough rum and cokes and a few hands of strip poker, everything had smoothened out.�
�No problems?�
�Nope. I kinda figured those girls would roll with it. You KNOW I wanted Cadence, but she�s too hetero for this and I just got the feeling she wouldn�t react very well. The three that came worked together pretty well.�
Dawn grinned salaciously. �I�ll bet they did. What about Adrienne?�
I shook my head. �Modeling gig.�
�Another one? Didn�t know she�d get two so fast.�
I nodded. �Felicia�s been setting these up for a while. Adrienne had her test shots done last month and now with the Christmas catalogs coming up, it�s a bit of a busy season.�
Dawn whistled.
I nudged her and leaned in, saying, �Maybe we should get�you�some test shots...�
�Oh, no. Not me. I�d be too scared in front of a camera like that. DJ, maybe. But no, I�ll never be a model.�
�Aww...� I groaned.
�Stop changing the subject. I still want details about last night.�
I shrugged. �What is there to say? The four of us played strip poker until some people were totally naked.�
�Some people? Or�you?� Dawn smirked. �I�ll bet with three soon-to-be sorority sisters working together, they MUST have ganged up on you.�
I chuckled. �True. They did, and I got naked first. But they did enough to each other to keep me interested. And then of course there were the dares I had to do to stay in the game after I lost all of my clothes.�
Dawn was giggling again, her face flushed pink with arousal. �I�ll bet the dares got out of hand pretty quick.�
�Right they did.�
�So who did end up being first? I mean, as much as we girls might wish otherwise sometimes, you only have one cock.�
I shrugged. �Jocelyn.�Man�that girl has a tight pussy. But that only came after all three girls swore not to publicly announce who was first. All three of them are going to Leighton today to take credit.�
�So you fucked all three of them?�
I snorted. �Of course.�
�Your first black girl?�
I nodded. �All girls are the same on the�inside,� I drawled with waggling eyebrows.
�And was Andie as big of a freak as you thought?� Dawn�s breath was getting shallow.
�Freakier.� I chuckled while shaking my head in memory at the antics the freshman girl had gotten into last night.
Dawn then leaned in closer and rubbed her nose against my ear, panting lightly. �Make any of them pass out?�
I grinned. �All three of them,� I intoned in a low, smug voice.
�Ohhh...� Dawn moaned, her jaw quivering. She leaned against me as well, her legs a little shaky. My Dawn was clearly turned on, and seeing her turned on got ME turned on. And if she weren�t Ryan�s girlfriend, I would have dragged her off into a dark corner and fucked her right then and there. �Fuck, I wish I was there to see it,� she exhaled.
�I would have liked to have you there,� I said quietly, holding her firmly against my side.
Dawn looked up at me, her eyes shining. �I think you�d like to �have� me, period.�
I blinked and stared right back. �You know I would.�
Dawn took a deep breath and sighed, exhaling very, very slowly as a way of letting out her sexual tension. When she was done, the fire in her eyes had dimmed and she seemed to once again have completely control of her limbs. In the end, she merely went up on her tiptoes and pecked me lightly on the lips, then looked back down and resumed walking.
�Come on,� she said. �I want to get to Professor Ice before her office hours get too crowded.�
* * *
�The four theories of utility are...�
�Von Neumann-Morgenstern expected utility, rank dependent utility, weighted linear utility, and ... ah ... SHIT. SSBU ... Symmetric...�
�Come on, you got this,� I encouraged.
�Bilinear...�
�Right, right...�
�FUCK!� Dawn cursed and planted her face into her palms. �What�s the fucking first word?�
��Skew�,� I sighed. �Skew-symmetric bilinear utility.�
�FUCK!�
�Hey, hey. Relax...� I rubbed Dawn�s back. �You�re on top of this.�
�You�re�on top of this. You�re great at this memorization shit,� she spat at me.
�Dawn ... calm down. It�s not like you to curse this much.�
Dawn rolled her eyes and smirked at me. �Not true.� The waggle in her eyebrows made the sexual innuendo clear.
�Well I�m not around to hear those much anymore,� I drawled.
Dawn giggled and I chuckled. And then Dawn sighed and hung her head forward, reaching back with her right hand to rub the sore muscles in her neck.
�I got that,� I said and moved her hands away, placing the fingers of both my hands against the base of her neck and stroking outwards before settling into a more traditional neck massage.
�Mmm...� Dawn moaned, the vocal note not so different from something more erotic.
�Hey, get a room,� Robin snarked from the next chair over.
I darted a glance at her and then immediately looked over at Ryan, who was sitting at the dining table. He also looked over to see me giving a neck massage to his girlfriend, and the cold flint in his eyes was anything but friendly.
I was about to stop but Dawn sighed and dropped her hands on top of both of mine. �No, don�t stop,� she groaned. �Just a little longer.�
Focusing on the task before me, I worked her neck and shoulder muscles with expert skill, using the same techniques as when I was making love to a girl. With an audience around us, I decided to skip all the little pleasure-inducing flourishes and concentrated on working her knots out as quickly as possible; and inside two minutes I backed away while Dawn rolled her head around her neck and sighed happily. �SO much better. Thanks, Ben.�
�Anytime,� I replied easily. And then I glanced over at Ryan again.
Yeah, he was still giving me the evil eye.
* * *
�Okay, I need to get some sleep,� I leaned back and stretched. �I HATE morning finals.�
�Oh, wait up,� Gwen looked up and reached for her bag. �I�ll head out with you. Walk me back to my place?�
I nodded and packed up my study materials. While packing, I noticed that I�d lost track of my spiral-bound notebook. Spying it over on the sofa table behind the couch, I looked up and then over to Dawn, who was sitting on that couch.
Even though she wasn�t looking at me, she sensed my gaze and glanced over. I didn�t say a word before she just raised her eyebrows and turned around, spotting my notebook on the table behind her. She turned around and picked it up, then stood and walked it over to me.
I smirked, realizing that Dawn had somehow figured out what I needed without us needing to even speak. She smiled right back, mentally sharing the amusement of the moment.
Now set, I hugged Dawn and pecked her cheek. I nodded a goodbye to Ryan, Bert, and Robin. And then I headed to the front door.
Gwen was just steps behind me, looking pretty with her mane of dirty-blonde hair hanging out from beneath a navy blue Cal beanie. I opened the door for her and let her outside before joining her on the sidewalk. This close to campus was typically a pretty safe neighborhood, but we still made it a point not to let any of the girls walk around at night unescorted.
As we headed off for the apartment she shared with Robin, Gwen didn�t waste any time before starting her inquisition. �What�s going on with you and Dawn?�
I looked over at her and replied a confused, �Huh?�
�Are you sleeping with her?�
�Wait,�what? No!�
�You sure?�
I snorted. �Yeah, I think I would remember if I was. Did you ask Dawn first?�
�Of course. But I wasn�t totally sure she wasn�t hiding it from me.�
I shook my head, not quite believing Gwen had just asked me that. �What makes you think we are?�
Gwen sighed. �I dunno. You two have just been different lately. Ever since Thanksgiving, you two have been so...�close.�
I rolled my eyes. �We�ve always been close. She�s my best friend.�
�Not THIS close. Something happened that weekend. Everyone can see it.�
I sighed and stopped walking. �No, we did NOT sleep together. But we did get to talking. We felt like our relationship had been drifting a bit. And we promised each other we would fix it.�
�Fix it? What was wrong?�
�Nothing specific,� I shrugged. �The details are all between me and her, but basically we realized that after a lifetime of never holding anything back from each other, we�d started to hold back.�
�Huh?�
I gestured back toward the house. �Dawn didn�t want to talk much about Ryan. She thought I�d be all weird about discussing her boyfriend. I didn�t talk much about my sex life. I thought she might not approve about ... well ... how much of a slut I�ve been lately.�
�You HAVE been a slut, Ben.�
�I know.� I grinned as I started walking again. �It�s not something I�m embarrassed about.�
�Men.� Gwen sighed and followed after me. �If I did half of what� No, if I did a TENTH of what you do, people would call me a slut. It�s not fair.�
�No, it isn�t,� I agreed.
Gwen shook her head. �But that�s not the point. So you�re really not sleeping with her?�
�I�m not. Again, what makes you think we are?�
�You�re just so ... touchy-feely now. Like that neck rub you gave her a half-hour ago.�
I shrugged. �It�s just a neck rub. It�s not like I was copping a feel.�
�It was still right in front of her boyfriend.�
�We�ve done a lot of touchy-feely things in front of her boyfriend. He knows we�re not going to cross that line.�
�Does he?�
I sighed. �I dunno. I�m not Ryan. But we set ground rules a long time ago and Dawn and I aren�t going to change the way we act around each other. He�s been pretty cool with it up until now.�
Gwen sighed and shook her head. �You always had another girlfriend up until now.�
I frowned. �What�s that supposed to mean?�
Gwen raised her eyebrows and looked over at me. �Ryan always knew you weren�t a threat to him because you were in love with someone else. That isn�t the case anymore.�
�So?�
�So ... A handsome, single guy spending a lot of time with his girlfriend ... touching her ... giving her neck rubs...�
�I�m not just any guy.�
�No, you�re�worse. You�re the ex.�
I sighed. �So what do you want me to do about it? Not sit next to her while we�re studying the exact same material? We share most of our classes.�
Gwen shook her head. �I�m not telling you to do anything. It�s not my place. I�m just explaining to you what I see.�
I shrugged. �Dawn and I are just friends.�
Gwen stopped and looked me in the eye, trying to peer back into my soul. I stood there and let her look all she wanted. And in the end, she just scowled and kept on walking.
We were silent for a bit before I finally said, �Anyways, you called it; I�ve been a slut lately. So it�s not like I�m desperate to get laid. Especially not with a girl who�s taken.�
Gwen giggled and then glanced sidelong at me. �What about a girl who�isn�t�taken?�
There was a definite innuendo in Gwen�s voice, and I looked over at her curiously. �Thought you were giving Rick another chance.�
She sighed and exhaled a big puff that steamed in the cold December air. �I DID give Rick another chance. But the same problems I had with him when we were dating are still there.�
I winced. �Ooh. Still pathetic in bed?�
Gwen shrugged. �Nice guy. Clearly adores me. But just can�t figure out how to push my buttons,� she sighed forlornly.
�Sorry.�
Gwen sidled up next to me, gliding a hand along my back and down to my butt, cupping a cheek in her palm. �Sorry enough to do something about it?�
I stopped walking and arched an eyebrow over at the dirty-blonde. �You serious?�
Gwen sighed and looked up at me. �It�s Finals. I�m stressed. And you NEVER had any problem finding my buttons. C�mon, you think a pair of sluts like us can find some way to unwind?�
I glanced back over my shoulder. My house was less than a block behind us. Then I looked back at Gwen and grinned.
* * *
I awoke to a familiar sensation, albeit one I hadn�t felt in quite a while. Most of my recent conquests didn�t involve overnights. And even the ones that did often involved a semi-panicked sorority girl trying to sneak me out of her room first thing in the morning even though the entire house already knew I was there.
So now that I got to feel this wonderful sensation, I wasn�t going to do anything that might cause it to end. My eyes cracked open just to make sure she was who I thought she was (past experience having surprised me a time or two), and then lay my head back to enjoy Gwen almost lazily sucking on my dick.
After a few minutes, I decided I wanted a little firmer pressure and reached my hand up into her thick mane of dirty-blonde hair, guiding her to slower but more forceful strokes as her head bobbed up and down the length of my erection. Gwen�s light brown eyes rolled up to look at me as she realized that I was awake, and that realization made her put some more energy into the blowjob as well.
Eventually, she popped off and smiled at me, saying brightly, �Good morning!�
I grinned. �Morning.�
She grinned and went back to licking the underside of my cock with long, deliberate strokes. And then she popped up again. �Do you realize that after everything we�ve done, I only ever sucked your dick once? That very, very first time, at Ryan�s house? And even then it was only for a couple of minutes.�
�Really?�
She nodded. �Ever since then it�s just been wham, bam,�goodnight�ma�am.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Disappointed?�
Gwen shook her head. �Not at all. I�d never cum that hard before or since. Right before you made me pass out last night, all I could think was �Finally. The monster orgasm I�ve been�craving.� And I slept better than I have in MONTHS.�
I chuckled and watched her resume sucking me for another few strokes.
But then she popped off with one more giggle. �Still, I want to do this one for you. And then for the very first time, I want to end a sex session with me�awake�and able to walk.�
I just grinned and let Gwen go to work. My pretty friend smiled around my meat and then closed her eyes, breathing deeply before pressing forward. I felt the telltale relaxation in her neck, and with her hands gripping my thighs she started pushing me into her throat.
�Ohhh ... Gwen...� I groaned. With her mass of dirty-blonde curls and long waves, and her pretty face dominated by expressive eyes that watched me watching her deep-throat me, she looked REALLY good while sucking my cock. I remembered that when I first met her, I�d thought she was a little bit skanky. Now that I�d come to know her, I realized that she was just like a lot of other people I knew. She liked to have fun, she liked to party, and she liked to feel good sexually. It just so happened that she was a girl; and people gave her the negative label because of it.
So fine, she was a bit of a slut. She was still far less of a slut than me. And whatever her sexual impulses, she had always been a loyal friend to Dawn, Robin, and everyone else in our crew, including me.
And more. I remembered how I�d taken advantage of Gwen�s sexual desire for me � I�d�used�her, really. But instead of letting it negatively affect our relationship, she�d taken things in stride and accepted the pleasurable parts while coping with the consequences. In the end, she�d given me what I needed at the time, and I never really thanked her for it.
�Gwen, thank you,� I said softly.
Still sucking on my knob, she rolled her eyes up to me questioningly. My statement had come out of left field.
I rubbed her cheeks. �Thank you, for everything since last May. And I�m sorry.�
She frowned and pulled off my cock, still jacking me slowly in her right hand. �No need. I enjoyed everything.�
�Still, I made things complicated for you.�
She shrugged. �Complications happen all the time.� She giggled. �Besides, I seem to remember Rick showed up and gave you a wicked right �complication� to the cheek.�
My cheek actually ached at the memory. ��Left� complication,� I corrected. Then I shook it off and looked down tenderly at the pretty blonde. I caressed her cheek and nodded my head back. �Come up here.�
She blinked. �I�m not done with you yet.�
�And I�m not done with you. Come on Gwen; let me make you feel good.�
She shook her head. �I just wanted to give you a blowjob. I want to feel you cumming in my mouth.�
�And you will. Come on.�
She sighed. �I don�t have time to pass out again. I�ve got a final and fucking my brains out would NOT be helpful for academic reasons.�
I chuckled and then reached down, hauling her up to me and then rolling us over so that she was flat on her back as I leaned down and kissed her tenderly. �I can do soft, too.�
Gwen smirked. �Thought your shtick was making girls pass out.�
I chuckled. �YOU started me. It�s sorta been my theme this semester, I know. But I promise you�ll be awake and energized when I�m done with you. I know your buttons, Gwen. I know how to put you to sleep AND get you wired.�
She held my face in her hands and stretched up to kiss me. Our liplock rapidly built in passion and intensity, and soon I was cupping her nicely-sized tits and bringing my cock in-line with her moist snatch. And with a steady thrust, I pushed my way back inside her.
I kept my word. We fucked rhythmically and smoothly, without the jerkiness or forcefully pounding thrusts that characterized our previous sex sessions. Her ankles were hooked through mine, leveraging our legs to keep our bodies rolling together. My hands continually roved across her body, caressing her various erogenous zones from butt to tits and everything in-between. In the end, Gwen had only one orgasm. But it was a good one that left her satisfied without feeling tired.
She also got to feel me cumming in her mouth. I let her know when I was about to pop and Gwen rolled us over, fucking me with her tits for a minute before inhaling my prick and taking my creamy load down her throat and into her belly. And after I finished feeding her my sperm, she moaned and stroked my slowly-softening cock. �Mmm. That was really ... pleasant,� she said in mild amazement.
I smiled back and was just about to reply when a knock sounded at the door. A second later it swung open. And surprised into a panic, Gwen turned and tried to jerk the covers over her while I frowned and looked to the doorway.
Surprised herself, Adrienne came to a dead stop and her eyes went open. �Gwen!�
�Adrienne?� I asked quizzically.
�Oops! I�m sorry, Ben!� Adrienne stammered. �It was so quiet I didn�t realize you had company!�
Relaxing noticeably, Gwen snorted. �Yeah, I didn�t know he could do �soft�, either,� she giggled.
Adrienne smirked as well and then tapped her chin. �Uh, Gwen. You got a bit of� yeah, right there,� she trailed off as Gwen licked up the glob of cum she�d missed.
And then Adrienne smiled at me, crossing her arms beneath her breasts as she leaned against the door jamb. �Well, I just wanted to let you know that breakfast is getting cold. You�re behind schedule, Tiger.�
I checked the clock. �Right. Time for Finals.�
* * *
�So who was it last night?� Dawn asked as she slipped her hand into mine. We were leaving our morning final and heading off to grab some lunch. We�d both been in prep-for-test mode before the exam, so I�d never had the chance to tell her before.
Still, I wanted to test her. �What makes you think I got laid last night?� I arched an eyebrow.
�Ben,� Dawn drawled. �This is me. I can tell. And it wasn�t Adrienne; you have a completely different kind of look when she spends the night with you.�
I chuckled and squeezed her hand. �Well let�s just say I didn�t walk Gwen all the way home last night.�
Dawn turned and arched an eyebrow at me. �Really?�
I nodded. �She said it was Finals. Said she was stressed. I wasn�t about to complain.�
�You gonna make this a habit? Fucking Gwen�s brains out every Finals Week?�
I chuckled, remembering that it HAD been Finals Week the last time Gwen and I went through our series of blitz-fucks. �I don�t know about that. I think that�s just coincidence.�
�Guess we�ll know come May.�
I chuckled again and shook my head. �Thing is, Gwen and I talked quite a bit about you and me before we got to my place.�
�Oh?�
I nodded. �She said that the others think we�re sleeping together again.�
Dawn sighed. �I know. She asked me the other day, too. You told her that we�re not, right?�
�Of course. But she�s right about one thing, we ARE more touchy-feely than we�ve been the last couple of years.�
Dawn shrugged. �So? You�re my Ben. I LIKE touching you.� For emphasis, she hugged herself against my side.
I felt a pleasant little thrill shoot down my spine. I sighed happily and replied, �Me, too.� Then I took a breath. �But I wonder if I�m not causing problems for you and Ryan.�
She shook her head. �Don�t worry about us.� She grinned and looked up at me. �My boyfriend and I know how to de-stress for finals too you know.�
I chuckled at the self-satisfied smirk on Dawn�s face and hugged her back. �So there�s no problem?�
�Nah. Ryan�s fine.�
* * *
�I�m not fine,� Ryan growled at me.
I sighed. Dawn had an afternoon final for one of the few classes we didn�t share, and I had returned to Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment to hang out with the crew. When I arrived, Robin was studying, Bert was de-stressing with a video game, and Ryan was sitting at the dining table with his own books spread out in front of him.
A half-hour later, we all looked up when the sound of a book being slammed shut got our attention. Robin, Bert, and I looked at each other for a second before we all turned to Ryan, who had steam blasting out of his ears as he glared at me. �We need to talk, Ben. Right now,� he�d stated flatly, and that�s how we ended up in the bedroom with the bigger guy looking down at me with his arms folded across his wide chest.
�I�m not fine,� he repeated, the muscles in his arms tensing even more. �I need you to look me in the eye and tell me that nothing funny is happening between you and Dawn.�
I did my best to look earnest as I stared straight into his blue eyes and said, �There�s�nothing�happening between me and Dawn. We�re just friends.�
�BEST friends,� Ryan corrected. �Best friends who spend all freaking day together. Best friends who share meals and hold hands and give each other backrubs and ... and ... KISS ... in public!�
�Ry��
�I�m talking here!� he yelled. �You stand there and tell me to my face that nothing�s happening when I KNOW something�s happening!�
I held my hands up defensively, not just because I wanted to placate him, but because I seriously thought for a moment the guy might take a swing at me. And unfortunately, I knew with dead certainty that Ryan could kick my ass in a fight. �Nothing�s happening.�
�When was the last time you kissed her?�
I sighed. We both knew he didn�t mean some small peck. �Thanksgiving.�
�I KNEW it.�
�It didn�t mean anything.�
He rolled his eyes. �Of COURSE it did.�
�That�s just the way we are, Ryan. We�re friends. Close friends. But she loves you. She tells me almost every other day.�
�You ever wonder why she feels the need to tell you that? Like maybe she�s trying to convince herself? That really she�s in love with you but she�s trying to keep herself in check and��
�Ryan, you�re being paranoid,� I cut him off, not wanting him to get rolling on that negative train of thought.
�I SAID I�m talking here!� he thundered.
I held my hands up and shut my mouth.
�I don�t want you�touching�her, understand?� he growled.
�Ryan. Seriously, man.�
�I�m dead serious!�
I shook my head. �Don�t do this. Think about it. You want me to stop touching her, maybe I can do it. Maybe. I�m sorry; it just comes so naturally to us. But what are you gonna do about Dawn? I�m sure you�re gonna have to make her do the same. And if you start giving her all these rules and limits and telling her what she can or can�t do with me, she�s gonna resent you for it. You push hard enough, and you�re going to make her have to choose between you and me.�
�Well maybe that�s what needs to happen.�
�You�ll lose, man,� I said quietly.
Ryan�s nostrils flared and for a second, I thought he really was about to hit me. But he controlled himself and turned around, stomping away.
I waited for him to calm down while he stared at the far wall. And when I thought the coast was clear, I began gently, �C�mon, man. I�m not trying to interfere. Really, I�m not. But Dawn and I have been best friends since the beginning of time. You ask her to cut me out of her life and she�ll hate you for it. You�d lose if you forced her into that choice. Then you wouldn�t be happy, but also�Dawn�wouldn�t be happy. And I don�t want that to happen to HER.�
He spun and glared at me. �Figured you�d be�thrilled�if I was out of the picture.�
I sighed and shook my head. �I won�t lie to you. I love her. I always will. But she wants you. She CHOSE you, remember? You�ve been there for her since High School, especially when I couldn�t. You�ve been steady and affectionate and supportive all this time while I was running around like an uncontrolled walking hormone. She wants to be with you. She moved OUT of my house and into yours. Don�t you get it?�
�Then why does she need to be all over you every time you�re around? Huh?�
�She�s not all over me. We�re ... affectionate. She�s like my sisters, dammit. You�ve seen the way I am with Brandi. It�s the same thing.�
�I still don�t like it.�
�That�s the way we are. It�s not a threat to you. And it didn�t seem to bother you much before.�
�That was before; this is now,� he growled. �Can�t you tone it down a bit?�
I sighed. �Maybe. I�m sorry. I don�t mean to upset you. I want what�s best for Dawn and if it really bothers you, I�ll see if we can�t tone some things down.�
His nostrils flared and he growled while turning away.
�C�mon, Ryan. In two more days I�ll be back in Orange County and you�ll have three straight weeks with just you, your girlfriend, and no more school. Let�s just get through Finals, okay?�
He sighed and scowled. He still didn�t look happy, but at least he didn�t look like he was seconds away from clocking me either. �Sometimes I wish you would just disappear again,� he exhaled. �You gotta find yourself a new girlfriend and get outta my hair, man.�
I chuckled and shrugged helplessly. �Maybe. We�ll see. But tonight at least, I�ll be gone. The Tri-Delts are inviting me to a �study break�.� I smirked. �Wanna come? Lots of hot chicks there...�
He managed a smile and shook his head. �Hell, no. Dawn�s more woman than I can handle as it is.�
I gave him a bashful smile and then slowly backed away to the door, making sure to face him at all times. Yeah, I still wanted to make sure he wasn�t going to punch me.
* * *
I was a little late scampering out to my last final this morning. Being buried beneath a sea of naked bodies can do that. Last night, some of the Tri-Delts were already done with all their finals and decided to drag me away from the �study break� to a more private celebration. When all was said and done, I passed out on top of Bridget Marks� bounteous bosom with my cock still buried in Kelly Park�s tight snatch. And even though freshman Andie Holland had a final in the morning as well, she couldn�t resist joining the party and she was still busy sucking my previous load of cum out of Carli Singer�s sodden cunt.
I actually wouldn�t have been too rushed getting to my final, except that on my way out in the morning, Leighton Barrister reached out from her bedroom and literally dragged me inside as I walked down the hallway. I hadn�t seen the elegant, prissy-looking brunette since the pledges had been initiated the previous week, but she wasn�t interested in catching up. The beautiful Senior babe simply bent herself over her desk and pleaded with me to fuck her tight little asshole before she had to go back home for the Winter Break.
We did our thing and she started to wake back up as I was gently lying her down in her own bed. With a deeply-satisfied smile on her face, Leighton sighed and told me she was thinking to hold an advanced blowjob class in the Spring for any sisters who wanted to learn. And she thought I would be the�perfect�candidate for a hands-on practice dummy.
For some reason I immediately pictured a dozen hot young sorority girls kneeling in a row, taking turns sucking my dick. And at the end of the line would be regal Mistress Leighton, with her dark hair pulled into a too-tight bun, slapping a riding crop against her open left palm while sternly barking directions at her compliant little charges. Smirking, I told her to give me a call and I�d be there.
And then I finally ran off to my last test.
* * *
�So who�s it gonna be tonight?�
�Hmm?� I looked up from the bottles in front of me. It was the Friday night after the end of finals, and as usual, my house was about to become party central. Dawn and I were setting up the temporary bar and getting everything organized.
Dawn nudged me with her hip. �You know. Who�s gonna be the lucky girl ... or�girls�... that are going to share your bed on the last night of the semester? I was talking guest list with Dayna and I seems like every girl you�re sleeping with is gonna be here. So which ones?�
I snorted. �How the hell should I know? If it�s really up to me, I�ll grab a blue pill from Adrienne and bring �em ALL into my bedroom.�
Dawn smirked at me and on impulse, reached forward and tousled my hair. I smiled at the touch but immediately raised my eyes and darted them to the left, where Ryan was helping Kevin Weiss move the furniture back in preparation for tonight�s End of the Year party.
Ryan hadn�t seen Dawn play with my hair, but I wasn�t totally comfortable with Dawn�s continued affectionate gestures and I warded her hand away.
Dawn sighed and said, �This is ridiculous, Ben. I�m not going to start second-guessing myself every time I want to reach out and touch you.�
�I don�t like it either, but I don�t want to piss off your boyfriend.�
�He�s a big boy. He can handle it. He�s BEEN handling it.�
I sighed. �Every man has his limits. And I�m sure he�s been particularly stressed this last semester. You said his grades weren�t what he�d hoped.�
Dawn sighed. �He�s working hard, but this stuff just doesn�t come as naturally to him as us. It�s why he ended up at Junior College first. But he�s still going to graduate on time and as long as he gets his diploma, he�ll be able to get a job.�
I shrugged. �I dunno. Now�s not exactly a good time to go into the Telecom industry. Especially around here.�
�He�ll be fine,� Dawn said stubbornly. �But you�re right. It�s just a momentary thing. Come next semester I�m sure everything�ll go back to normal.�
�I hope,� I said, sliding my hand across the countertop to cover Dawn�s. I interlaced my fingers over hers and squeezed gently. �It�s only been a day and I already miss these little touches.�
Dawn squeezed back and set the last bottle with her other hand. �I know. Me, too.� Then she stepped behind me to exit the enclosed temporary bar. But on the way, she stopped and checked to see if her boyfriend was looking in our direction. And when she was sure the coast was clear, she leaned down to the back of my neck and kissed it tenderly.
�Promise you�ll find me tonight, Ben,� Dawn whispered into my ear. �At least hold me in your arms for one dance so I can fantasize about you for a little while.�
* * *
�Prost!� I yelled then downed the shot. It seemed appropriate, since my glass was filled with J�germeister. The bitter taste immediately hit my taste buds and I turned around, scowling, �Scheisse!�
Kerri Trainor just laughed and patted my back. Next to her, Jocelyn Canilao was looking green around the gills and wincing at the nasty taste of the foul liquid. And next to HER was Gwen Tannenbaum, giggling at the look on the Filipina girl�s face before wrapping an arm around the unsteady girl and guiding her away from the bar and in the general direction of the bathroom.
I smirked to myself while looking around at this eclectic mix of girls, most of whom I�d boinked at some point in the past year and a half. There were Dayna�s and Brandi�s Senior friends, my crew of Sophomores, and several Tri-Delts all mingling together. Angela Chan was chatting with Kelly Park. Bert and Robin were talking with Lakhi Sharma. And Erica Jackson and Tonya Brackett were huddled in some kind of conversation, with Erica sneaking strange glances at me every now and again. And that�s not to mention the other male friends practically swarming around the other Tri-Delts.
As it was, Kerri was trying to say something to me over the loud noise in the house. I couldn�t even really hear the music there were so many people talking at once. I leaned forward and got the gist that she wanted to switch drinks, and she pointed Kevin (our current bartender) to the sake.
Moments later, Kerri and I clinked shot glasses as I yelled at the top of my lungs, �Kampai!�
Kerri was giggling again and started to say something else, but as I leaned forward to try and hear her, I felt a tug on my hand from behind. I turned to look and there was Cadence Carmichael, the strawberry-blonde, green-eyed freshman Tri-Delt who had been one of the pledges actively flirting with me the past couple of months. Unfortunately, when it came down to finally settling the bounty, her straight-hetero orientation and unwillingness to play with others had ultimately led me to the Jocelyn-Andie-Tonya foursome instead. Why have one when you can have three, right? And ever since then, we�d never had the chance to actually get jiggy.
�Dance with me?� Cadence shouted over the din. I didn�t quite hear her, but her pouty lips were expressive enough for me to understand. I glanced back at Kerri, who just shrugged and waved me onward. And I let the pretty 18-year-old Tri-Delt drag me out onto the dance floor.
In the middle of the living room, the music was easier to hear and I was soon bumping and grinding away with a young strawberry-blonde doll straddling my thigh. She stared right at me as if I were the only man in the room, undulating her body for maximum sexual appeal. The girl�really�knew how to dance, and I could feel my temperature rising as we twirled around the floor.
There was just one awkward moment. Some guy�s elbow ended up in the middle of my back unintentionally. It was my fault, really. Cadence and I had been moving around a little too much while dancing and I�d caused the contact. I wound up holding my back while standing stiffly and trying to say an apology at the same time. I didn�t recognize the guy � there were quite a few people at the party who were friends of friends � but he just gave my thumbs up and we went on our own ways.
Cadence was quick to draw me back into her spider-web of seduction, moving closer and closer to me. Despite the December chill, there were enough people in the house to get the temperature up toward 80 and she was wearing only a thin pastel green top with spaghetti straps that dipped low enough to let me glimpse her BIG tits.
And then the�perfect�song came on.
I�m a Barbie Girl, in the Barbie World // Life in plastic, it�s fantastic // You can brush my hair, undress me everywhere // Imagination, life is your creation.
Cadence�s eyes lit up as the song blared out and her energy level kicked up another two notches. She was suddenly bouncing and giggling and writhing against me. Her silky strawberry-blonde hair went flying in every direction and while holding my hands, she took a step back and stared intensely into my eyes while audibly singing along with the rest of the song.
�I�m a blonde single girl in the fantasy world. Dress me up, make your time, I�m your dolly!� she cheered happily and ran her hands up and down her own body. She wore some sort of tight white shorts that barely extended past her crotch to show off her long, lithe legs. With the strawberry-blonde hair, seductive bedroom eyes, big tits, and thin waist, Cadence was VERY much my type. Combined with her energy and enthusiasm, it was no wonder she ended up at the top of my pledge �To Do� list.
And �doing� her tonight was looking more and more likely.
�You can touch ... you can play ... if you say, I�m always yours, ooh-oh-ooh!� Cadence bounced up and down in rhythm to the beat, her big tits bouncing right along with her. I tugged on our still-joined hands to bring her up close to me and right there in the middle of the room, I let my fingers out to touch and play.
My hands were on her ass, rubbing her crotch against the prominent bulge in my shorts when her face came up right in front of me. Her lips were just an inch away from mine, pouted perfectly in an invitation for a sweet kiss. And from up close and personal, she kept on singing. �Make me walk, make me talk, do whatever you please. I can act like a star, I can beg on my knees.�
When she said �beg�, her eyebrows jumped up, making me think of something else she could be doing on her knees, something along the lines of that class Leighton had mentioned a few days ago. This was it; my butterfly was landing on me. And as the adrenaline built in me, I half-thought about screwing the rest of the party and dragging Cadence into my bedroom for a private party screwing of our own.
But just as I was about to grab her head and plant my own volcanic kiss on her, something to my left caught my attention.
A petite girl with dark auburn hair and a scandalously short Catholic schoolgirl uniform was giggling uproariously. She was suspended in the air with her pale legs wrapped around the waist of a muscular black guy who had to be at least a foot taller than her. And she was obviously humping her crotch into him before tilting her head and doing her best to shove her tongue down his throat.
The room was suddenly spinning and Cadence was completely forgotten. I turned and took a step forward, feeling the bile rising up in my throat. I have nothing against black guys and I had no idea who he was; but for some reason, watching my little Paige doing her best to mime having sex right in front of me made me want to throw up. And feeling a wave of protective big brother sensibilities flooding through me, I yelled threateningly,��PAIGE!!!�
The petite redhead immediately pulled her mouth off the guy and turned to me, taking a second for her glassy eyes to focus and recognize who I was. Immediately, she paled and looked contrite, as if I�d caught her stealing from the cookie jar or something. And she groaned wearily, �Oh, poo.�
* * *
I held no authority over the young girl. Technically, she was older than me and we were just classmates, not even really friends anymore. But when I emphatically gestured with both hands for her to climb down and come with me, the petite redhead automatically dropped to the floor and then came up to me. I grabbed her by the elbow and practically frogmarched her over to my bedroom. We were in the room and the door was slammed shut moments later.
�Paige, what the hell are you doing here?� I barked.
�What? It�s a party! Robin invited me. Am I not welcome?� she protested while throwing her hands up.
�Of course you�re welcome! You�re always welcome!� I insisted. �I wish you�d come around more often! But ... but...� I pointed out to the living room. �Who IS that guy?�
�I dunno,� she shrugged. �Never met him before.�
�And you�re shoving your tongue down his throat already?�
�Pssht. Like you weren�t about to do the same with that blonde chick. Who is she, anyways?�
�A friend.�
�Riiight. I know you and your�friends.� Paige gave me a withering look.
I sighed and looked for a change in subject. Recognizing her state of dress, I walked up to her, grabbed her waist, and checked around her clothes. Like the last time I�d seen her, the white button-down shirt was tied off beneath her breasts, and she clearly wasn�t wearing a bra. She�d rolled the waistband on the already shortened skirt so that her white cotton panties were actually exposed at all times. And she was wearing more makeup than I�d ever seen on her. She looked like a two-bit tramp. �What the hell are you wearing? Don�t you own any bras anymore?�
�Don�t need �em,� she spat, a challenging fire in her eyes. �Don�t want �em. Why? You gettin� hard checking out my titties?� Paige actually yanked open her blouse, exposing her naked breasts to me, capped with erect pink nipples.
�Paige!� I barked sternly, �Button that damn thing back up, young lady!� I reached forward myself and started re-buttoning the top.
�I�m not a young lady! I�m not a fucking little girl anymore!� she whined. She was up close to me now and I could smell her perfume, the same scent that used to fill my nostrils when we were lying naked in my bed together. For a moment, I was transported away to another time when life seemed so different, even though it was barely more than seven months ago.
And then I caught the further scent of marijuana. �Paige! Are you fucking high again?�
Her glassy eyes wobbled a bit as she tried to focus up at me. �None of your fucking business!�
�Paige! What�s happening to you? Drugs. Dressing all slutty. What�s going on?�
�I�m having FUN! I�m living my LIFE! And I�ll thank you to fucking butt out of it!� she sniped back at me. �I�m not your girlfriend anymore. I was never your little sister. You�ve no right to criticize me!�
�Paige, I just want what�s best for you.�
�And how the fuck would you know what�s best for me?�
I looked heartbroken at her. �I just care about you!�
�Care? You fucking CARE? I don�t want you to fucking CARE. I wanted you to LOVE me! But you couldn�t DO that!�
�Paige...�
�No! I�m outta here. I thought I could just come and have a good time and see some of my old friends. But NO! You have to go and pull the fucking INQUISITION on me! �Who�s that guy?� �Where�s your bra?� �Are you high?� FUCK!� She turned and started back to the bedroom door.
�Paige, wait!� I reached forward and grabbed her arm.
She turned and tried to wriggle free. �Let go of me, Ben,� she snapped in a vicious tone I would never have thought her capable of.
�Paige, please,� I squeezed tighter.
She whimpered and looked at me with big doe eyes, the same way my baby sisters did when they wanted to get their way. My heart melted and Paige bit her lip while wincing. �Ben, please,� she said almost quietly. �You�re hurting me.�
I blinked twice and looked down to see that yes, I was squeezing her WAY too tight. I hadn�t even realized how tightly I was holding onto her, and I very likely had just given her some bruises. In horror, I pulled my arms away and stared in disbelief at what I�d done. What was it about this kid that affected me so much?
As soon as she was free, Paige flung open the door and went outside. From my doorway, I saw her go straight to the tall black guy and jump into his arms. She kissed him and turned her lips to his ear, clearly saying something. His eyebrows went up but he was soon smiling and he gently set her down.
Some people walked through my line of sight just then and when they moved, I couldn�t see Paige or the black guy anymore. Quickly, I darted out of my bedroom and went to the living room, my head whipping around as I tried to reacquire them.
I finally saw them by the front door, just as they were about to go through. At the very last second, Paige turned around and saw me. She looked straight at me and when she realized she had my full attention, she actually winked. And then squeezing the guy�s arm, she was gone.
* * *
It was a strange sense of d�j� vu to go into a cold shut-down. Just last semester, at a party just like this one, I�d felt like my world had been torn apart. And unable to deal with the ensuing emotions, I�d gone into robot mode. It had happened a few times that week, actually. One time, it had even been specifically because of Paige. But things snowballed so fast back then that I never was able to stop and realize, �Oh, this is happening to me again.�
This time, I was acutely aware of the rage burning inside of me. I was PISSED OFF, only it didn�t really show outside. It was as if I had become so angry that I couldn�t even express a single emotion.
Like a robot, I stepped out through the hallway and mechanically strode into the living room. The sounds of partying and thudding music faded to the background as I scanned the room, working entirely on instinct. I knew what I wanted to do. And then I saw HER. It all felt so familiar.
The pretty blonde was dancing happily. Her long,�long�hair was a thick mass of curls and waves, interspersed with dark strands. Gwen had been my solution before. She had endured and even enjoyed what followed, allowing me to quite literally fuck my demons out of my body with an orgasmic explosion into hers. And if it worked, why do anything different?
But then a different person crossed in front of Gwen, and my mind audibly [clicked]. It all just made sense.
I gave her no warning. She already knew I would come for her eventually. We�d talked about it right before the party had begun. She�d asked me to come hold her in my arms at least once so that she could fantasize about being with me. Well, no fantasy would be needed. She could be with me just like she�d wanted.
�Ben!� Dawn squeaked as I grabbed her arm and hustled her back into my bedroom so fast she barely even had time to breathe. I slammed and locked the door before propelling the sunny blonde babe over to my bed. With a simple push, she flopped onto her back with her legs up in the air, her baby blue thong panties on full display as the hem of her party dress flew up to her waist.
I wasted no time. With a sharp tug, the thong broke and ripped away from her crotch, leaving her freshly-shaven pussy naked in front of me. She was already moist, although from what I wasn�t sure. But it was clear to me that no foreplay would be needed to allow the smooth entry of my cock into her warm, inviting receptacle.
Shouts and the sounds of a doorknob being twisted were accompanied by banging on the door. I casually ignored them as I crawled up Dawn�s body and simultaneously started to work off my jeans. And then there was the sound of the hinges straining as someone physically put their shoulder into the door as well.
�BEN!� Dawn screamed and slapped my cheek. My head felt like it rotated completely around with the impact. And just like that, my mind cleared.
My eyelids flew up into my head and I felt like my pupils actually dilated. I suddenly realized my position, pinning my Dawn beneath me with the bulge in my jeans on top of her naked pussy. Instantly I rolled away from her and sat up on the edge of the bed, my heels perched on the bed frame while I buried my face in my hands. �Oh,�SHIT!� I gasped in shock at what I�d just nearly done.
Dawn was already moving. Now that I was no longer pinning her down, she raced to the bedroom door, tore open the lock, and flung the door open. Ryan was panting in the doorway with Adrienne right behind him. And the guy looked ready to tear someone�s arms off. I simply groaned and buried my face a little deeper into my hands.
�No! I�m fine! I�m fine!� Dawn was saying excitedly, running her right hand through her hair and smoothening the hem of her dress with her left, covering her thighs and hiding the fact that she no longer had her panties on. �I didn�t realize we�d locked the door. It�s okay. Nothing�s happening. Ben�s just really upset right now and he needed to talk to me.�
�About what?� Ryan barked, seething through clenched teeth.
�Paige just left with some random guy,� Adrienne put in quickly. �Ben had pulled her into his room, no doubt to try and talk some sense into her. You�ve seen her lately, Ry. The girl�s pretty fucked up right now. I guess Ben didn�t get through to her and as you can see, he�s pretty shaken.� Adrienne was gesturing to me now, where I was almost shivering and staring wild-eyed.
Dawn sighed and looked back at me with concern.
�I thought...� Ryan began. �I thought...�
Dawn shook her head. �No. Nothing like that. Look, I still need to talk to him. He�s my best friend and he�s hurting right now. But if it�ll make you feel better, we�ll leave the door wide open, okay? It�s loud enough out there that I think we�ll still have enough privacy. You can look in whenever you want, okay?�
Ryan scowled and didn�t look too happy, but with the door open he didn�t really have anything to complain about. He exhaled slowly and then nodded. �Fine, fine.� Then he pointed at the door. �Just don�t ever do...�this�... to me again.�
Dawn sighed and shook her head. �Ryan, if we were going to sleep together, we�ve had a zillion opportunities already. It�s not going to happen. ReLAX.�
Ryan pouted but in the end he simply hugged his girlfriend and gave her a firm kiss. Then he released Dawn, who very deliberately went and opened my bedroom door completely wide open. Adrienne then hooked her arm through Ryan�s elbow and guided the big guy back into the party. The sound of girls whooping soon filled the air.
Lifting my face out of my hands, I breathed a huge sigh of relief and then let my head fall back. That was fucking CLOSE.
* * *
When Dawn returned to the bed, she first glanced back at the open doorway and then squatted, using her body to shield the sight of her snatching her torn panties off the floor and then quickly walking over to my dresser. Still using her body to block the view, she pulled open the top drawer and dropped the panties in. And then she exhaled and looked at me sternly. �I hope to HELL he didn�t see THOSE.�
I winced and looked down between my feet.
Her face softened and she moved to join me on top of the bed, sitting upright with her legs folded beneath her and to the right, so that her dress covered her naked crotch and upper thighs. Dawn then reached over and touched my shoulder. �Ben? Are you okay?�
I grimaced and looked forlornly back at my best friend. �Clearly not. I just tried to rape you.�
�No you didn�t,� she shook her head.
�You had to slap me to get me to stop.�
She bit her lip. �Well, there�was�that. But you weren�t forcing me. You weren�t holding my wrists down or anything like that. You were just ... getting ready to fuck me.�
�I�m so�sorry,� I whimpered.
�Shh ... It�s okay,� she soothed while stroking my head. �I�ve seen how you can get. It�s not like this is the first time you�ve just sorta ... snapped.�
I squeezed my eyes shut and hunched back over.
Dawn sighed and kept rubbing my shoulder. �Was Adrienne right? Were you just in here with Paige?�
I moaned and nodded, a mournful tone in my voice.
�What�s going on with her?�
I shrugged. �Same story. Different guy.�
Dawn scowled and a glint of anger flashed through her eyes. �Ben, you KNOW she�s not your responsibility, right?�
I barked a laugh, sounding just a little crazy while I did it. �That�s what Paige told me.�
�Well, for once I agree with her.�
I let my head fall back and I groaned while staring at the ceiling. �What can I do?�
�You can�t DO anything, Ben,� Dawn sighed. �It�s not your�job�to do anything.�
�Yeah, well I WANT to do something.�
�Ben, be reasonable. It�s the last day of school and you�re driving home�tomorrow. For Winter Break at least, let her go. It�s not like she can get herself into any more trouble than she already has this semester.�
I arched an eyebrow and felt fresh concern. �You sure about that?�
Dawn sighed and shook her head. �No ... This really bugs you, doesn�t it?�
I nodded.
�What makes her so special, anyways? You�ve been with a dozen girls, younger than Paige even, and you don�t seem to have half the interest in what�s going on in their lives. For all you know, half of those sorority pledges could be into worse shit than she is.�
I shrugged. �I dunno. Maybe it�s because I never called any of them my girlfriend. Once I hit that point of really�caring�about someone, I�ll always care about them.�
�You �care�, but not as badly as this thing with Paige ended up.�
�None of them ever ended�up�as fucked up as Paige.� I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. �And you�re right; it�s more than just that. From the very beginning, I thought of her like a little sister. She seemed so young and innocent and na�ve, and so vulnerable to this crazy world. Ever since the day of the fight, I�ve felt like I needed to protect her. Still do. And I feel like such a failure for how things turned out.�
Dawn squeezed my shoulder and put her head against it. She said nothing for a long while and I just clenched my hands, squeezing the tension out of my body. But eventually she picked her head up and looked me square in the eye. �Okay, here�s the plan: We�re just going to get through tomorrow. It�s your last night and there�re a couple dozen girls out there who want to show you a good time. Just enjoy this and forget about Paige for one night. Then you�ll go home and live your life. And when we come back to school, I promise I�ll do whatever I can to help you make things right.�
I sat up straight and looked at Dawn in surprise. �Really?�
She smiled and nodded. �Really.�
Chewing on that for a few seconds, I eventually took a deep breath and said, �I must say I�m surprised. You�ve always said she was just a little bitch asking for trouble and not worth my time.�
Dawn shrugged. �Maybe she still is. But what matters is that�you�re�not happy. And I HATE seeing you not happy. This isn�t about getting you laid or some romantic complication. This is just something else causing you grief and if I can help, I will. That�s what best friends do.�
I smiled. �You mean it?�
She smiled right back and nodded. And then I just had to lean forward and wrap her up in a big hug. �Thank you, Dawn. Thank you.�
�Always, my Ben,� she said softly.
* * *
Dawn and I finally emerged, just in time for a sweet slow dance. The party had been running full tilt for a couple of hours, and everyone seemed to need the momentary break from the loud noise and screaming. Quickly, couples paired off and started undulating to the music like long grass in the wind. And smiling, I held my arms open to my beautiful best friend.
I held her close, Dawn resting her cheek against my shoulder while I wrapped my arms around her waist, careful to keep my hands north of the equator in case Ryan was watching. Together, we swayed back and forth, remembering the old days when holding each other so intimately was a commonplace event.
One song gave way to two. And midway through the second, I felt a tap on my shoulder.
�Mind if I cut in?� Ryan asked neutrally, his face guarded. I simply nodded and handed Dawn off, letting our fingers linger for just a second longer than necessary.
Almost instantaneously, Adrienne slid up and wrapped herself around me. And with a happy smile from each of us, we finished out the rest of the dance.
The tempo picked up as a fast song took over; and almost instantly the volume in the room picked up as well. Adrienne let me go when Gwen cut in. The pretty dirty-blonde with the mane of ringlets bounced and jiggled enticingly with me, a wide smile on her face. The three of us danced together and with a challenging look, Gwen started bumping her way closer to me while making some erotic hip thrusts in perfect rhythm to the music. There was an obviously sexual undertone in the way Gwen was dancing with me, and she fixed her light brown eyes on me while moving up and into my personal space, matching my hip movements with her own so that we were dancing very, VERY close together.
�I know your dance card has a lot of options, Ben,� Gwen whispered in my ear. �You think that maybe you can fit me in tonight?�
I smiled right back. �Thought we were already dancing...� I checked my bulge against her belly for emphasis.
�I didn�t mean that kind of dancing...� Gwen�s eyes glittered with the innuendo in her voice. �C�mon, shouldn�t good friends have some priority on your, what do you call it, �To Do� list?�
�Hmm...� I pondered that idea. I also pondered whether I�should�have just snatched Gwen off the dance floor and fucked her brains out to purge my Paige-demons earlier. But before I could come up with a response, a new body flew in amongst us.
�Woooo!!!� Robin threw her hands in the air, sounding as giggly as any Tri-Delt. The pretty brunette�s long brown hair was flying everywhere as she twirled about, dancing �mostly� in time with the music but more to an enthusiastic beat in her own head. In fact, she was spinning so fast I�m surprised her glasses didn�t fly off.
Robin practically made Adrienne catch her as she danced in among us, eagerly boogying up to the stacked blonde bombshell then over to Gwen and finally to me. To my surprise, the normally aloof brunette wrapped her arms around my neck and brought her face up close and personal to mine, her dark brown eyes open wide as she stared right at my face. �You know, Ben, I�ve always been curious as to what makes you sooo damn special.�
I arched an eyebrow and screwed up my nose at her noxious breath. �Excuse me?� I chuckled at how drunk Robin appeared to be. Normally something of a morose drunk, she was quite blitzed and quite carefree at the moment.
�You�re good-looking, Ben. I won�t deny that.� Robin actually tapped my nose with her right index finger. �You�re intelligent and pretty funny and you�re a nice guy when you�re not busy being a horny bastard. But I simply do NOT get what makes you sooo damn attractive to sooo many girls.�
I chuckled and kept dancing while Robin continued to hang around my neck. �Beats me.�
�What kind of ANIMAL are you in bed?� she breathed, making me scrunch my nose again. �I�d have thought the whole thing was just bullshit, tall tale built on top of tall tale. It just seems too far-fetched that anyone on the planet can be THAT good, unless you�re some sort of mythical prodigy.�
�I vote �prodigy�!� Gwen cheered from behind Robin.
�What do I gotta do, Ben?� Robin sighed. �Do you and me gotta go for a ride? Just so I can find out whether the whole thing is bullshit or for real?�
I arched an eyebrow and stopped dancing. This whole thing was WAY out of character for Robin and I started to pull her hands off my shoulders. �You�re drunk, Robin.�
�Yesh I am...� she lisped. �But that doesn�t mean I�m not horny. Sometimes I don�t get this whole sex thing. I�ve never even orgasmed from intercourse. But if you�re THAT good, maybe you can figure out how to turn the trick.�
My eyebrows popped up as Robin tried to wrap herself around my neck again. I warded away her hands and directed her back to Gwen, who now realized her best friend was a little�too�blitzed out of her mind. �Maybe some other time,� I said gently.
�Maybe tonight,� Robin sighed and grinned goofily. �It�s the last night of the year and we all go home tomorrow. No better time to do something stupid.�
Just then, Bert finally ran into sight and I gestured him over. �I think your girlfriend�s had a little too much to drink,� I said and handed Robin over to him and Gwen. Together, the two of them took her away to get sobered up a bit.
Adrienne came up beside me to watch them going away and nudged me in the side. �C�mon, Tiger. Weren�t you the least bit tempted?�
I arched an eyebrow. �It�s Robin, A.D. She�s in the crew.�
�Gwen, Paige, Megan, Cassidy, Stephanie, Abbie, Al��
�Okay, okay.� I waved her off. �Robin�s different. She�s never shown an interest before and she�s too drunk to know what she�s saying right now.�
�Wrong,� Adrienne grinned. �You�re too busy flirting with Dawn every day to notice, but that girl�s been getting curious about you. More than once, I�ve caught her rubbing her thighs together while staring at you, her eyes a little glassy.�
�We talking about the same Robin?� I wondered. �Dark hair. Retro glasses. Librarian-look about her?�
�Pretty face. Great complexion. Trim body. Better boobs than you�d think hidden underneath her sweaters...� Adrienne drawled.
I snorted. �What�s it matter to you?�
�Haven�t you figured it out yet? I want you to nail every piece of ass you can get your hands on. I get a little vicarious thrill whenever my big brother notches another one on his belt. And maybe after you�ve scrambled their pretty little brains, you�ll find a way to get them into MY bed as well.� Adrienne cackled and sipped her drink.
I rolled my eyes but glanced over to where Robin was still hopping up and down, dancing gaily while Bert and Gwen did their best to calm her down. I had to admit, the pretty brunette looked more vibrant and energetic and dare I say it...�sexy�... bouncing around in a tight-fitting maroon top with three-quarter sleeves and a pleated skirt that showed off her toned, creamy legs.
I�d never seriously considered Robin as a sexual target before, what with the big �Fuck Off!� billboard across her forehead most days.
But I was considering her now...
* * *
Adrienne eventually meandered off to chat with Monique and Dayna. She wasn�t abandoning me, though. A gaggle of Tri-Delts were coming in my direction, the girls having managed to survive only so long without me around. Adrienne just patted me on the back and left me to my adoring fans.
I needed another drink and so collected my Tri-Delts and headed for the bar where Dayna�s friend Antonio Calderon was currently bartending. ��Sup Tony. Can I get a Vodka Redbull?�
�Coming right up.�
Two Vodka Redbulls were quickly lined up in blue Solo cups, one for me and one for Jocelyn Canilao. Three Vodka Cranberries were lined up right next to them in red Solo cups for Kelly Park, a recent Tri-Delt pledge named Jamie Miano, and a third girl I didn�t recognize. I took my cup and thanked Tony for the drinks before turning and heading back to a less crowded area. The four girls followed after, although Jamie went back to thank the handsome Latino a bit more effusively.
Eventually, I wound up on the back patio, cooling off from the stifling heat inside while the three girls still with me huddled around. Jocelyn was giggly and amped and clearly didn�t need the Red Bull�s caffeine. Kelly was just making eyes at me that made obvious her lustful desires. And even the third girl was unabashedly checking me out.
There was an old couch that we�d stashed back here on the patio. And after settling onto the couch, Jocelyn promptly dropped herself into my lap and wrapped her arm around my neck while giving me a very nice downward view into her prominent cleavage. Kelly cuddled up against my side. And the third girl took a chair right in front of us.
�This is SUCH a cool party,� the third girl looked around in wonder. �I mean, it�s freaking�cold, not like the islands. But these were a good idea.� She pointed upwards to the source of heat. I�d rigged two overhead heat lamps last year, not unlike the one I�d repaired at Candy Carter�s place in La Jolla.
Jocelyn patted my chest. �Ben put those up himself. He�s quite the handyman. He even fixed my bed so it wouldn�t squeak whenever he wanted to fuck me on it.�
She laughed gaily and Kelly reached out and smacked her leg. �You�re such a horn dog!� Kelly giggled.
�And for Ben, aren�t you?� Jocelyn shot back. Then she turned to the third girl and drawled. �I swear he�s made me cum more times in our last two or three sessions than I had in the entire YEAR before him.�
The third girl blushed and leaned back against her chair, raising a hand daintily to cover her smiling mouth. And as I comfortably sat with one pretty girl on my lap and another leaning against my side, I paused to really check out the one in front of me.
She was quite tall, probably 5�10�, and very,�very�pretty, with a mixed Asian heritage. Her naturally black hair was faded to a neutral brown and interwoven with blonde streaks. She had a great tan and a long, lithe, and toned body. Her legs looked incredible as she folded them over the end of the chair in her seated position. She wore a puka shell necklace around a delicate neck, and her eyes were a light brown that tended toward golden, just the way I liked it. Despite her height, she had a youthful face that made her look younger than everyone else. And she sipped at her cup with a delightfully naughty glee that made me think she didn�t drink alcohol very often.
I went ahead and put my hand forward. �Hi, I�m Ben.�
�I know,� she giggled. �Everyone�around here keeps talking about you. More even than just these two.� She blushed deeply, and I got the distinct impression that this was another one of those nights where every girl in the house was discussing my sexual exploits.
She smiled and I smiled and then I raised my eyebrows. �This is usually the part where you take my hand and tell me�your�name.�
�Oh!� she stammered, clearly embarrassed. �I�m Meli!� And she finally took my hand, shaking it lightly. Her eyes lit up with additional golden flecks when she felt the skin of our hands rubbing against each other.
�Pleased to meet you, Meli,� I flashed my best charming smile.
�I�ll bet you�d be pleased to�meat�her,� Kelly giggled, and I rolled my eyes at the little innuendo. Kelly Park was a Junior and one of the six upperclassmen sisters Adrienne and I had double-teamed before Thanksgiving Break. Plus, she was Jocelyn�s sorority big sister. There had been a few encounters since then, including just last night during the impromptu orgy with Bridget, Carli, and Andie. And from the way Kelly was inching closer to me, it seemed that she hadn�t yet gotten enough.
Kelly was a study in contrasts compared to Meli. Despite being older, she appeared to be a scaled-down version of the new girl at only 5�4�. Both girls were slender with narrow hips and modest bosoms. Both wore tops that showed off their flat stomachs, Kelly in a white belly shirt and Meli in a dark, sleeveless cropped top. But where Meli had gold-flecked eyes and gold streaks in her dark hair, Kelly had dyed-blue streaks and even blue-colored contacts. I found myself fantasizing about being sandwiched between them and finding out in further detail how they compared and contrasted.
And mentally I also added Jocelyn to that mix. Despite being Kelly�s �little sister�, I�d never had the pair at the same time. So I was thinking to bring all three of these babes back to my bedroom and put myself at the center of an Asian-variety orgy. It seemed like a great way to finish off the year by finally getting the sorority sister-pairing, plus Meli was fresh and young and�very�enticing. I could already imagine those long, slender legs folded up her own body and hooked over my shoulders while I pounded the young girl beneath me.
Continuing my conversation with Meli, I gestured to the two Tri-Delts and asked, �So how do you know the girls? Friends? Classmates? Roommates?� From how close Meli had been to Jocelyn throughout the night, I assumed roommates, with Jocelyn having pledged Delta Delta Delta but Meli not.
I was wrong. �Oh, we just met tonight,� Meli giggled.
�She looked lost and lonely when I first got here,� Jocelyn put in and then added flirtily, �Whaddaya say Ben, do you think we can make her feel welcome tonight?�
I grinned and sipped my drink. I found myself staring at Meli�s tits. They weren�t very big, but she seemed to be going without a bra and her nipples were prominently poking through the sheer top in the cool air. �We�ll see,� I replied.
Jocelyn pouted. �Aww, you need to give me something more firm than that. Otherwise I just might take her over to the Tri-Delt party and see if I can�t convince her to pledge next year.�
I shrugged noncommittally. The Tri-Delts were having their own end of the year party at the chapter house, with my girls just visiting the party here for a little while before returning to their sorority. Already Tonya, Lakhi, and Leighton had stopped by to say �hi� and then left. And I hadn�t seen Andie or Carli in a while. I very much wanted Jocelyn, Kelly, and Meli to stay with me tonight instead of leaving for the other party, but playing hard to get had become part of my routine interactions with the Tri-Delts, and I wanted them to work a little harder at their seduction before finally giving in.
Things wouldn�t get that far.
The three girls and I continued flirting under the heat lamps on the back patio and we�d progressed to the point where Meli had taken the spot sitting on my lap, the beautiful young girl shifting her weight every so often to rub her butt against the bulge in my jeans. I think Jocelyn realized how much I wanted the new girl, and knowing my propensity for group sex, the Filipina Tri-Delt was dangling Meli in front of me as enticement to get us ALL into bed together.
So with Meli in my lap, I was just asking her who else she knew at the party, since she hadn�t come with Jocelyn and Kelly, when a finger tapped at my shoulder.
Meli swallowed her response and looked up with me to see Ryan Tanner looming above us. �Hey Ben, got a minute?�
I gave him the universal �go away� eye roll to indicate I was making some serious progress with the trio of Asian babes around me. But he held his gaze and I acquiesced. Patting Meli�s drumtight ass, I apologized, �Excuse me a moment, girls.�
They pouted but stood up. �We�ll get some more drinks. You want another, Ben?�
I waved them off. I liked to drink socially, but I was buzzed enough already and too much alcohol actually impeded my ability to get three ejaculations in one session. And I VERY much wanted to get three ejaculations tonight, one for each of them.
The trio walked away, Jocelyn and Kelly bouncing energetically while Meli looked back at me with lustful disappointment. I stared after her with some disappointment of my own and for a second, I thought of inviting her right back. But then I sighed, leaned back against my chair, and gestured Ryan to one of the vacated spots. �Sit down. What�s up?�
Ryan shrugged and sat on the edge of another chair, not leaning back. He grimaced for a brief moment before steeling himself and stating, �I was talking with the others. Seems like everyone�s interested in continuing this party at Dawn�s and my apartment.�
I raised my eyebrows in surprise. Dawn and my crew leaving? True, I still had Brandi�s and Dayna�s friends and the Tri-Delts to keep me company here. But why was�Ryan�telling me this? And I noted the tension in his voice. �Doesn�t sound like you�re one of the interested people.�
Ryan clenched his jaw briefly and looked down. But his sterling blue eyes flicked right back up and he sighed. �I�m fine, really. I think this is something that needs to happen.�
I frowned as I thought through the implications of Ryan�s statement, and I looked at him curiously. �What�s going to happen?�
He shrugged and then stood up. �I don�t know. I really don�t. But whatever happens, happens. And I�ve decided that I can live with that.�
And on that mysterious note, Ryan walked away.
* * *
I was still pondering the enigma of Ryan�s statements when a pretty bottle-blonde with a great rack sat down beside me. �Cheers,� she toasted while raising her cup.
I snapped out of my little reverie and looked over at Bridget Marks, a Senior Tri-Delt who had become something of a friend over the past couple of months. She had always spoken plainly with me, honest both in speech and in her desire for some no-strings-attached fucking. She�d been the first one Adrienne and I double-teamed once we decided that non-pledge Tri-Delts were fair game. And since then, she�d been my window into the behind-the-scenes political machinations of the sorority. I tapped my Solo cup against hers and took the last sip of my Vodka Redbull. Then I leaned back and smiled. �What�s up?�
�Just thought I�d stop by and see how you were doing. The Tri-Delt party doesn�t seem half as energized as this place is.�
I shrugged.
�So have you decided who�s going to win the prize?�
I furrowed my eyebrows. �What prize?�
�You.� Bridget�s eyebrows went up. �The pledge competition may be over but the jockeying for status continues. We�re not tracking points anymore, but there�s some discussion over at the chapter house about who�s going to spend the night with you.�
�Seriously?�
She shrugged. �Some girls get status from having the nicest clothes. Others from dating the star quarterback. It�s the �I�ve got what you want� mentality. Right now, the girls want you.�
�And do you?� I arched an eyebrow at the busty blonde.
Bridget giggled. �I�m not a recent pledge crawling up the social ladder; I don�t need the status. Yes, I want to spend the night with you, but only because I want to get my brains royally fucked out before Winter Break.�
�Maybe,� I smiled. �You�re the only one around right now.�
Bridget shook her head and then pointedly looked over my shoulder. �Only for now. Cadence has been at the window staring at you for the last fifteen minutes, waiting for an opportunity. Jocelyn, Kelly, and the new girl are just inside the door. They�re waiting for me to leave you alone again. They know better than to intrude while I want to talk to you. Seniority does have its perks.�
My eyebrows went up and I fought the impulse to turn around and verify what Bridget was telling me.
She leaned forward, offering me a tantalizing glimpse of her cleavage before standing up and patting my shoulder. �I�ll be fine tonight, Ben. I should be heading back to the chapter house anyways. But be careful with my girls. Cadence and Jocelyn have been at each other�s throats ever since that foursome you had to break Leighton�s bounty. Cadence was in first place until that little stunt. And hell hath no fury...�
... as a woman scorned. She didn�t have to finish the statement. I already knew. I finally did turn around and by now, saw through the window that regal blonde Cadence was towering over the shorter Jocelyn while Kelly tried to back up her little sorority sister. It seemed that no matter which way I chose tonight, I was going to piss somebody off. Ah, the complications of being a male slut in demand.
Bridget just smirked, patted my shoulder one last time, and then left. Cadence, Jocelyn, and Kelly smiled politely as Bridget passed, and I took the opportunity to slip away, heading into the backyard and going around the side of the house to come back in the front door.
I was just entering back in to the front door foyer when Dawn came up to me. �Ben! There you are!� She quickly attached herself to my left arm and looked�unbelievably�excited. �I can�t WAIT. I still can�t believe we�re going to DO this!�
�Do what?� I frowned at her.
She came to a stop and looked up at me with wide eyes. �Ben! Ryan said he talked to you.�
I shrugged. �Yeah, THAT was a weird conversation. He said you guys were all going over to your apartment.�
Dawn looked horrified for a moment. �You ARE coming, aren�t you?�
�What are you talking about?�
Gwen showed up and latched onto my other arm. �There you are!� She grinned at me with bright, lustful eyes and ran her hand down to cup my ass. �This is gonna be SO wicked.�
�What is going on?� I asked again, but Gwen was already looking around. �Where�s Adrienne?�
Dawn shrugged. She spotted Brandi and Matt Kanemura in the hallway, moved us over, and asked, �Hey Brandi. Have you seen Adrienne?�
Brandi grinned and jerked her thumb back at Adrienne�s bedroom door. �Already in her room with Andie and Carli.�
As if on cue, a loud, very happy female moan drifted through Adrienne�s door, followed by another. My eyebrows went up and I smirked imagining the lesbian threesome going on in there. And Dawn verbalized, �Ahhh...�
�Well, it�s probably better,� Gwen said almost nervously. �Adrienne�s orientation might have made things awkward for this. Plus, even numbers and all...�
�For what?� I asked. I STILL didn�t know what was going on.
�Really, I thought Ryan talked to you about this,� Dawn sighed. �The rest of us are heading over to my apartment.� She read my eyes and realized that no, I really didn�t know what was going on. But rather than explain right away, she clutched my arm possessively and started tugging me out the door. �Never mind. I�ll explain on the way.�
�You heading out?� Brandi called after us.
Dawn gripped my arm even tighter. �Yeah. We�ll see you guys in the morning,� she drawled with waggling eyebrows and a giggly voice. Gwen similarly clutched my other side and wiggled her butt suggestively.
Brandi just chuckled and waved at us. �Okay. Have fun guys. Just bring him back in time for us to drive home.�
I still didn�t know what was going on. But evidently, my friends wanted me to go with them to Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment, away from the bustle of the party behind us. My impulses told me to trust Dawn; she was my best friend after all. My loins told me to go along with whatever Gwen wanted, as the look on her face made clear I wouldn�t be without pleasure for this night. And my head told me this�would�avoid the Tri-Delt conflict. I wouldn�t be choosing either Cadence OR Jocelyn and thus giving neither additional reason to hate each other. It would just further playing hard to get, which I could live with.
So I let Dawn and Gwen drag me out the door.
Thing is, if I�d known what mental and emotional anguish was waiting for me at Dawn�s apartment, I probably would have turned right around and gone back inside the house.
* * *
Everything started off pleasantly. Dawn, Gwen, and I walked the short two blocks quickly and arrived to find Ryan mixing drinks and Bert and Robin on one of the couches. Robin clearly didn�t need anything more to drink as she was still flying high and already being far more physically affectionate than I�d ever seen her. Actually, she was straddling Bert�s lap and doing her best to shove her tongue down his throat.
�Get a room, you two,� I drawled and Robin actually flipped me the bird without breaking her liplock with her boyfriend.
�If you can�t beat �em, join �em,� Gwen giggled behind me. She then tugged on my arm, spinned me around, and grabbed the back of my head. And before I could even blink, she threw me against the wall and did HER best to shove her tongue down my throat. It wasn�t easy, being 8 inches shorter than me, even wearing 3-inch heels and rising up onto her toes. And ultimately Gwen dragged me over to the couch so that we could adopt a similar position to Bert and Robin, with that happy couple at one end and me and my dirty-blonde at the other.
Meanwhile, Ryan was in some conversation with Dawn, my beautiful blonde best friend holding his face in her hands and saying something earnestly. Eventually, they came over to join us, sitting side-by-side on the opposite couch. And only then did Gwen and Robin dismount their respective boys.
�So how is this going to work?� Ryan asked almost nervously, looking back and forth at both Robin and Gwen and then back to Dawn.
Dawn just looked at Bert and Robin. �Are you sure you two want to do this? Nothing will ever be the same again.�
The young couple looked at each other for a moment before nodding together and then turning to face us. �Yeah,� Bert breathed, staring in rapture at Dawn while still appearing quite nervous.
Robin, by contrast, was the most excited. She stared lustfully at both Ryan and me before nodding her head rapidly. �Oh, yeah.�
�Excuse me,� I now put in. �What the hell is going on?�
Dawn smacked Ryan�s side. �You TOLD me you talked to him.�
�I DID,� he said defensively.
I blinked. �Not exactly, but that�s not the point,� I waved everyone off. �Just tell me now.�
Gwen leaned in and wrapped herself around my arm. �It�s the last night before break. We�re all friends here. So for one night, and one night only, we�re all going to play around a bit.� She snagged a drink off the table and took a sip, restraining herself from giggling too much.
�Play around?� I arched an eyebrow.
Ryan said firmly, �Nobody goes any further than they want to.�
�Oh, I want to go ALL the way,� Robin exhaled excitedly before burping quite loudly. She slapped a hand over her mouth and then giggled as if it was the funniest thing she�d ever done in her life.
I jerked a thumb at Robin and looked at Dawn. �Is she aware of what she�s saying?�
Dawn nodded. �It was her idea weeks ago, actually. Didn�t think she was serious, but tonight she came up to us and said she really, really wanted to do it.�
Gwen looked sternly at me. �But nothing leaves this apartment. Got it?�
�Of course, of course,� I said quickly. Then I looked right at Ryan and thought about the implications of �playing around�. Robin was clearly eyeing both me and Ryan. Bert was in awe of Dawn and Gwen. And if�everyone�was playing around, that also included me ... and DAWN. �Are you sure about this?� I asked the big blonde guy.
Ryan took a deep breath and looked at Dawn for a moment before bringing his gaze back to me. �I told you I wasn�t�sure. But I decided I�ll accept whatever happens.� He scooped up one of the drinks and practically chugged the entire thing, gasping as the alcohol burned down his throat. �It�s like worrying about whether you should ask a girl out, not knowing how she�ll react. You can either freak out, forever wondering about all the �what ifs� ... Or you can just let it all hang out and do it. Whatever happens, at least now you know. I imagine you went through the same thing with me two years ago.�
I wasn�t quite sure what he meant, but I recognized the serious intent in his tone. And taking a deep breath, I nodded. Then I looked at Dawn, feeling both an uncontrollable excitement at the idea that I might ACTUALLY be allowed to play around with her as well as a disquieting sense of foreboding that this whole thing was going to blow up in my face. �So how is this going to work?�
* * *
This �thing� worked with instructional cards. Robin had found a swingers game in some shop on Telegraph. I hadn�t known it at the time, but she and Bert had fallen into a rut and her lack of excitement in the relationship had led her to start speculating about exactly why so many girls were continually flocking to me. She�d also harbored a crush on Ryan, at least physically, since he was such a well-built specimen of man. And as it turned out, it wasn�t that difficult to convince Bert. He was bored in the rut as well and had long held his own crushes on Dawn, Gwen, and Adrienne. He was a guy, after all.
Robin talked to Gwen about the idea and showed her the game, and since the dirty-blonde was openly comfortable with her widespread sexual desires, Gwen readily jumped on the idea. She was already fucking me, held some curiosities about Bert, and of course had the occasional wet dream about hunky Ryan.
The girls then talked to Dawn, who proclaimed that Ryan would never go for it. But when Robin brought up the idea at tonight�s party, the big guy had surprisingly thrown caution to the wind and said, �The hell with it.� Dawn was doing a poor job concealing her desire to, at the very least, make out with me with her boyfriend�s permission. And seemingly everyone was on-board.
Ryan volunteered to talk to me for his own mysterious reasons, only the intent was never quite communicated. So they were only now getting my approval. And as it turned out, while everyone was friends with Adrienne, Gwen and Robin were FIRMLY hetero and had been relieved when it turned out the blonde bombshell was already occupied. Unless Adrienne brought another guy, she�d be a seventh wheel. And I personally knew Adrienne wasn�t interested in boinking either Bert or Ryan.
So now it was the six of us, plentiful alcohol, and a swinging game. What a way to end the semester.
We all lined up in alternating boy-girl order � Ryan, Dawn, Me, Gwen, Bert, and Robin � on the two couches around the coffee table. Robin turned over the top card, from a pile marked �Level One.� She held it up and shrugged. �Everyone make out with your partner for one minute.� There were two sand-filled timers like hourglasses, one small one-minute and one large, probably five minutes.
It seemed easy enough and Gwen cuddled up next to me again. She was my partner by default, not that either of us was complaining. She was by far the more aggressive of the two of us right now � I was still wrapping my head around what we were about to do � and soon she was humming happily while carving out the inside of my mouth with her tongue. By the end of the minute we were breathing hard, but still able to keep a lid on things.
Ryan was the next in line and he flipped over the next starter card, reading aloud, �Everyone removes a major article of clothing.� His eyebrows went up and the girls giggled. Shrugging, the three guys all removed their shirts but left our undershirts on. Robin lost her sweater, leaving her in a baby-T shirt beneath. Dawn removed her button-down, revealing a spaghetti-strap white camisole underneath. Only Gwen didn�t have two layers, and when she pulled off her top, she leaned back to proudly display her nicely formed tits held aloft in a flesh-toned bra.
Dawn read the next card, and so we kept going. Some of the cards told us to fondle each other. Others told us to have a drink. Several times we were instructed to continue making out for a minute at a time.
The game instructions told us to play 15 Level One cards before spinning the �Swingers Wheel�. The wheel was just a flat circular disc with an arrow attached to the center. Apparently the game could handle parties with more than six because there were really just four quadrants: Move one spot to the right, one spot to the left, two spots to the right, or two spots to the left. If there were only four people, the two couples just switched partners. After the 15 Level One cards, I was up next and spun �move one spot to the left�. So the three of us guys got up and moved over, resetting the new pairings to: Bert and Dawn, Ryan and Gwen, and Me and Robin.
Now it was Robin�s turn. With glee she turned over the first �Level Two� card and was told to remove a major article of clothing from her partner. Since she was a girl, all the girls would do the same. Whenever a guy pulled a card, all the guys would similarly do the same.
Unsurprisingly, all three girls decided to go for our pants. Robin even knelt in front of the couch while she pulled away my jeans, gasping in awe when the bulge in my boxers prominently jutted upwards right in her face. She reached out to touch me, but I slapped her hand away, scolding, �Not yet.�
Bert had the next card, and everyone stopped breathing for a second when it instructed, �Everyone make out and fondle your partner for one minute.�
Robin was again the first to break through the silence, vaulting into my lap and grinding her crotch against my bulge while attacking my lips with her own. She was messy and wet and unskilled and enthusiastic. I hadn�t been kissed like that since the twins� fumbling first attempts and it took me a second to get her to calm down while I showed her a better way of kissing. And since I now had permission, I let my hands roam across the pretty brunette�s nubile body, never deliberately going for her private parts. This was still warm-up.
Across the table, Dawn was similarly trying to contain Bert�s enthusiasm, as if he were an overeager high schooler. The guy certainly wanted to get his hands on her tits. And next to me, Gwen and Ryan were tentatively sharing a liplock, both of them clearly interested but Ryan plainly nervous, frequently glancing over at Dawn. Ryan�s nervousness carried to Gwen and things weren�t going all that well. But at least it only lasted for a minute.
The awkwardness got even deeper when Dawn flipped a card and the girls were instructed to specifically fondle their partner�s crotches for a minute. Once Gwen started really rubbing Ryan�s cock outside of his shorts, the big guy just groaned and closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation, while simultaneously remaining stiff in nervousness. Robin was all frenetic hands on my cock. And Bert probably would have popped in his briefs if Dawn hadn�t stopped rubbing him at the last moment. The nice Korean guy seemed deeply embarrassed by how close he had come, and now with the second �new� couple starting to succumb to awkwardness, I was beginning to think that the game would soon fall apart.
But Ryan flipped a card that told everyone to have a drink, which settled everyone down for a minute. And then Gwen flipped a card that had everyone make out and fondle the person on their left. That had everyone making out once again with their own original partner, and a minute of kissing someone familiar did wonders for soothing everyone�s conscience. Bert and Robin found themselves staring at each other, reassuring each other that they wanted this wild and crazy experience. Dawn and Ryan were huddled close, Dawn reassuring her boyfriend that she loved him no matter what. And Gwen was just happy to have a fully willing partner.
It was a good thing everyone calmed down, because I flipped another �Remove your partner�s clothing� card. I pulled away Robin�s baby-T to get a look at those bra-clad breasts Adrienne claimed were better than her sweaters might have made them seem. Bert was hyperventilating as he also removed Dawn�s camisole to leave her upper body in just her bra for those big D-cups. But while Ryan was playing the gentleman and going after Gwen�s jeans, she leaned forward and said in a husky voice, �You can go ahead and take the bra.�
My eyebrows raised as I looked over. Bert nearly stopped breathing. And Ryan licked his lips and glanced back at Dawn.
Dawn just waved for him to go ahead, and then the room went silent as Ryan reached around the sexy dirty-blonde who simply raised her arms and planted her own hands on top of her head, proudly showing off her upper body. He got the bra unhooked and then pulled the cups away, gently dragging the garment down her arms until they came off. And then Gwen cheekily put her hands on top of her head again to show those tits off.
I�d seen them before, but having them revealed in this manner made my cock harder than steel. While not quite as big as Dawn�s, Gwen still had healthy, good-sized mounds that stood up firm and round with just a bit of heavy sag � 34C�s I�d eventually found out for myself. The nipples were hard and erect and proudly sticking out at anyone who cared to look at them. And I felt my mouth watering at the mere sight of such pretty breasts. Gwen let us ogle her for a little while, and then she finally dropped her arms and asked, �whose turn is it?�
It was Robin�s, and she promptly pulled another make out and fondle card. She pressed herself against my side and didn�t hesitate to grab at my crotch. And this time, when I looked out the corner of my eye, I could see that Gwen had pulled Ryan�s hands to her naked tits, encouraging him to fondle away, just like the card had said.
More clothes came off then. More kisses were exchanged. And there was even a card that shifted all the girls to the left, realigning everyone with their original partners but in different seats than where they�d started. By the time we got through 15 Level Two cards, we were all down to our underwear, with Gwen left in only her panties.
Then we hit Level Three. Ryan spun the Swingers Wheel and I found myself desperately praying to a god I didn�t believe in that somehow Dawn and I would get paired together.
We did.
Ryan visibly tensed up. But immediately we guys were ordered to lose our last article of clothing with the first Level Three card, and the second card put us all back into make out and fondle mode. Robin was entirely in Ryan�s lap as she humped herself against his muscular body and shoved her tongue between his pursed lips. She didn�t reach out and touch his erect cock just yet, satisfied to ride it beneath her panty-clad crotch. Gwen and Bert were going at each other with similar enthusiasm. And now it was my time with Dawn.
For some reason, I thought back to my very first kiss with Dawn, way back when we were fifteen. Given how active Brooke and the twins and the other High Schoolers I knew had been, I was surprised Dawn and I had actually waited until we were fifteen for our first kiss. For me, I suppose it was a product of being such a short, undesirable boy. But Dawn? Most girls with her looks had already lost their virginities by their fifteenth birthday. But Dawn had been waiting for me.
I�ll never forget how special I felt when she told me that.
Back then, I had been terrible. I had slobbered too much. I had no clue what to do with my tongue. And I kept bumping my nose into hers.
Today, four-and-a-half years later, I knew better. My fingers went to Dawn�s cheek. Her hands went to my jaw and around the backs of my ears. And then the universe exploded as our lips found each other. Sparkles went off behind my eyes. My stomach flipped and then flipped a few more times. This was kissing. This was my DAWN.
This was where my world made sense.
Dawn didn�t even try to grab at my body. I was buck naked and she didn�t need to grope me or take my throbbingly hard erection into her hand. She knew it was there. She knew she could have it. But this moment was about our kiss. The feel of our lips against each other, feeling the simple sense of...�rightness�... in this intimate touch, was all we really needed. Dawn was my soulmate. The kiss was just our reminder.
The Level Three cards had graduated to the 5-minute timer. But even with the longer duration, I felt like I didn�t have enough time. In fact, staring at the stupid contraption of glass, plastic, and sand, I cursed the game that would bring me so tantalizing close to my Dawn and yet separate us again when it was all over. I would live this night in 5-minute increments from now on, and I knew that I would also be parted from Dawn again for some of that. And even when Gwen called time to get us to separate, my lips lingered on my soulmate�s for just a little longer.
Two cards were down and in another thirteen, we�d spin the Swingers Wheel and I�d be forced to move to someone else. I looked to that future with doom and gloom, knowing that I would be separated from the one I wanted more than anything in this world. I�d bedded more girls in the past two months than any other stretch in my life. I�d fucked more pussies and throats and assholes than I could even count right away. I�d been cumming non-stop with such a variety of nubile beauties in such a variety of positions that I could fill an entire magazine full of Penthouse Forum articles completely on my own. But I�d trade them all if I could just stay with Dawn a little longer. I promised to my unknown god that I�d give them all up if I could just keep Dawn when Level Three ended. I didn�t want to face the game�s cruelty of bringing me with her for a short time and then pulling me apart when the round was over.
But it didn�t turn out that way. Actually, the game was even crueler than I�d feared.
* * *
The third Level Three card ordered anyone who wasn�t already buck naked to get stripped naked by their partner. Leave it to a stupid game to give me such a brief moment of happiness before yanking it all out from under my feet.
I gleefully pulled away Dawn�s bra and couldn�t help but sneak in a suckle or two of her tits as I did so. She smacked my head playfully and told me that wasn�t in the rules. On the other hand, Gwen wasn�t stopping Bert from doing the same and Robin was actively pulling Ryan�s head to her chest.
Sometime before we�d gotten started, Dawn had snuck into her room to retrieve fresh panties, and for the second time in one night I found myself removing a soaked thong from my beautiful best friend�s loins. The torn baby blue ones were probably still in my drawer back in my room. This pair was white and soaked with arousal. And while I wasn�t daring enough to actually lick her bare-shaven slit just yet, I did sniff and take a quick taste of the white spandex-like material in my hands.
But then the fourth card landed. Everyone had to switch partners again, and Gwen and I found ourselves all alone on one couch while Dawn, Ryan, Robin, and Bert were together on the opposite couch. It felt like my world was coming to an end as I was separated from my soulmate once again.
FUCK.
Gwen didn�t seem to notice my upset state. She was trembling and quivering with sexual energy by this point. She had fondled cocks and had her tits sucked. She�d french-kissed all three guys and had our hands roaming all over her flushed, skin-tingling body. She smiled at the way the fates worked out to bring us back into our original partners; and from the look in her eyes, game or no game she preferred me over the other two guys.
And she was THRILLED with the fifth card. �Orally pleasure your partner for five minutes,� Dawn read.
For the first time, Robin didn�t leap right into action. Whether subconsciously or not, the rest of us had always waited for her cue before carrying out the card�s instructions, and no one moved at first. We all just sort of looked at her expectantly.
Robin reached her hand out to Bert, intertwining her fingers through her boyfriend�s. She picked her eyes up and looked at the rest of us before taking a deep breath. �Are we really doing this?�
Bert looked hurt. �What? You can�t give me a blowjob anymore?�
Robin blushed, smiled, and shook her head. �Of course I can, silly. But up until now, we�ve all just been kissing and fondling and the like. Now we�re really getting into SEX.� She looked at Bert and stated, �It�s giving a blowjob to YOU, right now. But the next turn it could be Ben or Ryan. For all we know, we could be fucking someone else very soon.�
Gwen piped up. �Thought you looked at all the cards beforehand.�
Robin nodded. �I did. Actual penetration doesn�t happen until Level Four. But still. Are we all ready to do this?�
�Are you?� Dawn asked Robin.
The pretty brunette pushed her glasses up her nose, the black plastic frames the only article other than jewelry she was wearing. Her perky B-cup breasts, very nicely shaped, blushed pink along with the rest of her chest as she inhaled and nodded. �I�m ready,� Robin stated.
Bert nodded excitedly. �Me, too.�
Gwen confirmed. I nodded. Then Dawn looked at Ryan and asked, �Are we doing this, babe?�
Ryan took a deep breath and looked at me. �Whatever happens, happens,� he said softly. And then he gently took Dawn�s face in his hands and kissed her.
Robin turned and kissed Bert. Gwen was a little more direct and simply sank to her knees in front of me. �I�ve been craving this all fucking night,� she growled before promptly inhaling my prick, shoving the first four inches into her mouth while she sucked me like a vacuum cleaner. Robin flipped the timer and then similarly knelt in front of Bert. And while a part of me didn�t want to look, I watched as my Dawn took her place in front of her boyfriend.
It wasn�t the first time I�d seen Dawn giving another man a blowjob. The first had been with Ryan at his house that fateful Thanksgiving Weekend two years ago. And then at Dayna�s Blindfold Party last year, my semi-transparent blindfold had let me see her get involved in a couple of different sexual activities when she didn�t know I could see her.
But two years ago, I had been actively encouraging Dawn to find her happiness with Ryan. I�d wanted that more than I wanted her to be only mine. Last year at the Blindfold Party, she was exploring her sexuality beyond the only two serious boyfriends she�d ever had in her life. I�d been Adrienne�s boyfriend and busy fucking my own six new girls as well.
Right here, right now, Dawn still wasn�t mine. She belonged to Ryan: She knew it. I knew it. But we both knew we still wanted each other, and while I wasn�t jealous of Dawn for being physically intimate with her boyfriend, I WAS jealous that she wasn�t doing it to ME, right NOW. I wanted my cock in Dawn�s mouth. I wanted it to be MY lap in which she was bobbing her head up and down. Again, I didn�t mind that she was with Ryan, but I didn�t want to wait any longer for MY turn.
Curse the damn 5-minute timer that would delay that from happening immediately.
Curse the stupid cards that had me partnered with Gwen and not my Dawn.
I�d waited ever since summer camp of a year and a half ago since being intimate with her, and I didn�t want to wait any longer. Today was my chance to do so with Ryan�s permission. Today could be my ONLY chance. And every second that ticked by was one less second I would have with her. I simply couldn�t wait.
But I had to. No matter what turmoil my head was in, I wouldn�t break the game rules. After all, those rules were the only thing that might allow me to actually make love to my Dawn. Even if Ryan started to second-guess his permissions, the game rules said I could.
�Awww, FUCKKK!!!�
I was shaken from my reverie by a male grunt. I blinked and realized I was staring off into space, staring at nothing. I hadn�t been watching Dawn sucking her boyfriend. I hadn�t been watching Bert and Robin. I hadn�t even been watching Gwen nursing my own thick cock. But now I looked and saw that despite the clenched jaw and the agony on Bert�s face to hold himself back, he was spurting his load into his girlfriend�s mouth, unable to contain himself any longer.
Robin gulped for the first two bursts before opening her mouth and gasping for air, unable to take Bert�s entire load. His nicely-sized cock kept spurting, shooting little ribbons of cum into the pretty girl�s face. One streak even landed across her glasses. And finally she pumped out the rest against the upper slopes of her chest. The timer had run a bit past five minutes, but nobody seemed to mind.
Gwen turned around, smacking her lips noisily. �So what do the rules say about that?�
Robin shrugged. �We keep playing. Just gimme a second to clean up.� And then she took a deep breath, her eyes looking a little more focused and her demeanor appearing a little less drunk. �And gimme a minute to gather myself. I didn�t realize how weird this would feel giving my boyfriend a blowjob in front of other people. I CERTAINLY didn�t know how weird it would feel for him to give me a facial in front of other people.�
Robin headed straight for the bathroom. And then Gwen snagged a box of tissues and tossed it over to Bert so he could clean himself up. The guy blushed in embarrassment, but Gwen said, �Don�t worry about it. We take it as a compliment that just being around me and Dawn gets you to pop off like that.�
Dawn nodded and grinned. �Well, we HAVE effectively been doing foreplay for over an hour now.�
�Really?� I arched an eyebrow. �What time is it?� I looked around for a clock to find that it was after 1am. There were only about six hours before the sunrise, when I would likely lose my Dawn.
�Doesn�t matter,� Gwen replied with a sigh, her eyes swiveling over to Ryan. �We�re not finishing until I get a big dick inside me. Right?�
Dawn�s eyelids dropped halfway and she slid her gaze over to me. With a husky voice, she drawled, �Right.�
* * *
Fortunately, I didn�t have to wait for Level Four to switch partners. Unfortunately, it wasn�t yet to Dawn. The game, the world, the�Universe�was just toying with me, and I could feel the tension building inside me the longer we played.
Robin, of course, was thrilled when I had to split her thighs apart and start going down on her. Like Bert, she was pretty wound up from an hour of foreplay and the petite brunette squeaked in orgasm after the first four minutes, the only of the three girls to do so, although I surmised that was more a testament to how keyed up she was than any particular skill of mine. For example, Ryan was doing a bang-up job from the way Gwen was moaning and groaning. She didn�t get off, but if we�d gone on another couple of minutes, I had no doubt she would have soon. And in the meantime, Bert was just in awe of being that close to Dawn�s pussy. Unfortunately, that meant he wasn�t doing a very good job, and she took the time to gently re-direct him and start teaching the poor guy what to do. He simply didn�t have the necessary experience to measure up to guys like me and Ryan. But by the time this night was over, I was sure he�d have learned a lot.
Bert got the chance to put his newfound education to work almost immediately. Ryan pulled a card that directed him to be orally pleasured in a daisy chain by the couple to his left, which was Dawn and Bert. That meant Dawn was going down on him while Bert resumed eating Dawn out. The other part of the card also meant that Gwen, as Ryan�s partner, was to be eaten by me while Robin feasted on my prick.
Gwen was ecstatic with the outcome. She was hot and horny and desperate for a good cum. While Ryan had gotten Gwen primed, I set her off. I knew her buttons too well to leave her without an orgasm, and inside four minutes I worked her over and sent her into a screaming climax. I then got to relax for the next minute and a half watching Robin bob her head up and down in my crotch, her pretty face looking uniquely sexy with her glasses and with her mouth stretched wide around my prick.
Right after that, we were directed to make out and fondle with the person to our left for five minutes, and I spent the entire time with my tongue in Gwen�s mouth and my fingers in her snatch while she gave me a handjob that brought me agonizingly close to bliss. Ryan was all over Dawn, hungry for his own orgasm as well. And Bert and Robin almost lazily groped each other while more eagerly waiting for the timer to end and give them something new to do.
And then just to tease me a little longer, card fifteen had us switching partners. I FINALLY got paired with Dawn again, and for a moment my heart leaped up in excitement. But Level Three was immediately over and Bert spun the Swingers Wheel to switch up our partners. And I was paired up again with Robin.
FUCK!
* * *
�No more timers in Level Four. The card ends when you say it ends,� Robin announced and then excitedly looked at Ryan.
The guy shuffled the Level Four cards and then patted them into a neat stack. Everyone tensed as Ryan grabbed up the top card and turned it over, saying in slightly shaky voice, �Fuck your partner right in front of everyone.�
[SLAM!]
[THUMP!]
�Oof!�
I found myself flat on my back on the floor between the couch and the coffee table. Robin was straddling my stomach with her hands around my head as she frantically crashed her lips against mine, huffing and puffing as she fought between kissing me and getting to the fucking as soon as possible. She tasted like breath mints and tequila and I had to admit that the sensation of her wet pussy leaking copious fluids all over my abs was quite the turn-on. And a minute later, she finally got a hold of herself and stared down at me, asking, �Please?�
Having caught my breath, I simply grabbed her hips and shifted her down over my crotch. No, she wasn�t Dawn. No, I�d never really considered fucking Robin before today. But she was a cute naked girl with perky tits, a tight tummy, and an obvious willingness to take my cock deep inside her. And I was a horny guy who�d been teased, fondled, groped, and sucked for more than an hour.
Robin frantically reached between us while I held her hips, taking three attempts to grab my dick in her hand and elevate it into position. And then while cooing excitedly, she sank herself down.
Fucking�HELL�she was tight.
Robin only got the first three inches on that initial lunge. She�d already been eaten to one orgasm and had several gallons of lubrication leaking out of her by now, but she was still a petite girl with narrow hips and not much experience.
�So fucking BIG, Ben!� Robin groaned and wriggled around my pole, sinking another inch.
Gently, I gripped her hips and lifted her up a bit, almost so that my mushroom head popped out of her. But before reaching that point I reversed my course and firmly tugged her downwards, this time managing to get six inches into her tight cunt.
�FUCK!� she groaned again.
I pulled out out and then pushed in one more time. And finally I was fully ensconced seven-and-three-quarter inches inside the body of my pretty brunette friend. Robin panted and smiled triumphantly at having taken me inside, brushing her brown hair back behind her ears and pushing her glasses up onto the bridge of her nose while getting herself settled in place. Neither of us moved for a couple of minutes, just getting used to the new sensations.
Meanwhile, Ryan had laid Gwen on her back across the long couch next to us, wrapping her legs around his hips as he smoothly drove himself inside her. At first, I couldn�t see much from my vantage point on the floor, but when Gwen lolled her head to the side, I could see her face with panting mouth and eyes squeezed shut as she felt the muscular man powerfully fucking into her body for the first time.
Across on the other couch, Dawn had taken charge rather than let an overeager Bert start rabbit-fucking her. Bert was seated upright while Dawn straddled his lap, undulating slowly and pressing her big tits into his face for licking while she humped up and down on his shaft, fucking herself with his cock.
And then I brought my attention back to Robin. Just like Dawn, she was humping herself up and down slowly. Her eyes were closed and her head thrown back as she absorbed all the sensations running through her body. I ran my hands up her torso, automatically testing out her erogenous zones before palming her tits and squeezing gently. �How does it feel?� I asked.
�So�good...� she moaned. Her eyes fluttered open and she smiled down at me. �You know I�ve only been with two men in my life? My High School boyfriend and then Bert. By the end of tonight, I�ll have doubled my total.�
I grinned. �And how do you feel about that?�
�Gawd, I�m such a slut,� she giggled and then moaned as I let my hand down to tickle the patch of skin between her sixth and seventh ribs on her left side. She twitched and then groaned, �What are you doing to me?�
�Just giving you pleasure,� I hummed and then dropped my left hand to her hip, extending my thumb out to rub lightly at her pleasure button.
Robin�s reaction was immediate: she jerked and twitched, groaning again at the new sensation. And before she could recover from that one, I was on to the next, tweaking her right nipple.
�What are you doing to me?� she asked again, panting a little more breathlessly.
I grinned and kept tweaking various parts of her body, adjusting my cock inside her, running a finger over her anus, and caressing previously unknown erogenous spots on her upper torso. �Keeping you guessing.�
�Why?� she panted and humped a little harder.
I chuckled. �I want to show you what makes me sooo damn special.� I gripped both her tits and then gyrated my hips counterclockwise, carving my dick around the inner walls of her pussy. Robin immediately jerked again and groaned as she started tumbling toward orgasm.
�Oh, ohhh!� she gasped and arched her back. My left hand was now gripping her tight buttcheek, squeezing it and running my index finger through the cleft of her ass. My right hand dragged down the ribs on her left side and then moved to her love button. And while I started humping my ass off the floor to drive my cock deeply into her body, I thumbed her clit and pushed a finger into her asshole, sending Robin into an epileptic seizure. �Oh, I�m cumming!� Robin screamed. �I�m actually cumming during sex! OhmiGAWD! I�m CUMMING!!!�
Quickly, I pulled my finger out of her ass while her pussy clenched around me. I grabbed the petite girl by her hips and swiftly rolled us over, banging my side into the couch before I managed to orient us in a missionary position without my dick ever leaving her cunt. And lifting Robin�s right leg over my left shoulder, I gripped her thigh and really started slamming my dick in and out of her compliant body.
�Oh, OHHH!!!!� Robin screamed and came again. For a girl who claimed she�d never before orgasmed during intercourse, it must have been pretty shocking to find that she was actually capable of multiple orgasms. And with a firm grip on her leg and my right hand roaming across her twitching body, I set out to give her at least one more.
�Oh, SHIT!� Gwen screamed from right next to me. Now that I was partially upright, I could see her entire body being jolted with each impact of Ryan�s forceful lunges, her wobbly tits gyrating nicely on each one. She threw her head back as her second orgasm of the night swept through her body. And as if in response, Ryan started growling as well.
�Ohhh, unnngghhh!� Dawn was moaning from the other side. I turned my head to see her tight ass bouncing up and down rapidly, Bert�s cock disappearing and reappearing into view. She was gripping the back of the couch as leverage for her spastic lunges, absolutely smothering Bert�s face in her cleavage now. But I remembered the look of awe on Bert�s face when he first met Dawn. If he died being smothered by her breasts tonight, he would die a happy man.
�Oh, one more, baby!� Gwen groaned next to me.
�I�m so close,� Ryan whimpered but soldiered on.
�I�m cumming!� Dawn moaned.
�Mmphh!!!� Bert mumbled.
And then I was at my limit as well.
Sometime around midnight I�d left the End of the Year party at my house. Since then, I�d sucked face with three different babes, suckled on the tits of all three of them, and gotten my dick sucked by two of them. I�d brought two girls to orgasm with my tongue and fucked Robin to two more of her own. And now, an hour and a half later, I was finally about to blow my load.
�I�m gonna cum inside you, Robin,� I grunted. �My big cock is gonna swell up inside your exquisitely tight pussy and it�s gonna fill you up with a big load of hot, creamy sperm.�
�Oh, gawd yes,� Robin moaned beneath me.
�You finally are gonna get to feel the Big Ben experience, Robin. After years of rumor and hearsay you�re gonna feel it. I�m going to blow your fucking�mind�and you�re going to go to sleep for a little while, okay?�
�Oh-ohhh! Oh-ohhh!�
�I�ll let you stay awake just long enough to feel me spurting inside you. The last thing you�ll feel before you pass out will be the sensation of my cock exploding in your cunt, hosing down your insides with frothy semen and sending millions of sperm into your womb looking for an egg. Are you ready?�
�Oh, FUUUCK!� Robin groaned and tensed up, her head being thrown back as the beginnings of a monster orgasm spread across her.
�Urrgh-NOW!� I grunted as I felt the first jet of cum blast out of me to splatter against Robin�s vaginal walls. At the same time, I let my left hand drift down and the fingers to glide through her anal crack before pressing the index finger into her anus. My right thumb found that spot between her sixth and seventh ribs again, tickling it while I rubbed the palm against her left breast. And I subtly shifted the angle of my cock so that my next few jets of spunk blasted off directly against her G-spot.
�OH, FUUUUUCCCCKKKKK!� Robin jerked one last time, her back arching off the floor with so much force that she actually lifted us both up into the air. Her eyes rolled up into her head and her arms flailed out, the right one smacking the coffee table leg hard enough to cause a bruise. But she was oblivious to the pain as she was already unconscious, her brain switched off even before her back hit the floor. Her body went cataleptically limp beneath me, and after hunching over her prone body for a minute or two to catch my breath, I pulled myself back and smiled with satisfaction as I saw the creamy froth bubbling out of Robin�s now much wider cunt.
To my right, Gwen was panting and smiling. �Welcome to club, girlfriend,� she said sweetly to Robin�s unconscious body. And then without another word, and with Ryan still slumped on top of her, Gwen reached out to me and pulled my head to hers for a searing kiss.
When we broke for air, I turned to see Dawn sitting next to Bert, the poor guy with a shocked look on his face. He still couldn�t believe he�d actually had sex with the beautiful blonde. For her part, she was sighing at the momentary relief of an orgasm while also having a fire in her eyes as she stared at me with unbridled lust. She wouldn�t be totally satisfied until she�d had me. And I was of like mind.
�Whose turn is it for the next card?� I asked, eager for the game to eventually bring me back to my Dawn.
Gwen chuckled and groaned. �Fuck the cards. I just wanna do that again!�
* * *
Dawn was scanning the rules while Robin was still asleep. She picked her head up in surprise and said, �Oops. This says that the Level Four cards are only supposed to be done by the couple that reads it. So technically, only Ryan and Gwen were supposed to fuck back then.�
I shrugged and said, �Whatever. What comes next?�
Dawn pointed to me and said, �Pick a card.�
I grabbed the next one, which said, �Take a shower together.� I looked down at Robin and smiled. It sounded like a decent idea. And a shower would have worked both pre and post-coital.
�Then you,� I pointed to Dawn.
She drew the next one and got, �Spin the Swingers Wheel.� Her eyes flashed at me and quite intently, she reached out and flicked at the arrow. It came to a stop at �move one stop to the left�, and after a second to figure out what that meant, we realized that rotated Dawn to pair up with me.
�Finally,� she breathed excitedly and then darted her gaze to Ryan.
Her boyfriend had just extracted his limp dick from Gwen�s soaked pussy and shrugged. It wasn�t like he could say anything at this point in the game, and Dawn�s and my desire to be together had been obvious from the beginning. So eagerly, Dawn and I started moving to embrace each other.
�Wait,� Gwen said and pointed to me. �You�ve got to finish your shower with Robin.�
I arched an eyebrow. �You�re the one that said �fuck the cards�.�
Gwen shrugged and stuck her tongue out at me, and for a moment I seethed at the dirty-blonde.
But Dawn took the second to collect herself and breathe for a few seconds. �No, you�re right.� She looked at Gwen and something unspoken was communicated between the two girls. �Thanks, Gwen.�
�Anyways, if Level Four is picked by couples, then it�s mine and Bert�s turn eventually,� Gwen said as she got herself up and dabbed between her legs with a tissue. She drew the next card and read, �Go into a private room and don�t come back out until you�re both satisfied.�
Standing, the pretty girl jutted her hip out to the left side and smirked at Bert. The guy had come twice already tonight, but one look up at the sultry babe and his cock began stirring back to life. �C�mon cowboy,� Gwen reached a hand out to him. �Let�s borrow the spare room and make sure we�re both satisfied.�
In almost as much awe as he�d been with Dawn, Bert took her hand and let himself be led away.
That left just me, Dawn, Ryan, and Robin. I leaned over Robin, gently rubbing her face and shaking her awake. Her eyes fluttered open and I swiftly ducked down to give her a peck on the lips. �Morning, cutie pie,� I said sweetly. �It�s time for me to get you cleaned up.�
�Oh...� Robin sighed lightly, her eyes shining. �Did I pass out?�
I nodded. �It happens.�
�I didn�t really believe it was possible,� she said sleepily. �You really ARE a w�nderkind.�
I chuckled and then scooped an arm beneath Robin�s neck, preparing to lift her up. I wasn�t sure what Dawn and Gwen had communicated with each other, but from the look in Dawn�s eyes, I figured it was something along the lines of �don�t appear TOO eager to fuck Ben�. Assuming I was right, it made sense for me to take Robin into the bathroom for a shower, thus giving Dawn and Ryan some private time to really figure out what was about to happen. As much as I wanted to fuck Dawn, I loved her even more and really didn�t want to ruin her relationship with her boyfriend.
But once I lifted Robin�s naked body up, Ryan moved in to take her from me. �It�s okay. I�ll go get Robin a shower. She�s my next partner anyways.�
I blinked and looked at Dawn. �Uh, that�s okay. It�s my job and you can spend the time with Dawn for a bit.�
He shook his head. �No need. I know you two have been waiting a long time to do this. I don�t want to keep you waiting any longer.� His voice cracked at the end of that, and I just KNEW with certainty that no matter what else Ryan might say, he DIDN�T want us to be fucking, period.
I blinked and unable to respond to that immediately, I turned and set Robin gently on the couch. She looked up at us curiously, as did Dawn. I then stood back up and looked Ryan dead in the eye, saying, �If you�re not comfortable with us doing this, we don�t HAVE to do it.�
�You want to,� Ryan stated flatly. �SHE wants to.�
�But YOU don�t want us to,� I shook my head. �You�re her boyfriend. That gives you veto rights. And if you�re not cool with this, we shouldn�t be doing it.�
�Dammit! You HAVE to!� Ryan barked, his momentary burst of anger surprising us all. He clenched his jaw and half-turned away, collecting himself before turning back and facing me. �Don�t you get it, man?�I�M�the guy worrying about whether to ask a girl out, freaking myself out wondering about all the �what ifs�. I don�t know how I�ll feel after you and Dawn make love again. I don�t know how SHE�LL feel. But the point is: I�m stressing out EVERY SINGLE DAY about this shit. We�ve been friends, Ben, but now all I can see is the guy my girlfriend might leave me for. You haven�t done anything serious, I know. You�ve had a zillion opportunities to cheat but you haven�t. She tells me she loves me. You tell me you have no designs on her. But the fact is I KNOW you both still love each other in your weird best-friends-since-birth way and it�s driving me NUTS. I�m tired of it. I�m at the point where I just want to KNOW, once and for all, how this might change us.�
�You already know,� Dawn said firmly, her own voice choked with emotion. �We were together in High School and then I went off to camp with Ben. I was honest with you. We had sex. We had a LOT of sex that summer. But I still came home to you and I�ve been loyal ever since.�
�That was different. That was then. This is now.�
�How is it any different?�
�I don�t know! I don�t know anything!� Ryan threw his hands up in frustration. �All I know is that I�m going stir crazy wondering about THIS �what if�. What if you two slept together again? Would you come back to me? Would you not?�
�So what?� Dawn frowned. �Every time you have a crisis of faith in me you�re gonna ask me to sleep with Ben just to see if I come back to you?�
�Maybe! You�re a different person than you were before college, Dawn,� Ryan moaned. �The girl you were then came back to me. The girl you are now? I don�t know yet.�
�Ryan, I promise��
�You can promise me anything, babe. I love you and I�ll believe you. But I�ll always wonder the �what if�.� He took a deep breath and then held his hand out to Robin. �Look Robin, let�s go take a shower together. I�ll get you cleaned up and I�ll be really gentle and yes, I�ve fantasized about running my hands all over your body. Dawn knows that because we talk every now and again about crazy shit like this. She even told me you�ve fantasized about me a couple of times.�
�Traitor,� Robin glowered at Dawn, who just shrugged.
Robin put her hand into Ryan�s and she stood up. Then Ryan turned to Dawn. �I�m going to leave you two alone for at least fifteen minutes. Probably longer. I love you, babe. You can do what makes you happy. And whatever happens, happens.� He kissed Dawn�s cheek and then led Robin into the bathroom, closing the door behind them.
Then Dawn turned to me. �Now what?�
Ohhh this was so freaking complicated.
* * *
�I want to be inside you...� I moaned, looking over at Dawn�s naked body. At 19, she was at her absolute peak of physical perfection. Her long, looong legs were toned and perfectly shaped, especially the way she crossed one leg over the other while seated on the couch beside me. Her hips had the perfect womanly flare, while her trim waist and tight belly were absent of any cellulite or excess fat. Her body curved wider up her torso to those overdeveloped 34D breasts, still hanging firm and round without any sag. I knew they would have to start drooping as she grew older the way Dayna�s had just started to, but right now they couldn�t be any better than they already were. Her lithe, graceful neck ascended up to that surpassingly beautiful face, the face of a goddess despite the look of worry etched across her brow.
She looked back at me and took my hand in her own. �I want you inside of me, too. So badly. You don�t KNOW how badly I want it,� she groaned as she pulled my hand up to her chest and pulled my opposite shoulder toward her.
�I DO know,� I groaned, staring right into her eyes. �I want this just as badly as you. We haven�t been together in ... forever. Longer than ever before.�
�I know,� she sighed. �When I saw the trickle of your cum leaking out of Robin�s pussy, it was�so hard�not to just dive on her and suck it out. That used to be my one �out�, remember? I couldn�t touch you directly but I could still taste your cum? I haven�t even had that lately.�
I groaned and moved my lips to hers, turning at the last moment and nibbling on her cheek. �Dawn...�
�Let�s do it, Ben. I want it. I want YOU. I need YOU.�
�Dawn, you know we can�t...�
�Ryan said it�s okay. This is our one chance. I don�t know when he�ll let us again, but right now we have to take this chance while we can.�
�He SAID that. But you KNOW he doesn�t want us to.�
�He�ll�never�want us to. Would you, in his place?�
�I would. If it would make you happy. You KNOW that.�
�HE wants me to be happy, too. That�s why he�s letting us.�
�That�s not the reason and you know it,� I whined. �This is a test. A test to see if you�ll betray him.�
�Don�t be ridiculous. He wants us to fuck, Ben. He wants you inside of me. And he wants to see if I�ll still come back to him after I�ve had you.�
�Ryan would NEVER want me inside you.�
�He did before,� Dawn protested.
�He never WANTED me inside of you,� I rephrased with new emphasis. �He LET us that one summer camp. But that was it. I know guys and I know Ryan. You even said it yourself not thirty seconds ago. He�d NEVER want us to.�
�But he said...�
�He said he�d rather know how you still felt about him after we slept together. But he meant he wanted to see if we�d go through with it, knowing he doesn�t want us to.�
�How do you know that, Ben? What if he really meant he wants to know how I�ll feel about him? If we don�t do this, then he�ll never really know and he�ll STILL go crazy thinking about �what if�.�
I winced and looked away. I really DIDN�T know if Ryan would keep on worrying about his �what ifs�. But what I did know was that Ryan didn�t really want me to sleep with Dawn. And as long as he was her girlfriend, I just ... couldn�t ... do it.
SUCKED, huh?
I shook my head. �I can�t do this. I�ve waited all night for this. But I can�t do it.�
�Ben, please. I�ve waited more than all night for this,� Dawn whimpered. �I�ve waited more than a YEAR for this!�
�We can�t.�I�can�t. Not while knowing he doesn�t really want me to.�
�Ben, please.� She took my hand and placed it on her breast. Reflexively, I squeezed the melon and groaned at the touch of her skin beneath me. Her erect little nipple rubbed my palm so nicely.
�Dawn, don�t do this to me...� I groaned.
�You want me. I want you. This is what we�ve been waiting for.� She upped the ante by placing her hand on my cock, squeezing and stroking it. I swore I could have cut through steel with the thing.
�Dawn...�
She held up her hand, palm out to me, waiting expectantly. I raised my hand to match hers, lining them up together. Our hands didn�t quite touch; the palms never got closer than half an inch apart. But then she closed the gap, intertwining her fingers through mine. �Ben, I want you. I want you more than he doesn�t want me to,� she stated flatly.
My eyebrows shot up. �Don�t do this to me. Don�t do this unless you really mean it.�
�I want you, Ben. I�ve always wanted you. I told you we�d get married someday. What�s a little playing around between soulmates?�
�But right now? Are you going to break up with Ryan right now?�
She flinched at the phrase �break up�. It wasn�t much, just enough for me to see it. She wanted me, but she wanted to keep him.
�Dawn, it doesn�t work this way,� I said urgently. �You can�t have your cake and eat it too. Not this time. You LOVE Ryan. You chose him. Don�t let your hormones rule you on this one. I don�t want to be the one to fuck up your chance at happiness. Yes, I love you. Yes, I want to make love to you. And yes, I�ve been dreaming all night of being inside you. But if your boyfriend doesn�t really want us to do this, how is it different from any other night?�
�Ben...� Dawn whimpered.
�No. We CAN�T do this. Not like this. I won�t let it be like this. I love you and I want you and if we�re going to be together again, it�s going to be RIGHT. Not just a swinging party with a bunch of friends blitzed on too much alcohol. You�re my Dawn. You�re too special for us to get back together like this, especially when you�re not even sure you want to get back together with me. Because that�s the way it has to be.�
�Why?�
�Because now�I�ve�realized that the next time I make love to you, I�m never, EVER going to let you go back to Ryan or to anyone else. I�ve made my mistakes and I�ve fucked up a lot of other relationships. But the one relationship I can never, ever lose is you. I�m not in Orange County anymore and we�re not 500 miles apart. We�re together now, and if we ever start a relationship again, it�ll have to be the kind that lasts forever. I couldn�t bear to lose you again. I WON�T do it again.�
�It�s just sex,� Dawn whimpered, but I could see in her eyes she wasn�t disagreeing with me.
�It can never be �just sex� with us, and it never was. We mean too much to each other for it to just be casual. You�ve got your boyfriend. I�ll always be your best friend. And if that�s all we�ll ever be, I�ll be okay with that.� I sighed and thought of Adrienne, choosing �sister� over �wife�. That way, she would never lose me. �As your best friend, we can be eternal.�
�We can be eternal as lovers, too.�
�Maybe ... But that�s something we both have to think about first.� I sighed and pulled my hand off her breast and then pulled her hand off my cock. �Maybe you�ll choose me over Ryan in the end. Maybe not. Maybe there�ll be another guy out there for you. But right now, you love him and you�ve chosen him. And I won�t let you claim to choose me just because we both want to fuck each other so bad our teeth hurt.�
�My teeth ACHE,� Dawn whimpered.
I bit my lip and fought the urge to cry. �I know. Me, too. But I�ve got to leave now. Because we CAN�T do this. Not yet. Not like this.�
�Ben!� Dawn whined as I got up and started hunting for my clothes. I just grimaced and started getting dressed. It�s not easy when your cock is so hard and feels like it�s a foot long.
�I�m sorry,� I sighed.
�I love you...� she whimpered as I headed for the door. �I�ll always love you.�
I stopped at the door just before opening it. �I love you, too.� I put my forehead against the wood and exhaled, fighting the urge to turn around, throw myself at her, and fuck her within an inch of her life.
Suddenly she was right behind me, pressing her gloriously naked body against me from feet to shoulders. She hugged me fiercely, squeezing my ribcage so hard I thought she might actually crack one. And then from behind, she gently kissed the back of my neck.
�You�ll always be my Ben.�
�And you�ll always be my Dawn.�
And then I left.

Chapter 16: Winter Break

DECEMBER 2003, WINTER BREAK
It was just after 2am when I finally returned home. The party was pretty much over, just a few stragglers hanging around. The music was off and the lights were low. And being the only resident still up and about, I felt it was my duty to usher out the final guests.
Marian Liu was on the back patio smoking something that didn�t smell like a cigarette with two guys. She seemed to be trying to decide which one to take home; and when I arrived, her decision was made to just take them both back with her.
I found Julie Carpenter and her boyfriend Lloyd making out in the bathroom. I would have thought this completely ordinary except that Kerri Trainor was on her knees sucking his cock. I just smirked and told them to take it back to their own place, wishing Lloyd luck. I�d certainly found myself in the same position more than a few times.
Luckily there was no one passed out somewhere, so I didn�t have to worry on that regard. The closest was Tony Calderon, who was asleep on the couch with Jamie Miano, the Tri-Delt freshman, under the crook of his arm. I got them both up and sent them on their way, most likely to Tony�s place.
And then I finally went into my own bedroom.
You�d think that after spending five minutes walking back in 40-degree weather from Ryan�s and Dawn�s apartment that I�d have lost my erection. You�d think that spending another ten or so minutes ushering partygoers from my house would have made damn sure I�d gone limp.
But no, I hadn�t. The whole time I was walking home, shooing out guests, and cursing my sense of morality that wouldn�t let me sleep with Dawn when Ryan didn�t really want me to, I was envisioning the way Dawn looked tonight. I saw her beautiful face. I saw her full, firm, and naked breasts. I saw her flat tummy and flared hips and the pink juncture between her thighs. I saw the way her lips were parted (both sets) as she panted softly ... panting in arousal ... for ME.
And I was still hard.
Yeah, the damn thing was starting to ache a bit.
And so it was with this massive erection that I entered my room and found it already occupied. I hadn�t expected any company and so wasn�t the quietest of people as I shut the door, dropped my keys, wallet, and cell phone onto the dresser, and started pulling off my shoes. Only then did I see the head pick up off my pillow as a gorgeous girl turned to look at me.
Hunched over, my hands still on my shoelaces, I froze in surprise. Beautiful young Meli, still clad in that dark, sleeveless crop-top, sat up and let the blankets fall down to her waist. Her gold-flecked eyes stared in amusement at me, and as I stood up straight her eyes went up with me before dropping right back down to the obvious bulge in my jeans.
Her face was flushed with arousal and she was sweating lightly. Licking her lips, the young stranger I�d only met this evening stared straight at my crotch as she asked in a heated voice, �Is that for me?�
I blinked just once and then�moved. I didn�t ask any questions. I didn�t wonder what circumstances had brought about her presence in my bed. I simply strode over, put my arms on Meli�s shoulders, and bore her onto her back across the mattress while fastening my lips over hers.
I was horny. And I was about to get laid.
�Nnnnhhh...� Meli moaned when I pulled my lips off hers and moved them down her neck. I arched myself while she frantically tugged at the blanket to get it out from between us. Once that was accomplished, her hands slid around to the hem of my shirt, jerking upwards until I got up and tossed it over my head. And then I paused for a second to admire the pretty girl beneath me.
Meli had caught my notice from the very first time I laid eyes on her, even flanked by three other pretty girls in Jocelyn, Kelly, and Jamie. Meli�s 5�10� height and model slenderness got my attention. Her extremely pretty face held it. And her youthful, almost innocent quality got me really engaged.
But I wasn�t thinking about youthful innocence anymore. I was thinking about fucking a hot babe; and from the way Meli was scrabbling at her clothes, she was thinking the same thing. Her dark crop-top was tight-fitting, but she managed to wriggle it over her head on the way up her arms. This left her perky tits completely bare to me, and just when the material was covering her face, I put a hand on the top to trap it over Meli�s face while leaning down to swirl my tongue around an erect nipple.
�Mrf!� Meli squeaked into her shirt, which was still bound around her arms and face, blinding her. She couldn�t remove the shirt while I held onto it, and she was completely at my mercy as I continued lavishing my oral attentions on her perky titties.
I didn�t leave her helpless for long. After a minute of suckling I helped her remove the top and she shot me a look of mild annoyance. Clearly, she wasn�t a tie-me-up-and-have-your-way-with me kind of girl, especially since we barely knew each other and she had no reason to trust me. Actually, if she�d been listening to all the girls� gossip, she�d have every reason to believe I�d have my way with her and then move on to the next girl.
But she wanted me to have my way with her first.
I grinned and kissed her in apology. Then I slid down the bed, taking her shorts and panties with me on the way. And I finished by giving her a much better apology, this time with my tongue in her twat.
�Oh, yesss...� Meli hissed as my tongue sank deeper into her channel, quickly joined by a finger. She was soaking wet, and from the heavy volume I imagined she�d been playing with herself long before I came into the bedroom. But her pussy was still quite tight and I only needed one finger to wriggle around while I licked and suckled on her clit and the other erogenous spots around her pussy.
I started working her up to a quick orgasm, but after a minute or two she grabbed at my shoulders and tugged, gasping, �Forget it. Just get up here and fuck me!�
My instincts told me to ignore her and give her a quick orgasm first, entering her while she was still in the throes of climax. But after everything that had gone on tonight with Dawn, I�d been hard for too long and I was craving my own release. So I swiftly slid up the bed and swabbed my mushroom head through her wet labia.
�Oh, shit!� Meli groaned and then looked down between her legs. �It�s so BIG!�
I grinned and rubbed around a bit more, building up moisture on my cockhead. �Not really. But this may stretch a bit.� And then I pushed forward.
�Aiiiiii!� Meli squealed as I parted her folds and began sinking inside. She was really tight and for a second, I wondered which girl had the tighter cunt, Meli or Robin. Despite her height, Meli was quite thin and she certainly felt just as constricting as Robin had earlier that night.
�I TOLD you it was big!� Meli complained as I pushed another couple of inches inside and then withdrew. And then she simply let her head lay back as I slowly pumped in and out of her until at last she adjusted and I was fully buried inside her sweet pussy.
�How does it feel?� I husked as I began kissing her neck.
�So full,� Meli moaned in response as she hooked her ankles around mine and tugged tightly, trying to feel how deep I could get.
I nibbled my way down her shoulder as the young girl got used to the feeling of having me fully inside her. And then I pushed myself up and off her chest to look down once again at her face. �You really ARE gorgeous, you know that?� I said in wonder.
She smiled and then chuckled. �You�re just saying that to get into my panties.�
�I already am,� I grinned.
�Ooh ... I know...� Meli sighed and turned her head. �I can�t believe we�re doing this. I don�t even know you.� She shook her head.
�We can change that,� I said softly as I withdrew about six inches and then swiftly thrust forward again. She groaned and sighed and looked at me. Then I asked, �What did the other girls tell you about me?�
She shook her head. �Not much, actually. It was all sex, sex, and more sex. Jocelyn and Kelly talked about how you made half the girls they know pass out from too much pleasure. Kerri and Julie talked about how agile your tongue was, doing things they couldn�t believe were possible. And Dayna told me you two used to have all these random late night hookups for the fun of it.�
I raised my eyebrows. �You get around. How DO you know everybody?�
Meli smiled enigmatically and then hunched her hips up at me. �You know, let�s play twenty questions later. How �bout you do your legendary sex god stuff on me first and then we�ll get to know each other before fucking again, m�kay?�
It sounded like a plan to me.
* * *
Meli and I never did the �getting to know you� stuff. I fucked her to two orgasms and then remembered my Hawaiian, telling her �Ale ko�u kai� when she eagerly took me into her mouth and let me blow my load down her throat, the young girl swallowing like a champ.
She didn�t take her mouth off my cock, either. The pretty, exotic-looking babe rolled me onto my back and continued sucking to get me hard again. I looked down at her very pretty face, those gold-flecked eyes staring up at me while her brown and gold-streaked hair hung around her face. The only thing she was wearing was that puka shell necklace, something that looked mysteriously familiar to me somehow; but with her mouth on my cock I wasn�t thinking too hard about it.
When I was hard again, Meli swiftly replaced her mouth with her pussy, sinking down onto me with a throaty moan. �Still so fucking BIG!� she exclaimed as she hit bottom. I just gripped her hips and started guiding her up and down.
By now, I�d figured out most of Meli�s triggers and sensitive spots, and taking her to another climax was pretty easy. Her tits were small, not quite B-cups, but they were very sensitive. Like most young girls I knew, she was at first squeamish when my fingers played around her ass; but at the moment of climax, a little pressure against her anus heightened her pleasure. And of course I had easy access to her clit while she rode me up and down.
But now it was time to put her out. After cumming in Robin and once with Meli, I felt like I only had one round left in the chamber and I was getting tired as the hour ticked past 3am. So gripping Meli�s tight ass in my hands, I held her body against me and rolled us over into a missionary position without dislodging my cock from her cunt.
�Oh, shit,� Meli groaned as I began thrusting into her. She was relaxed beneath me, absorbing each blow, and I took advantage of her state by raising her legs and putting both of them over my shoulders. Folding her in half and pounding her was a fantasy from the house party that I wanted to live out.
�Oh, shit!� Meli whimpered when I pushed forward, taking her legs with me and rolling her ass up and off the bed. In this new position, I was able to drive almost vertically downwards into her pussy, hammering her even deeper than before. The young babe tossed her head left and right while I folded her beneath me, really dicking her hard. And soon we were both ramping up to our final orgasms.
�It�s so good! I can�t believe it! Fuck me! Fuck me!� she gasped and tried to hump herself back at me.
�Urgh, urgh, urgh!� I grunted with every thrust. I usually did my best work around midnight or at 7am. My circadian rhythms were off and I was struggling a bit to keep up the pace after 3am.
�Fuck me! Fuck me! Harder! Yes! Yes! Yes!� Meli screamed and scrabbled at my back, her nails digging into my shoulder blades.
�Ugh-ugh-ugh-ugh-ugh!� I wound up grunting as I sped up my thrusts, losing myself to the uncontrollable final short rows. I didn�t have much time left, and I ran my lips up Meli�s long neck and then bit down gently just below the left side of her jaw. My left hand slid up to grip her right breast, tracing my thumb along the sensitive undercurve while my index and middle fingers bracketed her nipple. I pivoted my hips so that each thrust of my pelvic bone would impact against her clit. And at the very last moment, I popped my right index finger into her ass for the very first time all night.
It was all a little desperate for me, and I wasn�t even sure it was enough. Normally I would have spent another five minutes getting Meli primed to be knocked out, but I simply couldn�t last any longer. But fortunately for me, it was enough.
�AAAAAIIIII!!!��Meli screamed right into my ear, the sound deafening. Her legs clamped around my neck as if she were trying to strangle me. Her butt kicked higher off the bed as she tried to get away from the finger in her ass while simultaneously clenching down around it. And I felt the tremors in her pussy as a massive orgasm swept across her body at the same time.
My eyes were closed as I hammered her for another three strokes and then held myself at maximum penetration, grunting in relief as I felt the flood pour out of me. Meli jerked again when she felt the first jets splashing inside of her spasming pussy. And then the two of us were lost to the riot of orgasmic bliss as we thrashed and humped and screamed in ecstasy.
The tall, slender young babe went limp before I was done sperming her. Her legs were still trapped over my shoulders, so her body was still curled up and off the bed, with only her shoulders against the mattress. My own feet were digging into the bed to hold us in that position; and with my cock pointed almost straight down, I squirted out the final drops of cum to join the lake forming inside her teenaged vagina. And when I rocked back onto my heels while slowly removing her legs from my shoulders, I saw that Meli had indeed passed out from her pleasure.
I was dizzy for a few seconds from the force of my orgasm and from unconsciously holding my breath while I was squirting. I was getting steadier with each passing second; but I felt so tired that I decided to just succumb to the vertigo and laid down next to Meli�s unconscious form. Finally, I pulled the blankets over both our naked bodies and cuddled up next to my young lover. And then I sighed and went to sleep.
* * *
�WHAT THE�FUCK???�
The male voice cracked in the air like a gunshot, loud enough and harsh enough to startle me from my slumber. My eyes flew open as I instinctively woke up and turned toward the sound of danger. Automatically, I grabbed the blanket and pulled it up to my chin as a shield over my naked body while my eyes tried to focus on the visibly upset young man in front of me.
Matt Kanemura, Brandi�s boyfriend, stood in the doorway with an expression of shock, outrage, and purely unadulterated hate on his face. �MELI! What the FUCK happened?�
Behind me, my most recent lover grabbed onto my arm and whimpered in fear, pushing her nose and the lower-half of her face against my shoulder. Apparently, Meli had just been startled awake as well.
�HOLY SHIT!� Matt continued yelling. �Did he... ? Did�you... ? Oh, FUCK! I�ll fucking KILL you!� He started stomping forward and I immediately held my hands up in defense.
�Whoa, whoa, WHOA!� I stammered and backed up on the bed, Meli still cowering behind me.
�You get the HELL away from my little sister!� Matt raged.
�Whoa, what? Sister? What?� I jerked around wide-eyed and stared at Meli. Only then did I look at her neck, and everything clicked for me: the necklace. She and Matt had identical puka shell necklaces. Come to think of it, Matt and Meli had similar tans and facial structures, with an exotic mixed Asian heritage. �You�re his sister?� I gasped in shock.
Meli just nodded rapidly and wordlessly.
Ah,�hell.
I sat up and slid away from Meli, more for Matt�s benefit than anything else, until I my back was against the headboard. My hands were still in the air and I looked at him with wide-eyes. �I didn�t know, Matt. I swear.�
�She�s just a kid! She�s still in High School!� Matt screamed at me.
�I didn�t know,� I pleaded again. Well, that explained Meli�s youthful appearance.
�What the hell happened?� he yelled at me. �What the hell are you doing here?�
I blinked twice. �It�s my bedroom.�
Suddenly Brandi was in the doorway behind Matt. He turned around to look at her and then back at me. �You were supposed to be gone for the night! You left with Dawn and Gwen!�
I blinked again. �Stuff happened. I came home.� I turned and looked at Meli, who was staring downward while clutching the blankets around her naked body, blushing pink in embarrassment. By now, Adrienne had also arrived in the doorway and was looking in curiously.
�Did you assault her?� Matt thundered at me.
�What? No! Of course not!� I protested.
Matt turned on his little sister. �You�wanted�to sleep with him?�
�I was horny...� Meli pouted. �Do you know how thin the walls are here? I could hear people fucking upstairs and in the next room all night! I was rubbing myself for an hour before he came in.�
�I sent you in here to sleep!� Matt groaned at his sister.
�Wait, YOU put her in my bed?� I asked.
�I thought you were GONE!� Matt growled. Then he turned and harshly jabbed a at Brandi. �Actually, it was YOUR idea! YOU told me to let her sleep in here! This is YOUR fault!�
�Whoa, whoa!� Brandi held her hands up. �YOU were horny, too, Matt! YOU asked me what to do with your sister so you could spend the night with me! We were BOTH there when Dawn took him out. We BOTH thought he�d be gone for the night. And it was a free bed.�
�Worst fucking mistake of my life!� Matt yelled. �FUCK!� He turned and glared at me. I knew the look. It was the same look he�d given me when he caught me with my dick up Brandi�s ass. And it was the same look he�d given me every now and again ever since. It was a look of pure hate and disgust, and I�ll never forget that look for the rest of my life. He�d caught me fucking his girlfriend (my own sister); and now he�d caught me fucking�his�sister. Let�s just say I wasn�t expecting the guy to send me a Christmas card.
I now turned to Meli. �You weren�t waiting for me?�
The young girl blinked and shook her head. �I didn�t know you were coming home.�
I winced. �But I thought ... And when I walked in ... you...�
�Oh, I wanted it,� Meli shook her head. �I just didn�t plan it.�
Ah, hell. I�d just assumed she was in my bed to seduce me.
Hanging his head, Matt seethed quietly for a few seconds before snapping his head back up and whirling back to the bed. �Get dressed,� he barked at Meli, pointing his finger threateningly at her. Then he turned and glared at Brandi. �We�re leaving.�
Silently, Meli slipped out of the bed and held an arm over her breasts self-consciously. The only two guys in the room were me and her brother, and Matt was deliberately averting his eyes while she snatched up her crop-top, panties, and shorts. She got dressed, and then with Matt still looking the other way, she came up and pecked me quickly on the cheek. Her eyes apologized for the words she couldn�t say, and then she moved away. �Okay, I�m done,� she announced.
Matt turned and grabbed her hand. And then without a backwards glance, he practically dragged her out the door and out of the house.
Sighing, I snagged some pajama pants and got out of bed. I went out my door and stood next to Brandi and Adrienne, who were thoughtful as they stared out the open front door.
Just then, Dayna and Kevin came sleepily down the stairs and looked over at us. �Heard a ruckus,� Dayna commented while yawning. �What�d we miss?�
* * *
I slammed the trunk closed on the Mustang and looked up to watch Adrienne let Brandi into the back before folding the passenger seat into place and jumping in herself. Only, Brandi wasn�t getting in. Her hand was over her mouth and she was staring at her cell phone in shock.
Adrienne looked over, made a noise, and then brought her hands up to Brandi�s shoulders, squeezing comfortingly. I realized that something was wrong and went around as well.
Peering over Brandi�s left shoulder, I saw the screen the girls were still staring at and realized it was a text message from Matt:�Can�t do this anymore. We�re done.
Sadness for Brandi mixed with anger at Matt. Seriously, a text message? After the years they�d been together? But I realized I�d had a significant role in the break-up and I immediately turned to my big sister. �Brandi, I�m SO sorry.�
[SMACK!]
My eyes popped open in shock that Brandi had just slapped me. She had raised her hand again, holding it a few feet away from her head. Her face was a look of pure rage and as she glared at me, her teeth grinding and her irises aflame. Her hand vibrated with energy as she decided whether she wanted to hit me again or not.
Wincing, I just closed my eyes and braced myself for the blow.
And I waited...
And I waited...
Maybe she wasn�t going to hit me again? I started cracking my eyelids open and�
[SMACK!]
�Owww!!!� I turned and held my cheek.
�Brandi!� Adrienne was now holding Brandi�s wrist, stopping her from hitting me one more time.
�GAWD DAMMIT, BEN!� Brandi yelled at me. �Why�d you have to DO that?�
�It�s not his fault!� Adrienne said loudly while trying to restrain Brandi�s flailing limbs without hurting her.
�Of COURSE it�s his fault!� Brandi screeched. �My boyfriend fucking broke up with me by fucking�text�because Ben fucking slept with my boyfriend�s fucking little sister!�
�She was in his bed and she came onto him,� Adrienne argued. �What did you THINK he would do?�
�Oh, I KNOW what he would do. He fucking DID it! He fucking did�HER!� Brandi squalled and kept flailing, now trying to hit Adrienne.
But a second later, all the fight went out of Brandi and she literally collapsed straight down, sitting on the asphalt of the driveway. She buried her face in her hands and rivers of tears poured out from around her fingers. �Why do you have to be YOU, Ben? WHY?�
�Brandi, I�m sorry,� I pleaded and reached out to her. But she immediately raised an open palm straight at me in a clear �keep away� gesture. I stopped and gritted my teeth.
�Why couldn�t you be just a normal little brother? Just an ordinary boy?�
�An ordinary boy STILL would have slept with Meli if she threw herself at him like that,� Adrienne pointed out.
�But an ordinary boy would never have attracted Meli in the first place,� Brandi moaned. �An ordinary boy wouldn�t have two dozen girls in the house raving about how good he was in bed all night.�
Adrienne and I looked at each other. We didn�t have much defense for that.
Brandi whimpered, �An ordinary boy wouldn�t have seduced ME and started this fuck up in the first place...�
Adrienne barked sharply, �Brandi, you don�t mean that!�
My older sister sighed and put her forehead down on her upraised kneecaps, clutching her arms around her legs. �I wish we�d never gotten started, Ben. I regret�everything�I�ve ever done with you. I hate you and I wish you�d just fucking get out of my life.�
�Brandi!� Adrienne gasped.
Now�I�felt like collapsing onto the ground and crying.
* * *
It was a quiet drive home. Brandi hid out in the back seat, not talking to either one of us. Mercifully, she fell asleep after the first two hours and didn�t wake up again until we were home.
Adrienne drove us instead of me, at least halfway. I was pretty shell-shocked myself after everything that had happened since last night. Between the party and the Swingers game and Dawn and then Meli and Matt and Brandi, I was so emotionally wiped out I could barely see straight.
Seeing straight is kinda useful for driving, you understand.
But after we stopped for gas and snacks, Brandi still dozing in the back seat, I felt good enough to drive and wanted something to focus on. So I took over driving and we made it back just after 4pm.
* * *
�We�re home,� I called after pulling my key from the door, glancing around the foyer. I moved forward and Adrienne followed after me, dropping her purse and duffel bag onto the floor. Almost immediately, our parents came out from the family room and embraced us with warm hugs.
�Ohhh, we missed you,� Mom hummed as she patted my back. We then switched partners and I hugged my dad while Adrienne embraced Mom.
�Brandi?� Dad asked.
�Still asleep in the car,� Adrienne explained. �She, ah, had a rough morning.�
�I�ll get her,� Dad volunteered and went out through the doorway.
�Oh, I want a�bath,� Adrienne groaned and stretched.
�You�ll have to wait until we unload the car,� I remarked with a smirk, summoning what little humor I had left.
�The car can wait,� Mom interrupted us with a quietly serious tone. �Ben, Adrienne: Eden wants to see you both.�
I knew at once that something was terribly wrong. I was pretty drained, but my adrenaline spiked and in a dangerous voice, I asked hurriedly, �What happened?�
�Everything is fine. Nobody got seriously hurt. And Eden is pretty much unharmed.�
�Pretty much�?�I sensed a �but� coming and leaned my weight forward in anticipation.
�But,� Mom continued. �A boy tried to rape Eden last night. Ben, wait��
I was already halfway up the stairs. Adrienne was right behind me.
A split-second later, I knocked and then rushed into the twins� bedroom without waiting for a response. Eden was in bed, still in her pajamas with the blankets and her favorite stuffed animals surrounding her. Emma was sitting on the end, clearly talking to her twin sister. And both of them looked up excitedly when I came in.
�Ben!� Eden exclaimed in relief and opened her arms to me. I rushed forward and quickly sat on the bed beside her, taking my baby sister under my left arm and trapping her tightly against my side while she wrapped her arms around me.
Adrienne went up and sat behind Emma, draping her arms over the smaller girl�s shoulders in a hug from behind as well. And when I looked up I saw that Brooke had also stepped into the room. For now, our parents stayed behind. I�m sure they�d had their own chances to talk to the twins.
�How are you, kiddo?� I asked Eden.
�I�m okay, really. It�s no big deal.�
�You sure? Mom said some punk tried to rape you.�
Eden didn�t answer but snuggled her face tighter against my chest.
�Who?�
�Dexter Walker,� Brooke put in. �He�s a Junior.�
My eyebrows rose as I looked up at Brooke. �Did you say �Walker�? Any relation to Drew?�
Brooke winced and nodded. �Little brother. Basketball player.� I saw some of her own old demons surfacing in her expression.
My eyes met Adrienne�s and I could see the same fire in her eyes. I could feel the buzz in the back of my head that told me we were on the same wavelength. So my eyes asked if she still had those pointy-toed shoes and Adrienne was already nodding with me in agreement. �Where is he?� I growled and stood up off the bed.
Eden grabbed my arm and said, �Ben, don�t.�
Brooke�s eyes were aflame as she stared back at me, some sort of vengeance on her mind. �He usually plays ball on the weekends at the old courts. You know, where Drew used to practice?�
I knew exactly where the courts were and started to move away. But Eden tugged me back. �Please Ben, don�t! It�s my own fault!�
I rotated my head down and looked in shock at my little sister. �Your fault? Did you say �no�?�
�Yes, I did.�
�And did he stop?�
Eden winced. �No, he didn�t.�
�Then it�s not your fucking fault!� I yelled.
Eden cowered and winced when I swore at her. I immediately scrunched my face up and said in a much calmer voice, �I�m sorry. I didn�t mean to yell at you.�
She just gave me the puppy-dog look, looking small and helplessly vulnerable. I didn�t have any choice but to quickly sink back onto the bed, holding my arms open for Eden to merge up against me. I rubbed her head and then said as calmly as I could, �Tell me what happened.�
* * *
I remembered back to my Junior year of High School when Brooke and her Freshman acolytes first started traipsing around the school in stylish new clothes that did much to emphasize their developing assets. The skimpy tops and push-up bras gave them cleavage and the skintight jeans hugged their butts. My own best friend Kenny commented more than once about how hot the Freshman girls were; and he even perved on my own little sister.
Eden and Emma were those hot freshman girls now, and like their older sisters before them, they had world-class asses and adorably pretty faces. Brandi had been one of the hot, popular girls years ago. Brooke had followed her by becoming one of the hottest girls in her class � even Adrienne had pointed that out back in the day. And now my twin baby sisters were hot new girls on campus. Only heightening their appeal was that they�d followed Adrienne�s and Brooke�s advice and joined the Junior Varsity Cheerleaders.
Back when I was still in school, the guys frequently discussed Top 10 lists: Top 10 racks, Top 10 asses, Top 10 Sluts, Top 10 Bitches, or Top 10 girls ... period. (Adrienne was at the top of that one. Actually, she was at the top of a lot of lists.) There was also the Top 10 Freshmen girls, an annually-compiled list celebrating the sweet, young blood that entered campus with almost no idea what predators awaited them. Brooke had found out that Eden and Emma were tied at number 4. And the upperclassmen had moved in fast.
On Brooke�s advice, the twins had played it coy and not accepted solo dates. This early in their High School careers, it was too easy for a guy to brag that he�d nailed a Freshman girl, especially a cheerleader, even if he hadn�t. The guy would get props from his friends and the girl would get a reputation as a slut even before she had a chance to get started. It was unfair; but it was High School.
Brooke had also cautioned the twins that these older boys were nothing like the eighth-graders they�d known before. These boys had experience, were smooth talkers, and were manipulative. They�d say anything to get laid, and the twins learned this part firsthand over their first semester as High Schoolers.
Brooke had told the twins of some of her own experiences, being a good big sister in warnings and making herself available for advice. But through all that, Brooke never told the twins exactly what happened to her that night at Drew Walker�s house. She never even mentioned Drew�s name. Perhaps it was because she was embarrassed about the incident. Perhaps it was because she herself had done her best to forget it. But the point was, the twins didn�t know about Drew and they had no warning that Dexter Walker might be a carbon-copy of his big brother.
The twins had been at a friend�s house for a semi-annual post-Finals party, not unlike Elaine Fukuhara�s parties I went to throughout High School. They were with their crew of all girls, six of them in total, just enjoying each other�s company and talking about boys when Dexter meandered by. It was a Sophomore boy hosting the party, and while there weren�t many upperclassmen in attendance, Dexter was friends with some of them as well.
As it turned out, Dexter had been flirting with Eden for the past month. He impressed her in that he was one of the few boys who could always tell Eden and Emma apart � the twins usually looked down on any boy who tried to flirt with them both because he was too dumb to realize which twin he was with. And Eden was also impressed that a�Junior, a handsome Varsity basketball jock, was flirting with her.
The four other girlfriends tittered when Dexter came by to flirt with Eden. Dexter�s boys were also flirting with them. And when Dexter asked if Eden wanted to see the new sound system he�d put in his car, she agreed. Emma warned her it probably wasn�t a good idea, but Eden was too smitten at the time to listen. She reasoned that even if she was alone with the boy, they were just going out to the street for a bit, not actually for a drive. And besides, she knew she could take care of herself. The only risk might be to her reputation, but it was a status boost for a freshman girl to be with a Varsity jock, and she deemed it worth the risk. As long as she came back in a couple of minutes, it wouldn�t be a big deal.
Dexter�s Chevy had a front bench seat and he snuggled Eden under his arm while showing her the sound system. She squeaked a bit when he started the car and pulled away from the curb, but he explained that you had to hear the car�s engine running and the road noise to appreciate how good the sound system was. The point of listening to music in a car is to do so while driving. It made a logical kind of sense, and Eden swallowed her objections.
Fortunately, they didn�t drive very far away. The party was in the hills and just two blocks up, Dexter parked on a bluff overlooking the city below. He also switched from playing loud metal to the KOST 103.5FM radio station, known for playing slow, cheesy love songs at all hours of the day. And there, the handsome Junior finally got in a kiss.
It wasn�t the first. Dexter had stolen kisses in the school hallways from Eden twice in the past week. Eden had even concocted a plan to send Emma after him, just as a test, but the guy instantly recognized Emma and just chatted smoothly before asking about Eden, claiming he felt like he was falling in love with her. So now, while they were making out in Dexter�s car, Eden�s hormones kicked in and she was soon welcoming Dexter�s hands on her budding breasts.
Unfortunately, Dexter couldn�t maintain the control and slow-seduction he�d been running up until this point. As their kisses increased in intensity and their hands started wandering over each other�s bodies, hormones took over the both of them. Eden actually started it by grabbing at Dexter�s bulge, and quickly the guy had his pants and shorts tugged down while Eden stroked him excitedly.
That�s when Dexter pushed her down and started pulling her panties off. He didn�t ask. He didn�t plead. He just MOVED. Only at that point did Eden realize she�d gone a little further than she was comfortable with, and she tried to clamp her legs shut and push him off, telling him to stop.
Predictably, Dexter got mad. He complained about how he couldn�t control himself, that Eden was too pretty. He said that it was Eden�s fault that he got this worked up, because Eden had started things by grabbing his cock and then giving him a handjob. He complained that he would get blue balls and that it wasn�t fair. And Eden, worried that she�d upset this handsome, popular jock, offered to at least get him off.
But Dexter wouldn�t accept a handjob. �I need you,� he�d pleaded.
�I�m a virgin,� Eden had protested. �And I�m not on the pill.�
�But I love you,� he�d urged. �And I promise I�ll pull out.�
But Eden wouldn�t back down. She was saving herself, and besides that she really was scared at this point. Any horniness or arousal she�d been feeling had evaporated, replaced by nothing but fear. Brooke had warned her about how boys got when they were this horny, and that they were capable of anything.
Seeking�something�to defuse the situation, she offered to give Dexter a blowjob. She�d never given one to anyone other than me, but she HAD to give him something.
So she blew him. And he ALMOST came. But just before they got to that point, Dexter shoved Eden back, ripped away her panties, and tried to mount her. She fought him off as best she could, finally scratching his cheek and kneeing him in the stomach. And then she managed to open the passenger door and scramble out, running the two blocks back to the party, where she called home for our parents to pick them up.
Dexter never bothered to come back to the party and Eden was visibly upset with a torn blouse and running makeup. The rumors whipped around the party like wildfire, each telling more outlandish than the last. Some boy overheard Eden telling her friends that Dexter tore her panties off, and then for the rest of the time before Dad arrived, boys kept trying to sneak a look up her skirt. She�d just gotten assaulted and other boys were now trying to sneak peeks? Boys just disgusted her right now.
Dad got the twins home. They told their story and even called Brooke home from her own date. And then they�d cuddled up and waited for the rest of the family to come home from Berkeley.
* * *
�Why didn�t anyone tell us?� I asked heatedly. It took conscious effort on my part not to squeeze Eden too hard, given that my fists were clenched and I was thinking of all the terrible things I could do to Dexter.
Brooke sighed. �They didn�t want you to panic and do something stupid, Ben. You were already driving home the next day. The last thing they wanted was for you to drive like a demon and get everyone killed in a stupid accident.�
I frowned. �I did just fine when I drove after Dawn that one time.�
�That one time is�exactly�why Mom didn�t call you,� Brooke drawled.
I snarled and then stood up again. Only now did I realize that at some point during Eden�s story, Brandi had also slipped into the room. But my looks went to Adrienne and Brooke and I asked Brooke, �Do you think they�re still at the courts?�
�Ben, don�t,� Brandi warned.
�Ben, please,� Eden whimpered.
�What?� I growled. �This punk has GOT to know he can�t mess with my family!�
�He�s not a threat anymore,� Brandi urged. �Didn�t you hear Eden�s story? Think about it. He knows he blew any chance he�s got of sleeping with her or Emma, or probably any of their friends, at least for now. Every girl he goes out with for the next few months will know about this story, and while some of them might give him the benefit of doubt, he won�t go near the twins again.�
�Oh, he�certainly�won�t go near them once I�m through with him. He won�t even be able to�walk.�
�Ben! Please,� Brandi urged. �I know you�re trying to be a big brother but you�re 19 and he�s a minor. It�s assault if you touch him.�
�I don�t care! Throw me in jail! I will NOT let him get off scot free!�
Brandi sighed. �Maybe not scot free. But Mom was right; we don�t need you going off half-cocked and doing something stupid right now. You�re tired, you�re stressed, and you didn�t get much sleep last night.�
Adrienne touched my arm. �She�s right.�
�Fuck that!� Brooke growled. �Go kick his ass!�
�That�s two to two,� Emma pointed out.
�This isn�t a democracy!� I barked at Emma. �This is my call!�
�No. It�s Eden�s call,� Adrienne said softly. Then she sat down in my old spot and hugged her adoptive baby sister. �Eden, sweetie. What do you want to do right now.�
Eden sniffled. And in the shyest, most innocent voice, she whimpered, �I just want my brother to hold me.�
All sense of fight flew out of me. My heart went out to her and I quickly moved back to the bed. Adrienne moved out of the way and let me climb onto the bed. I wrapped my arm around my baby sister�s back, cuddling her up against my side. And Eden whimpered and went back to hugging herself against my chest.
�I�m here, kiddo,� I told her confidently while squeezing her tightly. �Nothing bad can happen to you now.�
* * *
We met as a family for dinner, and while Eden was still far less talkative than normal, she was feeling much better. Having her entire family around her was doing wonders for her sense of calm.
After dinner, we six �kids� congregated once again in the twins� bedroom. And one-by-one, we shared our stories as well. Eden had to know that she wasn�t the only one to have gone through something like this. She had to know it wasn�t her fault. And she had to know that she would recover.
We got started because the twins wanted to know about Drew Walker, Dexter�s older brother. I started to explain before Brooke cut me off, stating, �It�s my story to tell.�
Brooke then laid out how she�d succumbed to the same dreams of popularity and a handsome jock. The parallels between her story and Eden�s were chilling, but they�d even gone a step further. Brooke wasn�t a virgin at the time, and she admitted that she�d willingly slept with Drew at a party. But Brooke cautioned that boys try to get more than you give them, and sometimes they even spring surprises on you in the hopes that you�ll just go along with it. Brooke then explained about Marco. And she told the twins how, when she was helpless, Drew had sodomized her over her objections.
�What happened to him?�
Brooke blushed and told the twins about Adrienne and me picking a fight with Drew and Marco, ultimately leading to our suspensions. The twins remembered that we�d been suspended for fighting, but never knew exactly why. Now, it all made sense to them.
I smiled at the memory. That week of suspension had put Adrienne and me on the path to getting back together. And when I looked up at Adrienne, I found that she was smiling and looking at me as well. Things hadn�t worked out romantically for us in the end, but we were still together in our own way.
�Whatever happened to Drew after that?� I wondered aloud.
Brooke smirked. �I wondered about that myself. I never really knew after he left for college. But just a couple of weeks ago, one of my friends at UCLA told me she heard he�d gotten kicked off the basketball team for doing drugs.�
�Steroids?� I arched an eyebrow.
Brooke shook her head. �Weed.� She smirked. �Turns out he wasn�t a good enough player to get away with it. Seems his lateral mobility was never the same after Adrienne�s kick.�
Adrienne grinned, Brooke chuckled, and I had a smile of my own.
But when the room quieted down again, Eden said, �Okay, that�s Brooke�s story. But you guys mentioned that weekend when Ben just disappeared and drove up to Dawn�s place. What happened to Dawn?�
I took a deep breath, looked at my sisters around me, and then nodded. This one was my story to tell.
* * *
If the twins were freaked out by the idea of Drew Walker, a guy Brooke had willingly slept with, going further than she wanted, they were terrified by the story of Mark Everson and Dawn. Drew was an upperclassman and a popular jock; the twins knew they needed to be careful with how far they let a guy like that go.
But Mark had been a �nice guy�. And while the twins could see how a consensual encounter might get out of hand like with Drew and Brooke or with Dexter and Eden, they couldn�t comprehend someone like Mark deliberately drugging Dawn and then raping her while she was barely conscious. Right then and there, the twins swore they would never accept a drink from anyone else ever again.
But just when I thought the twins were horrified enough, Eden asked Adrienne what she�d felt like when Adam was raping her. They still vividly remembered the story I�d told them after Adam showed up the past summer.
Adrienne squirmed at first, but she went on to talk about how she felt helpless and that no one would believe her. She talked about how she hadn�t had a loving family around her for support. She would have LOVED to have this kind of gathering, the way we were having right now. But it wasn�t there for her when she needed it. �Never hesitate to get your family involved, girls,� Adrienne told them. �You have people who love you and will move heaven and earth to protect you. Ben�s already willing to get thrown in jail for what Dexter did to you, Eden. Imagine how far he�d go if someone did worse? Don�t ever think that we won�t believe you or that we can�t help. There�s ALWAYS something we can do as a family and you are NEVER alone.�
The twins solemnly nodded their understanding, with wide eyes and serious expressions. The room went silent as we all pondered everything that had been said this evening.
And then out of the silence, Brandi spoke. �One of Dad�s coworkers molested me when I was fourteen.�
Adrienne, Brooke, and I stared straight over at Brandi in shock. We�d never heard of this before and our mouths gaped open in surprise. The twins looked confused. To them, this was news, of course. But then, it ALL had been new to them.
Staring off into space, a tear rolled down Brandi�s eye as she sank onto Emma�s bed. Adrienne was quickly beside her with an arm wrapped around her shoulders. Brandi was wringing her hands together and hunched over, looking at the floor as she whimpered, �I�ve never told�anyone�this before. Not even Mom and Dad. I didn�t think they�d believe me. I�thought�I was alone. So I never said a word.�
�Ohmigod,� Brooke breathed.
�Mom and Dad were hosting a barbecue on Fourth of July, so I was what, 14 and 3 months? Just a few months older than you,� Brandi said while looking at the twins. �I don�t even know who the guy was. I don�t know if he was Dad�s boss or just a coworker or even the janitor. But we were running out of paper plates and I volunteered to get more out of the closets in the garage. He volunteered to go with me.�
I moved closer to Brandi and knelt on the floor in front of her, holding her hands and staring straight into her eyes. She stared right back at me and said the rest right to me. �It all happened so fast. The plates were on a high shelf and I was getting a step ladder, but he offered to just lift me up. It never occurred to me that he was tall enough to grab them on his own. So he lifted me, and the next thing I knew his hands were on my breasts. He started nibbling on my neck and pawing at me. I was so terrified I couldn�t even scream. I didn�t fight back. I was just scared stiff. He must have thought that meant I was okay with it or something because then one of his hands was inside my shorts as he was rubbing my pussy. He started to put a finger inside me but he hit my cherry and he let out this big groan and started rubbing himself against my back. Only then did I finally dart away and he just let me run off.�
�Oh, Brandi...� Adrienne groaned in agony, no doubt reliving some of her own nightmares.
�I spent the rest of the party in my room. I don�t even know what happened to him after that. I was too scared to tell anybody.�
Still holding Brandi�s hands, I looked her straight in the eyes and said, �I�m sorry, Brandi. I�m sorry I wasn�t brother enough for you back then. I�m sorry for a lot of things. But I�promise�you that I�m here now. I will ALWAYS be here for you, no matter what.�
Still crying, Brandi nodded and then pulled me to her. We hugged while she hooked her chin over my shoulder and clutched me tightly. A second later, Adrienne was hugging her from behind. And right after that, Brooke was wrapped around us as well. And all of us where whispering how we were a family and how we�d always support each other.
From behind me, Eden and Emma were whispering to themselves. And when we older kids finally broke apart, the twins looked seriously at us and said in unison, �We are NEVER going to be alone with a guy ever again.�
* * *
It was Monday morning when Adrienne came into my bedroom, still clad in her pajamas. With everything else that was going on, one new arrangement that had turned out in my favor was that Brandi invited Adrienne to share her bedroom for the break and therefore leave me to my own bedroom. If Adrienne was bothered by the musical beds and not having a permanent room in our house, she didn�t show it. I think she was just happy to have a family to come home to, period. Plus, I think Brandi wanted Adrienne to share the full-size bed at night for occasional comfort sex through the next four weeks.
Apparently last night was one of them. Adrienne was looking sensually gorgeous, as usual, clad in a silky, thin pajama set that clung to her curves like a second skin. The short robe over the top kept the ensemble from being too scorchingly hot, but I still had a clear outline of her big breasts and pokey nipples. And as she sat on the bed beside me, my sex-attuned nose picked up the scent of female pussy juices.
�Morning,� Adrienne said sweetly while I cracked an eye open and elbowed myself up. I�d already been awake, but hadn�t rolled out of bed yet. �Sleep well?� she asked.
I looked at the clock to see that it was almost 10am. Our parents would already be at work and it was the first time I�d been able to sleep in past 7am. �Apparently I did,� I replied, nodding to the clock. �Much better than last night.�
Adrienne nodded. �It�s been an intense weekend for all of us.�
�You didn�t seem to have problems sleeping.�
She gave me a Cheshire smile. �Well, Brandi and I helped each other get to sleep.�
I grinned. �I�ll bet.� And then I sighed and let my head fall back against the pillow.
�You know,� Adrienne drawled. �I was thinking that sleep isn�t the only thing you�ve been lacking lately...�
�Hmm?� I arched an eyebrow with my eyes still closed, still working on waking up completely. But before I could say anything further, I felt Adrienne�s hand sliding up my legs, but on top of the covers, until she eventually centered over my crotch and began rubbing lightly.
Now my eyes did open and I propped myself up on my elbows again. Adrienne was already dragging my covers down my body and leaning over to extract my cock from my pajama pants. This position let her tits hang downward and almost fall out of her scooped top, giving me a tantalizing view of her cleavage. And if I wasn�t hard before, I was getting really, really hard now.
�You don�t have to,� I said softly.
�Of course not,� Adrienne replied to my cock, stroking it up and down while her lips parted. �You know I do this because I want to. I want to do it for you, to give you some relief. But I also want to do it for me. I�ve been so busy with these modeling shoots and you�ve been so busy with the Tri-Delts that it�s been a looong time since I got to play with Big Ben here.�
I groaned as Adrienne�s expert stroking had me stiff as steel. And I groaned again when she bent down and took me into her mouth. �You can play with him whenever the hell you want...�
�Mmm-hmm...� Adrienne hummed around a mouthful of prick. She relaxed her throat and then took me all the way inside, sealing her lips around the base of my cock and sucking hard. And then she popped back up and grinned while stroking me rapidly. �Brandi made me feel really good both last night and this morning, but I�ve got this itch deep inside me that only you can ever fill. Think you can help me with that, Tiger?�
�Over and over again,� I grinned.
�Goody!� Adrienne grinned right back and swiftly stood up next to the bed. Without bothering with the tops of her pajamas, she shimmied out of her pants and panties and dropped them to the floor. The scent of aroused woman hit me full force as she scrambled onto the bed and straddled my hips. We�d done this hundreds of times and I was already in position, holding my cock aloft in my right hand while grabbing her hip with my left. And then with the precise control of a NASA shuttle operator capturing a satellite, I guided her into position and notched my head into her folds.
One lunge and we were joined. Adrienne arched her spine, threw her blonde head back, and sighed, �Aaaaaahhh...� while feeling my prod rubbing against that itchy spot seven-and-three-quarter inches inside her body.
Her pussy muscles milked me for a few seconds, clenching and unclenching in a rippling motion that felt like a third hand. And when Adrienne�s exhalation gave out she inhaled again and sat up straight, bending her head to mine and wrapping me up in a passionate nuclear kiss. And in the sweet taste of her lips and the heavenly feeling of being inside her, I felt the past few days� worth of tension melt away.
After everything we�d been through, Adrienne was still together with me. Through the seductions and relationships and breakups and questions about sexual orientation, we still found each other when we needed to. She was right: for her and me, �sibling� was better than �romantic partner�. We had all of the love and none of the expectations or disappointments.
�Fuck me, Tiger,� Adrienne breathed right in my face with her eyes closed. My ears heard, �I love you, Ben�. �Fuck me,� she repeated.
Her legs were doing most of the work, flexing to move her body up and down my pole while she gripped my shoulders in her hands. My own hands roved around her hips and squeezed her buttcheeks, guiding her motions side-to-side in addition to her vertical humping. I pushed my face forward into her cleavage, licking and suckling the exposed skin of her upper chest. But it wasn�t enough for me and I soon slipped my hands beneath her pajama top and started lifting upwards.
Adrienne helped me by first shrugging out of the robe, letting it drag off her arms before I whipped the silky top over her head and then yanked my own T-shirt off as well. That left us both completely naked, and this time when I buried my face in her cleavage, there was nothing keeping my lips and hands from those glorious G-cup melons that I delighted in playing with.
Adrienne crooned happily while I nursed at her swollen nipple. Once again, I got a momentary mental thrill at the idea of suckling breastmilk out of her, fucking up into her body a little harder and spurring myself toward filling her womb with my potent sperm. And she also started fucking back at me with greater enthusiasm.
�You like that, Tiger? You like sucking on my big titties? Feel how nice and firm they are. Taste the sweat off my heaving breasts. Smother yourself in my titflesh!�
�Mmm-hmm!� I mumbled enthusiastically.
�Oh, fuck yeah,� Adrienne sighed. �Fuck me harder! Does it feel good? Does my pussy feel tight around you? I know you�ve been nailing younger girls, thinner girls. Were their pussies tight? Did they feel like virgins? Are you still happy with mine?�
�Fuck yeah,� I grunted and gripped her hips, fucking myself into Adrienne�s cunt with increased power.
�Oh, FUCK! Fuck me, Tiger!� Adrienne squealed. �Feel my pussy clenching around you. Do those girls know how to do this? Can they squeeze you and caress you like I can? If not, maybe I should teach them. Whaddaya say, can you set up some threesomes with us, Tiger? Can we both fuck you at the same time so I can help teach them how to please you? Will you let me eat out their pretty pussies while you fill my asshole from behind? Huh? Does that sound like fun?�
�Oh, FUCK!� I grunted and really started kicking my hips off the mattress, driving my cock upwards and deeper into her spasming channel.
�Fuck me!� Adrienne cried.
�Ugh!�
�FUCK ME!�
�UGH!�
�I�m cumming! Cum in me! CUM IN ME!�
�UGH!!!�
�AAAAHHHH!� Adrienne arched her spine, threw her blonde head back, and screamed this time. Her body jerked as her climax shot through her like a lightning bolt. And I was cumming at the same time.
�Ughhhh!� I grunted. My body fired jet after jet of cum up and into her body, squirting days� worth of built-up semen out of balls that were used to firing a minimum of three times a day. And I wrapped my arms around her torso and shoved my face into her massive tits while Adrienne screamed and clutched my head tightly against her chest.
Eventually, our orgasms passed and I flopped onto my back, taking Adrienne with me. My cock was still inside her and she wound up laying her head on my chest, breathing rapidly while we both panted after our exertions. And cuddling together, we both smiled happily.
Adrienne only had the one orgasm and she didn�t pass out. But I knew from the buzzing chemistry we felt and the wave of happiness pouring out from her that she was far from disappointed.
Dawn was right: the most important part of sexual satisfaction for a girl was not orgasm, but the connection to the person they were with. And as I lay content and happy with only one girl in my arms, Adrienne, I realized that just maybe, it was the same for me, too.
* * *
Christmas Eve, everyone stayed home to hang out together. We played family poker, and Adrienne sharked all of us ... AGAIN. We watched movies while piled together in the family room. The twins were seriously getting too big to keep using me as a backrest, but that didn�t stop them from crushing me. Eventually, they talked Adrienne and Brandi into swapping places, the two older girls moving up onto the couch and Eden, me, and Emma sitting on the floor and leaning against the couch base so the twins could have room to continue smothering me.
Christmas Day itself was its usual flurry of activity. We exchanged an abundance of presents with the usual assortment of DVDs, video games, books, and clothes.
The phone lines were jammed as our parents made various calls to friends and family to wish them Merry Christmas. All five of my sisters spent the morning with their ears glued to their cell phones. I�m surprised the local tower didn�t overload.
I called Dawn and we spent over an hour catching up. You wouldn�t have thought much could happen in the six days since we�d last seen each other, but there was quite a bit. I told her about what happened to Eden and she told me about what happened with Ryan when he came out of the bathroom with Robin. The guy wasn�t sure whether to feel happy that we hadn�t gone through with it or worried because he STILL didn�t know how he�d feel if we ever did. There wasn�t much Dawn could do to reassure him that we never would as long as they were together. In the end, we reminded each other of our love and promised to meet up ASAP upon our return to campus in January.
Megan Kwan and Cassidy O�Leary then called me to say Merry Christmas. Megan was still with Kaito and Cassidy had recently found someone she thought was pretty special. Daniel Chen called to ask if I wanted to meet up for basketball, but I explained that we were taking a ski vacation over New Year�s this year.
After lunch, Keira McNeil, soon to be Keira Fitzpatrick, came by to introduce baby Colin. He was only a month old and slept for the entire visit. And she didn�t stay much longer than the time needed to give us the invites to her March wedding.
Then it was time for the big family dinner. Brandi and Adrienne spent most of the afternoon in the kitchen with Mom. The rest of us set the table and vegged out in front of the TV. And we spent a good two hours talking and eating and drinking the night away.
My last Christmas present came to me just before bedtime.
* * *
I heard a light knock at my door and turned around. I had just gotten back into my bedroom after taking a shower and doing my nightly routine of getting dressed and settling into bed. I was shivering slightly under the still-cold sheets of my bed, not yet warmed up from my body�s presence. And I had been about to switch off the light and put my head down when the knock stilled my hand. �Come in,� I called.
�Hi, Ben,� Brooke said softly as she came into view, wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around her torso. Her hair was slightly damp as she�d taken the shower after me, and I couldn�t help but notice her nice curves packed into the white terrycloth. Now 17-years-old and maxed out at 5�7�, my little sister was now a fully-formed young adult woman; and she had the mature poise and carriage to go along with her developed curves.
Still wearing the towel, she approached the bed and then raised the covers. I arched an eyebrow but didn�t say anything, merely rolling over to the side while Brooke dropped the towel to the floor and then slid in beside me.
My body heat had warmed the middle of the bed. Fully naked and shivering, my sister pushed me over and moved herself to the warm spot. That left me shivering myself, now trying to warm the furthest edge. She turned onto her side and lay her head down on my pillow, inviting me to do the same while facing toward her. And then she reached out to take my hand and bring it up to her bosom, gently placing my palm against the bare skin of her left breast. When I squeezed reflexively, she sighed and smiled happily. �Hi, Ben,� she said again.
I smiled and replied, �Hi, Brooke. How are you?�
�Better now.� Her hand slid down to the front of my pajama pants, fingers tracing and then gripping the bulge she found there. My little sister had been visiting me naked at various times since I was a Junior in High School, and she�d never failed to arouse me, even if she hadn�t always been able to get through to me.
Eventually, she dug inside the waistband of my pants and grasped my erection with her bare hand. And with my hand still cupping her boob, Brooke smiled at me and said, �Let�s talk.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Like this?�
She just nodded. �Feels ... intimate ... this way.�
I nodded and said, �Hang on a second.� I then took the time to wriggle out of my own clothes, shoving my shirt, shorts, and pajama pants further under the covers where they�d hopefully stay a little warm for when I wanted to put them back on. But now I was naked and resumed holding Brooke�s C-cup breast while she wrapped her fingers around my cock. �So what�s up?�
She sighed. �I miss him.�
�Kenta?� I raised my eyebrows. It had been a rough semester for Brooke. Her grades were fine and unlike DJ, she seemed to have an easy track into Berkeley. Our family was just too smart to let our grades slip or our test scores drop. But it was still a stressful time for a college-bound Senior and Brooke�s inability to fully trust her boyfriend had led to their breakup back in November. The fact that Kenta had immediately become Jennifer Vo�s boyfriend only made things even worse.
Unfortunately, I�d been dealing with my own turmoils at the time with DJ, and the upshot was that none of us � DJ, Brooke, or me � was in any shape to really support the other two.
Brooke just sighed and nodded. �Of course Kenta.�
�I know how you feel. I�ve been through a breakup or two in my time.�
�I just thought we�d last forever, you know?� Brooke complained.
I sighed, thinking of Dawn ... and thinking of Adrienne. And now here I was, with no one to call my own. �I know what you mean.�
�What happened to us?� Brooke asked quietly, her eyes sad. �Christmas is supposed to be the happiest day of the year. But getting presents just doesn�t cut it anymore.�
�We�re getting older.�
Brooke sighed. �No amount of books I wanted or spectacular clothes Adrienne finds for me will make up for me feeling so ... lonely...�
�There are other guys, right?�
�There�re a couple hanging around,� Brooke nodded. �I haven�t slept with any of them � I�m not a slut � and life is more than sex, you know?�
I snorted. �You don�t have to tell me.�
�I wish Andrew didn�t freaking live in Oregon.�
�I wish I even HAD an Andrew to look forward to.�
Now Brooke arched an eyebrow at me. �There are other girls, right?�
�More than a couple,� I blushed. �I AM a slut.�
�Yeah, well you can get away with it,� Brooke sighed. �Do they make you happy?�
�For a little while. Always. Probably why I keep doing it.�
�Would you trade them all to have Dawn back?� Brooke looked seriously into my eyes.
Without hesitation I answered, �Absolutely.�
Brooke leaned in and pecked my lips softly. I felt the warmth and comfort of her touch, and a little sigh of contentment spread through me for a brief moment before fading away like the heat evaporating into December air.
�Remember how that felt,� Brooke urged me softly. �Doing that with Dawn would feel a million times better, wouldn�t it?�
I closed my eyes and felt a bit of moisture in my own eyes. The answer was �yes�, but I shoved that aside. �Doesn�t matter. Dawn and I aren�t getting back together. She�s got a boyfriend and we�re just friends.�
�That�doesn�t matter. I know the way you feel about her and I know the way I feel about Kenta. I love you, Ben, but doing that with Kenta would feel a million times better for me,� she intoned. And then she took a deep breath. �Remember this moment. Remember how lonely this feels without her. Because�when�you and Dawn get back together, you�ll need to know how it felt to say �Absolutely� when I asked you if you�d give up all those other girls for her. You�ll need to remember how empty you feel when the simplest of kisses from her can turn your world to sunshine from gloomy gray.�
Blinking, I opened my eyes again and stared straight at my sister. �Why are you telling me this?�
Brooke sighed. �Because Kenta�s my soulmate, too. And I hope, I really really hope, that someone out there can tell him exactly what I told you. So the next time he and I are together, he�ll remember how important this is.�
I didn�t hesitate. I squeezed her breast with one hand and held her cheek with my other. I brought my head forward and pressed my lips to hers in a sweet kiss while rolling in and throwing a leg over hers. Our bodies ground together and I felt the heat building between us as our skin rubbed against skin. Our ankles hooked around each other. My cock ground against her belly. And her breasts pressed tightly against my chest. Brooke moaned and after a bit more rolling around, I found myself on top of her with my legs straddling either side of hers, my balls more or less draped directly over her crotch.
I pulled my face away. �I need to understand first. If Kenta is your soulmate, why did you break up with him?�
Brooke smiled and touched my face. �The same reason you and Dawn aren�t back together yet. I�m waiting for him to grow up.�
�What?�
�We learn from our mistakes, right? Kenta�s not the man I want him to be just yet. He lets his hormones do the thinking for him way too much. And he�s too easily distracted by a nice pair of tits. That will always be a part of him, and I�m fine with that. He�s got a great heart and I know deep down he loves me. Once he learns to better control his impulses, he�ll be a much better man for it.�
�So ... you�re just going to�wait?� I looked at her incredulously.
�We�re seventeen. We�re just kids. We�re still in High School. He needs to try new things, and fail at some things, and learn from them. He needs to live his life and find his own identity. And when we�re both ready, I know we�ll find each other again.�
�How can you know this?�
�I�ve seen it. In the future.�
�Brooke, that�s crazy.�
�I�m serious.�
I looked into my sister�s eyes quite intently. �Brooke, are you on drugs?�
She laughed and shook her head. �Don�t be silly. Besides, this whole same thing is going on with you and Dawn.�
I sighed. �Even if your crackpot theory works, Dawn and I are different. She�s my best friend. We see each other almost every day. Where�s Kenta going to school?�
�Cornell. Like Mizu.�
�That�s on the other freaking side of the country!�
�I know. He and I will find each other again.�
�Brooke, you�re insane.�
She grinned. �I know. Don�t you love me?�
There was a look of such irrepressible hope on Brooke�s face that I couldn�t help but smile and pull her head to the crook of my neck, holding her tightly. �Yes, I love you. I�ll always love you.�
�Mmm...� She hummed happily. �I know.�
We hugged each other, just enjoying the feel of each other�s body and warmth for a long while. But eventually, I started thinking again of all the things Brooke had just said. It all sounded too pat, too theoretically structured. Life didn�t really work that way. I sighed. �You really think Dawn and I are going to get back together?�
�Mmm-hmm. You�belong�together. Everyone�s always known it, including Dawn.� Brooke smiled. �And including you.�
I exhaled. �I don�t know about that. I�m serious. We love each other, but I think we�ve worked this thing out being best friends. And she really does love Ryan. I KNOW it.�
�Ryan�s good to her. Of course she loves him. But that doesn�t mean she believes in her heart that she�s destined to be with him, unlike you.�
�So she�s just waiting for me to grow up?�
�Uh-huh.� Brooke was getting distracted now, leaving butterfly kisses all along my chest as she slid deeper beneath the covers. Her left hand found my cock again, stroking it gently.
�Have you actually TALKED to her about this?�
�Nuh-uh.�
�So it�s all in your head.�
�Uh-huh.�
�Great...� I groaned.
�Don�t worry too much about it, big brother. I�m never wrong about this sort of thing.�
�You thought you and Kenta would be together forever.�
�We will be; just not yet. I told you, I can see the future.�
�Brooke, you couldn�t even see that you and Kenta were going to break up!�
She shook her head and nibbled on my nipple. �Doesn�t matter. I saw me and him getting married.� She sighed. �I�m sad right now and I miss him right now. But I know we�ll get back together eventually. I just have to be patient and wait for him to become the man I marry.�
�Fine. You told me at camp that you could only see YOUR future, though. So how would you know if Dawn and I get back together?�
Brooke grinned. �Simple. You once asked me to tell you who YOU were with at my wedding. I can see it now. You�re sitting with Dawn.�
I sighed and lay my head back. I didn�t believe a word Brooke was saying. Seeing the future? Just waiting around for a boy to grow up and magically become the man you want him to be? It all sounded like the fantasies of a young girl. Heck, Brooke had still had an imaginary best friend until she was twelve, spending four years with a figment of her imagination after she�d been separated from DJ.
But I had to admit, it would be nice to believe in Brooke�s imagination. I could almost see it myself: Dawn and I holding hands together and looking adoringly into each other�s eyes at Brooke�s wedding, already planning our own. And then after all the festivities and partying and celebration of life and love and marriage, Dawn would be keyed up and horny and desperate to crawl inside my tuxedo. We might even sneak into the coatroom during the reception and Dawn would pull down my pants and�
�My, my...�Someone�s�thinking naughty thoughts,� Brooke grinned from underneath the covers. Only now did I realize she had slid so far that her face was right in front of my crotch. And as she held me in her hands, my little sister leaned forward and sucked my prick into her mouth.
�Ohhh ... Brooke...� I groaned while my little sister began expertly fellating me.
�Just relax tonight, big brother. Tonight, let me take care of you.�
She took care of me alright. I lay my head back on the pillow and just enjoyed the pleasant sensations of a warm, wet mouth making love to my dick. She blew me with tenderness and obvious love. And I admit I got quite a thrill out of looking down to see her looking right back at me, my cock denting out her cheeks from the inside as she turned her face left and right.
I tried to pull her around so we could sixty-nine and I could return the favor, but Brooke stubbornly stayed in her spot, cocooned deeply beneath the covers. I then tried to pull her up so she could mount me, but again she kept her mouth locked around my prick. A minute later I spunked my load down her throat. And she swallowed every drop while looking adoringly into my eyes.
I was tired then, but not totally wiped out. Brooke sucked me hard again before mounting me, putting her hands on my chest and riding me slowly. I started to move my hands around to give her pleasure as well, but she took my hands in hers, put them over her breasts and held them there, letting me squeeze her tits but not do anything else. �Let me take care of you,� she repeated sweetly.
I let her take care of me, let her do all the work. Despite having been apart for most of the past year and a half, Brooke still knew exactly how to get me off and she was getting�very�good at working her inner muscles independently of the rest of her body. And even though she was focused on me, she still managed to get a quiet orgasm of her own.
Twenty minutes later, I surrendered to the final urges of bliss and Brooke let me roll us over so that I was on top, pounding away at her with the last vestiges of my energy. My dick rutted in and out of her tight pussy, rapidly sending the both of us spiraling toward ecstasy. And at last, I spurted my relief into my little sister�s forbidden, incestuous place.
Brooke cooed into my ear and stroked my back while I filled her up. Almost immediately after, I felt the inky blackness around my vision as I fell asleep on top of her. And when I awoke the next morning, she ... and the towel ... were both gone.
* * *
On the 26th, the twins� fourteenth birthday went off without a hitch. It was interesting to me to see the new collection of friends they had each year. There was always some turnover with a few people drifting apart and others coming in. To my consternation, there were now a few boys in attendance, where their birthday parties from 10 to 13 had been entirely female.
I also found myself marveling at how young all those Freshman girls looked to me. Back when I was a Freshman myself, they obviously didn�t look TOO young. Even when I was a Senior, the Freshman girls looked cute with nice titties and tight asses. But now, this close to my own 20th birthday, the young 14-year-olds with coltish bodies and underdeveloped curves just looked ... like jailbait.
I was getting older, and my sense of attractiveness was growing up with me. And as I realized how young, innocent, and vulnerable the twins� friends looked, I felt guilty over the sexual activities I�d already gotten into with the twins themselves, who were probably the youngest in their class given the school�s January 1 grade cutoff. Banging Sophomores when I was a Senior was one thing, but Eden, Emma, and their friends were in a completely different age bracket.
Fortunately, I guess, the twins had not approached me at all this winter for further sexual practice. Definitely no blowjobs or oral sex encounters. Not even any kissing sessions. The scare with Dexter Walker had put the brakes on the twins� sexual development and for the moment, they seemed content to just enjoy themselves in other ways. The novelty had worn off. Their curiosity had been sated. And it seemed that we�just�might be able to get back to a platonic sibling relationship based solely on love. For the first time, I truly believed the twins would actually wait for sex until they turned 15.
The next morning, the family drove up to Big Bear for our ski trip. With fully eight moderately grown-up people, plus all of our associated luggage, we simply weren�t going to fit in our van. We�d lucked out on long-distance trips so far in that at least one of the �kids� was always elsewhere. But whenever we needed to go out as a family of 8 around town, we took two cars, and this trip was no exception. The Mustang was fitted for chains and Adrienne, Brooke, and I drove up on our own. Brandi decided to sleep on the back bench seat of the van. And for the first time in their young lives, the twins got to sit in the two bucket seats for a big family vacation.
Unlike our last trip, we were planning a much longer vacation this time, staying for a full week until January 2nd. As such, there was no rush to hit the slopes; we probably couldn�t handle more than 3 days anyways. Besides, it was a Saturday and the place would be busier than ever. Instead, we spent the first day just settling in and cooking dinner. We�d rented a house for the week, complete with kitchen and three bedrooms. And to my everlasting surprise, I found I wasn�t sleeping on the couch.
Mom and Dad obviously took the master bedroom. Brandi and Adrienne would be in the second room together � they�d been sharing a room at home, anyways. And the twins would share the hide-a-bed. But Brooke and I were actually allowed to share the third room.
By now, Mom and Dad realized that the twins were perfectly aware of the sexual activities in the family. So hiding things from them was no longer an issue and at fourteen, Mom deemed them mature enough to handle the situation. Still, Mom cautioned everyone that this wasn�t our home and the walls weren�t nearly as solid, so we needed to respect our parents and keep things discreet. But Brooke and I were still allowed to share a room and a bed together.
That first night, Brooke and I took advantage of the opportunity. My lonely, boyfriend-less little sister was certainly eager for brother-cock, and I�think�we kept the volume down enough. Mom and Dad certainly didn�t complain in the morning. But the twins WERE giving the both of us some knowing looks.
The second night, Adrienne talked Brooke into switching rooms after Mom and Dad went to sleep. I amused myself amongst the lush abundance of Adrienne�s titflesh. And from the muffled sounds coming through the wall, Brooke and Brandi weren�t idle, either.
And the third night, Adrienne and Brooke said �fuck it� and they both came into the room with me. The things the three of us did together would blow your mind, starting with a gymnastic sort of arrangement where...
... Well, I�m getting ahead of myself.
That�s because the ski trip week was not so significant because of what I was doing with Adrienne and Brooke, but because of what happened with me and Brandi.
* * *
We hit the slopes at Snow Summit as a family on Sunday morning, renting our gear, getting some discount on bundled, multi-day lift tickets for eight people, and then heading up the mountain.
At first, all eight of us stayed together, warming up on the bunny slopes. Unlike the last time I�d been snowboarding, I didn�t have an erection in the way. Brooke had taken care of that when I woke up.
After spending the morning hanging out together and bonding, we then headed into the lodge for lunch. Finding a table for eight wasn�t easy, but we managed it, and Mom and Dad left to go buy food for the lot of us. We six kids then hung around chatting, and I came to a surprising realization: we were ALL of us single.
Brandi and Matt, DJ and I, Grace and Adrienne, and Brooke and Kenta had all broken up in the past few months. Add in the twins who had yet to have serious boyfriends, and collectively we were striking out on the dating front. November and December had just been BRUTAL to all of us. There were no more loved ones waiting for us to come back home. No more hushed calls goodnight to tell them we missed them. We were on vacation, and we were all free.
Now there�s something different about the way a single girl carries herself from one in a relationship. Yeah, even girls in relationships are often flirty, but there�s a completely different way a single girl looks at potential partners when she�s truly available. If a cute guy makes eye contact, maybe she returns the look. Maybe she throws in a smile. It�s subconscious and instinctive. Most girls want to flirt; only their sense of loyalty to a boyfriend (or girlfriend) holds them back. And none of my sisters had such a sense of loyalty anymore.
The upshot is that the guys around the dining area couldn�t help but notice the five beautiful young women surrounding me. My obvious family resemblance to every sister except Adrienne neutered me as a threat. And after a few seconds, I noticed that all five of the girls around me would occasionally drift out of the conversation when they made eye contact with someone who attracted their fancy.
Brandi was subtly making eye contact with a ruggedly handsome guy in his early 20s with a scruffy but hunky look about him. Brooke was coyly looking at and then away from a pack of college-aged guys who seemed to be on a ski trip vacation together. The twins were giggling together and making faces at some High School boy traveling with his family. And even Adrienne was looking with bright eyes at a slightly butch-looking chick with short, spiky bottle-blonde hair and a pierced eyebrow.
That�s when I realized that there were a couple of girls nearby looking at ME, too.
Now a lot of this was innocent glancing. In the vast majority of cases, the lookers on both sides would think �Oh, they�re cute� and then never do anything about it. They would return to the slopes with their companions and probably never be seen again. And at least on this day, absolutely nothing happened.
This day.
Mom and Dad returned with chili cheese fries and chicken tenders and pizza and the like. We�d all burned quite a few calories snowboarding or skiing and dug in heartily. For now, the girls� attention was on the food, not the cute guys around them. And when we finally finished up, we left the lodge and picked up our snow gear without incident.
Now that we�d gotten in the first batch of bunny runs, we older kids wanted to split off and attack some harder runs. And by �we�, I mean Brandi, Brooke, and me. Mom, Dad, Adrienne, and the twins would also move onto some intermediates, but for the most part they all wanted to stick around the bunnies. The twins just weren�t old enough or experienced enough to go down a black diamond, and Adrienne was still way behind us in terms of outdoorsy-activities.
I didn�t know it yet, but if Brooke wasn�t coming along with us, Brandi wouldn�t have split off from the family. For whatever reasons, she didn�t want to be alone with me. And I started to get a sense of this as the afternoon wore on.
My first clue was when the three of us lined up for Lift 10, a triple-seater ski lift. Since Brandi was on skis and Brooke snowboarded goofy, it just made sense for Brooke to sit on the left and me to sit on the right with Brandi in the middle so that (A) our snowboards wouldn�t get in the way while we were sitting on the lift and (B) we could peel out in different directions and minimize the risk of anyone bumping into each other.
But as we approached the front of the chairlift line, Brandi asked Brooke to switch places with her. Brooke was confused, thinking we�d already agreed on an order. But Brandi insisted without explaining why. Shrugging, Brooke just switched and we managed to make it up the lift without incident.
It wasn�t until the third run that I realized that Brandi was barely talking to me. At the top of the hill, or the bottom, or on the lifts, she never initiated a conversation with me and only really responded when I asked her a direct question. In group conversations, she would chat comfortably with Brooke, but I got the distinct impression I was always around the periphery of those discussions instead of a part of them.
Then there was the time Brandi wiped out and I came to a stop beside her, just to help her up. Brooke, being a reckless little sister, had similarly wiped out many times already and gladly taken my hand when she needed the assistance. But Brandi wouldn�t let me help her up and even snatched away the ski pole when I retrieved it for her. From what I could tell, she would have hobbled up the mountain by herself if she�d actually lost a ski, rather than let me go get it for her.
�Brandi, what�s going on?� I finally asked.
�Nothing,� she snapped back at me. �I�m fine.� She hurriedly buckled herself back up and took off without another word.
By the fifth run, even Brooke realized that Brandi was giving me the cold shoulder. There was another time when I ended up far past them and pulled over to the side, kneeling with my snowboard still attached while looking uphill to my sisters. The two of them stayed in a little conversation for a couple of minutes after Brooke had wiped out again and Brandi had come to her rescue. But when we all made it to the bottom, I wasn�t about to ask what was going on with Brandi around.
And then it was time to rendezvous with the others. I wouldn�t get a chance to talk privately with either sister until after we got back to the rental house.
* * *
As I figured, it was far easier to get a moment alone with Brooke. Brandi was keeping herself around the others in our family and I wasn�t yet weirded out to the point of going up to Brandi point blank and asking her to speak with me alone. To start something like that would just feel too confrontational and I didn�t want to put her on the defensive like that.
Thankfully, Brooke sensed that I wanted to talk about what had been going on that afternoon and just with eye contact and a couple of head nods, she followed me into our bedroom. �What�s up?� she asked.
�Brandi.�
�Figured,� Brooke sighed.
�What�s going on? She wasn�t totally ignoring me, but she was going out of her way to minimize how much contact we had, wasn�t she?�
Brooke nodded. �Seemed like that to me, too. I don�t know what�s going on. When I asked, she just said it had something to do with the way her and Matt broke up.�
�Ah,�hell,� I groaned and face-palmed.
Brooke�s eyebrows shot up. �Wait. What happened?�
�She didn�t tell you?�
Brooke shook her head. I wasn�t completely surprised. Brandi was close enough to Brooke as a sister, but the two had never bonded the same way�I�had with each of them. Besides, as the oldest kid, Brandi had spent most of her life not sharing things with her younger siblings, and it wasn�t uncommon for us not to know the details of her life. Brandi always wanted to know what was going on in MY life, but she kept her own emotions pretty close to the vest.
I sighed and looked at Brooke seriously. �Matt caught us fucking.�
Brooke winced and read the look in my eyes. �I�m assuming he didn�t take it very well.�
I shook my head and exhaled slowly, wincing myself. �He was disgusted by the incest. They did eventually get back together, but part of the deal was that Brandi have no more intimate contact with me.�
�Ouch.� Brooke winced harder. �I don�t know that I could�ve done that. I love you too much.�
�Brandi does too. But we just concentrated on loving each other as brother and sister more platonically. It was fine.�
�Well that explains why she hasn�t jumped you yet. I kept trying to give her a turn the whole past week. Never realized why she wasn�t making any moves,� Brooke sighed. She frowned for a second and then her eyes lit up with a new realization. �But then she and Matt broke up, right? So the old restriction doesn�t apply anymore!�
I exhaled and looked apologetic. �I met a girl about a week ago, back at school, and we ended up screwing. Turns out she was Matt�s baby sister. His whole family was on the mainland to go to Vegas for Christmas and she just tagged along to our house party.�
Brooke�s eyebrows shot up. �You didn�t know who she was?�
I shook my head in the negative. �Matt caught us in my bed in the morning. First, I fucked his girlfriend. Then, I fucked his sister. He dumped Brandi by text message a few hours later. And the thing is: he could never look at Brandi the same way again after catching her with me back in October, period. It wasn�t just cheating. He never got over the incest part, and they never had a real chance at staying together after that.�
�Cheating, incest, defiling his baby sister.� Brooke sighed. �So Brandi blames you for ruining her relationship with her boyfriend, in multiple ways.�
I nodded. �I thought we�d be okay after that first night when Brandi revealed that she�d been molested. She seemed to accept me back; but I guess not.�
Brooke sighed. �You�ve got to talk to her, Ben.�
�How? I don�t think it would be productive to drag her into a bedroom and demand she explain herself. She�s hurting, she�s mad at me, and I�m not sure it�s my place to talk to her until she�s ready.�
Brooke sighed. �Maybe. But for now, I�ll talk to Adrienne and we�ll see if we can�t work on her, okay?�
�Thanks, Brooke. I owe you one.�
�No, you don�t. I�m your sister and you�re my brother. This is what we do.�
I smiled, still amazed at how much my little sister had grown up.
* * *
Monday was much like Sunday, except for the snowboarding part. We skipped the mountain in favor of finding a nice snow park to build ramps and go sledding. Brooke and I conspired to create a massive toboggan course that stretched for a hundred yards and lasted for some thirty seconds. We built an initial framework and then spent the next several hours refining it by trial and error, figuring out we needed to thicken that turn or build that ramp higher or whatever. The twins were our eager crash test dummies and by the end, even Mom and Dad took a few runs down the course.
We also got into a massive snowball fight. Unbeknownst to me and Brooke, Adrienne and Brandi had been stockpiling snowballs for over an hour in preparation for their assault. The two elder girls caught us unawares and undefended, bringing with them armloads of pre-packed balls while Brooke and I had to create more on the fly.
Fortunately for us, I managed to outsmart the girls by dodging around until Brooke and I made it to the elder girls� stockpile. Then we used THEIR snowballs against them to get the upper hand.
But while I may have tactically outmaneuvered my two sisters, they politically outmaneuvered me. Brandi and Adrienne recruited not only the twins, but also our parents to join them. And stockpile or no stockpile, Brooke and I were dead meat with six-to-two odds.
In the end, there were hugs all around. And when Brandi hugged me, I felt her old warmth and happiness as we congratulated each other on a fight well-played. It felt good. It felt comfortable. And I sighed in relief.
But a second later, I actually�felt�her withdrawing away from me, even though her arms were still wrapped around my torso. And sadness filled my heart when she pulled back, turned, and moved away.
Something was going to have to change, and soon.
* * *
We returned to the slopes on Tuesday. I didn�t have to worry about snowboarding with an erection because the previous night had been the night both Adrienne and Brooke stayed in my bedroom and fucked my brains out. It turned out to be one of those mornings where I couldn�t even summon a morning wood because they�d worn me out so well.
As a group, the eight of us warmed up on the bunny slopes in the morning. But around 10am, Brooke was getting antsy and said she wanted to go on the harder runs. I voiced my agreement and moved off to join her. Then Brooke stopped and looked over at Brandi. �You coming?�
There was a moment�s hesitation when Brandi looked at me before she nodded and split apart from the others. At least she wanted to ski the black diamonds more than she wanted to keep her distance from me. We all said our goodbyes, and Mom told us to rendezvous at noon at the main lodge.
All eight of us had gone up Lift 2, the All-Mountain Xpress quad. We three siblings left our family to go down the Summit Run while we headed east toward the harder runs, eventually making it down to the base of Lift 1, the East Mountain Xpress. It was another high-speed quad lift and would take us directly to the top of our higher-difficulty runs, and we formed into our three-person order with Brandi on the left, Brooke in the middle, and me on the right.
But just as we were approaching the front of the line, Brooke bent over and complained that she�d gotten a cramp. Brandi was the first to wonder, �What, now?�
�Yeah ... ugh...� Brooke moaned. �I�m gonna sit this one out. Why don�t you two go up first? Meet me back right here and I�ll see if I�m feeling better.�
Brooke wasn�t much of an actress, but for the moment, Brandi bought it. �Uh, okay. See you soon.�
Brooke stepped out of her snowboard and then hobbled out of the line, leaving Brandi and me to jump onto the next chair by ourselves. And for the next six minutes or so on the lift, plus the run back down, it was just me and my big sister.
�Kinda strange, Brooke getting a cramp like that well�after�we finished the run,� Brandi wondered aloud.
�Hey, you�ve never seriously snowboarded. It�s not easy standing on these things. Skis are much more natural.�
�Maybe...� Brandi trailed off and looked away.
I decided to just take the opportunity presented itself and commented, �Hey, you initiated a conversation with me!�
Brandi whipped her head around, a protest on her lips, but she frowned a second later and said, �I wasn�t TRYING not to start conversations with you.�
�Sure you were.� I shrugged. �You�ve been semi-avoiding me ever since we got home from Berkeley.�
�I have NOT been avoiding you!�
�I said�semi-avoiding me.� I took a deep breath. �You�re still mad at me. I get it.�
Brandi exhaled slowly, deflating along with the rush of air. And in a tired voice, she mumbled, �Ben, I�m not mad at you.�
�Then why the avoidance?�
�I-.� Brandi cut herself off and looked away. I knew better than to press and just waited her out. But I could feel myself tensing up, knowing we only had so long before the chairlift dumped us and I lost this opportunity. Chairlift pole after chairlift pole passed us by, and with each one I got a little more antsy.
Fortunately, Brandi came back and said, �I�m not mad at you. It�s not really your fault that Matt and I broke up.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Uh, I think it is.�
�Really, it�s not.�
�I slept with his sister,� I pointed out.
Brandi snorted. �So did he, if you think about it.�
I blinked twice and then shrugged at the realization.
Brandi sighed. �You sleeping with Meli was just the last pebble on top of a mountain of other problems. I told you I didn�t think Matt and I would last through the winter. I didn�t think he�d break up with me by�text; but we both knew things were coming to an end.�
I felt badly again. �But things were never the same after you got back together, and that first break-up was certainly my fault.�
For a second, my sister looked at me with sharper eyes as the old anger resurfaced. But a second later it melted away and she reached over and held my snowglove-covered hand with her own. �How could it be�your�fault?�I�m�the one who brought you into my room for sex.�I�m�the one who asked you to fuck me in the ass.�
I grimaced and thought of how to respond. But before I did, Brandi continued. �I won�t apologize for what we did together,� she stated emphatically. �I love you and physically making love was a part of our relationship. I knew what I was doing. And it�s not your fault Matt caught us. It just happened.�
I smiled weakly at her proclamation.
Brandi sighed. �If I�d hated you for it, I never would have started fucking you again AFTER we�d gotten caught.� She took a breath and looked like she was going to continue, but cut herself off and looked away.
I waited a few seconds before venturing, �I sense a �but� coming...�
Brandi took a deep breath and glanced at me before looking away again. �I don�t think what we did is evil or immoral. It made us both happy and we were both mature enough to understand what we were getting into.�
I didn�t like the way she was using the past tense.
�But...� Brandi sighed. �I look at my future and as much as I love the physical element of our relationship, I just have to think it�s in my best interest to stop. I can�t go through this again. I won�t apologize for what we did the in the past. But I don�t think I can go back to the way things were. It�s not fair that the world will judge us � judge ME � by what we do together, but that�s the reality we�re in. And as much as I love you, I don�t want to deal with the judgment anymore. WE can�t have that kind of relationship anymore. I�m sorry.�
We�d reached the end of the lift and Brandi turned forward and inched her butt up in preparation for landing. And then our conversation was over.
* * *
I did manage to continue the conversation one time, when Brandi had wiped out in the treeline getting back towards the Miracle Mile. I scooted up to help her, and this time she let me get her set back up.
�Can you at least stop avoiding me?� I asked.
Brandi blushed and nodded. �I�m sorry about that. I wasn�t�trying�to avoid you. But I think I WAS trying to distance myself from you. It�s like I wanted to avoid�any�kind of intimacy with you, even if it wasn�t really sexual. Guess I went a little overboard.�
�Brandi, I told you before that I could handle a more platonic relationship. We really don�t have to have sex to show that we love each other. But this wall you�ve put between us has really bothered me.�
�I know. I�m sorry. I�ll work on it. But you�ve got to give me some time and space to figure myself out, okay?�
�Okay.� I nodded. Then I waited a second before asking, �Can I hug you now?�
Brandi giggled and nodded her head. I shuffled over and wrapped her up in a warm embrace. It felt sooo good to hold my big sister again after the pain and awkwardness we�d gone through, and I clutched her a little tighter while nuzzling my nose into the crook of her neck.
�Get a room!� A male voice called from somewhere above us. We looked up and realized we weren�t too far from the East Mountain Xpress line, and were just visible as the passengers soared overhead and maybe thirty-feet to our left.
Brandi almost violently jerked away from me, a shadow casting over her face. Quickly, she oriented her skis; and without another word, she sped away from me.
I sighed. �Ah,�crap.�
* * *
Lunch was once again at the main lodge. As with any ski resort, the majority of visitors come for a day or two and then return back to their homes and their lives. This means that the people you see one day will most likely NOT be around the next day, and especially not two days later. There are, however, exceptions to the rule. And as it turned out, one such exception was a ruggedly handsome guy in his early 20s with a scruffy but hunky look about him.
Brandi caught sight of him almost immediately, and I noticed when she subtly tilted her head downward and flashed her eyes up at him while smiling mysteriously. Tracking Brandi�s gaze, I looked over to see that he was in the middle of a conversation with some other friends, a mixed group of guys and girls around the same age. And when he realized that Brandi was looking over at him, he abruptly dropped out of the conversation mid-sentence and stared right back.
Coyly, Brandi turned away and started talking to Adrienne. But I kept my eyes on scruffy-but-hunky and watched how one of his friends leaned in to say something. The guy blinked and said something back before looking over at Brandi again. And I saw a smile cross his face when he realized Brandi was demurely glancing at him once again as well.
This went back and forth for all of two minutes before the guy stood up with his friend, and the pair of them made their way across the room to our table. Conversation amongst my five sisters died down as the two ruggedly handsome guys approached and then we all looked up when they came to a stop in front of us.
�Hi,� Rugged One said straight to Brandi. �I think I�ve seen you around here before. Like two days ago?�
Brandi blushed and smiled. �Yeah. My family and I are up here for the week,� she replied while gesturing across the table at the rest of us. �I�m surprised you remembered me.�
�Couldn�t forget a face like that,� he smiled charmingly. �I was looking for you yesterday, but never saw you.�
�He was,� Rugged Two added. �Made us sit in here for over an hour looking for you.�
Brandi blushed, brushing a long lock of hair back behind her ear while looking down. She was wearing a cute beanie and a form-fitting jumpsuit, looking both cute and athletic at the same time. And as I watched the pleased smile spread across her face, I realized just how beautiful my sister was and could easily understand what had possessed this guy to hang around, hoping to find her again.
Still with that radiant smile, Brandi then scooted back and patted the seat next to her. �Sit down. What�s your name?�
�I�m Jared,� Rugged One smiled and offered his hand while swinging a leg over the bench seat. He was a well-built young Asian man with dark hair and a beard that looked only a few days old, giving him the scruffy look. But there was no missing the piercing intelligence of his dark eyes underneath a strong forehead. And he carried himself with poise instead of just stomping around.
�Miguel,� Rugged Two waved while taking the next seat over. The tall, dark, and handsome guy looked across the table to smile charmingly at Adrienne. The gorgeous blonde smiled back but reached over and put her hand on top of mine possessively. Miguel took the hint and quickly returned his gaze back to Brandi.
The conversation flowed easily from there, dominated by Brandi and Jared with Miguel adding in a wisecrack or two to fill in the slightly awkward gaps. Adrienne and I participated peripherally, but we were more interested in watching. Brooke and the twins were happy to chat by themselves.
But soon enough, Mom and Dad returned laden down with food. I quickly got up to help them distribute it and the two new guys quickly realized they were sitting in our parents� seats.
�We should be getting back to our table,� Jared said apologetically. �Will I see you around later?�
�Well,� Brandi glanced over at our parents. �I don�t think we�re coming back here until Friday.�
�Ooh. We�re leaving on Thursday afternoon,� Jared sighed and glanced over at Miguel. His friend opened his eyes wide and gave his buddy an encouraging look.
�But...� Jared continued, �We�re having a New Year�s Eve barbecue tomorrow night at this house we�re renting nearby. If you�re interested, we�d love for you to stop by.� He finished by sweeping his hand across the table to include me and Adrienne.
�Maybe,� Brandi smiled coyly and glanced at me.
Miguel nudged his friend, and Jared coughed before saying, �Why don�t I give you my number.�
�Sure, gimme your phone,� Brandi said.
Jared�s eyes went up and he pulled a slim silver flip-phone out of his pocket. Brandi plucked it out of his hands, dialed a number, and soon enough her own pocket was ringing. She closed the phone to hang it up and then handed it back to Jared. �Now I�ve got your number; and you�ve got mine.� She smiled brilliantly.
�Great,� Jared smiled, clearly smitten. �I, uh, hope I�ll see you later.�
�Bye.�
The two guys left and then with a happy sigh, Brandi turned to look back at the rest of us. She met nothing but arched eyebrows, including from our parents.
�What?�
* * *
�You should go,� Adrienne urged. �Ben will chaperone you to make sure nothing bad happens. Won�t you, Ben?�
I was walking behind the two girls as we cruised the streets of Big Bear Lake, which was actually the name of the town as well as the lake itself. This Wednesday was a tourist day, shopping for trinkets and just admiring the beauty of the outdoors. The water was such a deep blue. The pine tree forest was a scintillating green. But despite the picturesque setting, I could feel my mood turning serious as I thought of Brandi helpless amongst a big group of strangers. If Brandi was going out, I was going to make DAMN sure nothing bad happened to her. So I looked up and nodded my agreement. �I�ll be there.�
�I don�t know,� Brandi sighed. �You KNOW Mom and Dad want me here for New Year�s Eve.�
�So come back by 11. You�ll have plenty of time to go and flirt and have fun, and then spend the important hour counting down to the ball drop.�
�But what�s the point? I�ll never see him again.�
�So?� Adrienne grinned. �It�s just an evening. You�re hurting after a bad breakup and you need something like this just to break free a bit. The fact that you�ll never see the guy again makes this�perfect.�
Brandi exhaled and dug her hands a little deeper into her winter coat. She stopped and looked at Adrienne and then back at me, her chin dipping into the black and red scarf around her neck as if she was trying to hide beneath it and the black cap on her head. But then she stood up straight and asked, �You really think I should go?�
�Of course.�
�You coming, too?�
Adrienne took a breath, looked at me, and then shook her head. �I�d rather not. This isn�t my scene anymore and the last thing I want is a bunch of guys hitting on me. You�ll be fine because Jared will call dibs.�
�You can just stay with Ben. He makes for a good shield,� Brandi argued.
Adrienne smiled at me. �I probably shouldn�t. This way Ben might get some action, too.�
I shook my head. �Nuh-uh. I�ll be watching Brandi.�
Brandi rolled her eyes at me. �Well I�can�t�relax if you�re watching me like a hawk. I�d be too self-conscious.�
I stared at her seriously. �I am NOT letting anything bad happen to you.� My mind flashed back to Drew Walker�s party and what had happened to Brooke.
Brandi sighed. �I can take care of myself. I�ll be fine as long as you�re nearby, but please don�t be staring at me the whole time.�
�You�ll have a great time!� Adrienne enthused, patting Brandi on the back. And then she turned to me with an odd gleam in her eye. �Relax, Ben. This isn�t Drew Walker�s place and Brandi isn�t fifteen. It�s okay.�
My eyebrows went up as I realized Adrienne had figured out what I was thinking. �I�m still not going to get distracted.�
Adrienne grinned. �Sure you won�t.�
* * *
�C�mon. Just one more dance!� Kenzie tugged on my hand and twirled back and forth excitedly. Dammit, why�d she have to be sooo hot? And so blonde? And have such pretty blue eyes? I was such a sucker for blue eyes.
Kenzie was a recent grad from USC who was now working as a production assistant at Fox Studios. She�d been friends with Jared and Miguel since their days together at college and had joined in when the old crew decided to rent a house and party for New Year�s. That was pretty much all the information she told me. I figured out for myself that she had big tits, a bigger smile, and LOVED to both drink and dance.
I�d thought I wouldn�t have any problems avoiding temptation at this party. After all, I didn�t have the Big Ben reputation preceding me. And I knew Brandi wasn�t going to go around pimping me to whatever girls were there.
But apparently I was better looking than I gave myself credit for. Eyes were on me and Brandi the minute we walked in, as this slightly older crowd immediately recognized that we weren�t from their crew. And while Jared swept Brandi away almost as soon as we arrived, some of the girls in the group smelled fresh blood and immediately started hunting me.
At least I wasn�t the only fresh blood being hunted. As groups of sixteen early-20�s friends tend to do, they�d picked up a few friends on the slopes during the past week and also invited them to tonight�s party. So Brandi and I weren�t the only strangers, and the house was packed with two dozen young folk ranging in age from 24 to my 19 years.
Whether I was trying to or not, apparently I showed enough charm for pretty blonde Kenzie to take an interest in me. She latched onto me pretty quickly even though I told her Brandi and I would have to go home to our family at 11 for the actual New Year�s itself. At least for now she seemed more interested in having a willing dance partner than in a one-night stand. And I let myself be carried away by her enthusiasm.
At all times, though, I kept a corner of my eye on Brandi. Sure, my eyes strayed at little moments like when Kenzie pulled me to her and shoved my face into her cleavage during �Milkshake� by Kelis. But for the most part I was always aware of where she was and who was around her.
Brandi spent the entire evening with Jared. I watched them progressively go from standing apart to light touching to moving around the party with his arm around her waist. Actually, the only times they weren�t touching each other were when they were eating the brats, burgers, and chicken that had been barbecued for dinner.
Jared cleaned up pretty well. He�d shaved off the unkempt stubble and styled his hair, now looking more recent-USC-grad than ski-bum. I didn�t know if he and Brandi would keep in touch after tonight; but for now at least, the two were very clearly into each other.
�Hey...� Kenzie reached out to hold my face and turn it back to hers. �Remember me?�
I smiled at the pretty blonde. �Sorry.�
�ReLAX. Jared�s a nice guy,� Kenzie assured me, as well as a perfect stranger could possibly assure me. �He won�t do anything your sister doesn�t want him to do.�
�I want to believe you,� I shrugged. �But my first priority is to make sure she�s okay.�
Kenzie gave me a little giggle and then with her hand still on my face, she leaned in and gave me a hot, wet, open-mouthed kiss. When she pulled back, I could still feel my toes tingling. �You�re a sweet brother, but do you mind if I try to rearrange those priorities of yours?�
I blinked a couple of times. This girl could give Adrienne a run for her money in the nuclear department. �Wow.�
Kenzie grinned. �Sounds like I�m on the right track. Now kiss me again and let�s get dirrrty!�
* * *
Kenzie was quite persuasive, and the longer the night went on the less and less attention I was paying to Brandi. After all, Kenzie didn�t mind me making sure we were always in the same room as my sister, which pretty much meant the living room. And as long as Brandi was in a public area, I couldn�t worry TOO much.
Plus, Kenzie was proving to be�very�distracting. Her light blonde hair was half-up and half down, with tendrils falling across her graceful neck and drawing my attention to her bare shoulders. The shoulders were bare because while she wore some kind of brown knitted sweater over a white tank-top, she was constantly letting the sweater drift off her shoulders and partway down her arms. That led me to continue yo-yo�ing down to her prominent tits. And even when I was staring at her, she was stealing kisses more and more as well.
It was after one such mind-blowing kiss that I found myself sitting on the couch with a clearly aroused Kenzie straddling my lap and pushing those big tits into my chin. Her eyes flashed when she pulled away as she murmured, �Damn you�re a good kisser. I�m soaking wet!�
I groaned beneath my breath and smiled proudly as she rubbed her crotch against the bulge in my pants. She was wearing a loose skirt, and with my hands on her asscheeks beneath it I could tell she had nothing but a skimpy thong separating me from her naked pussy.
The pretty blonde leaned down and whispered in my ear. �C�mon, stud. Let�s go upstairs and find somewhere a little more private.�
I groaned and nodded before catching myself. I�d lost track of the time and quickly I checked my watch. Thankfully, it was only 10:30pm. I still had a half-hour. Plenty of time for a quickie. But in fairness, I looked up into Kenzie�s pretty eyes and said, �You know I still have to leave at 11.�
She frowned but checked my watch and gave me a little smile. �That should still be enough time,� she husked right into my ear.
I was smiling happily at the idea of getting laid when my brain finally caught up to me. I hadn�t thought of or checked on Brandi in what felt like forever. Twenty minutes at least. And in a panic I sat up and swung my head around.
I couldn�t find her.
Kenzie was rather unceremoniously dislodged from her spot when I stood up, although I did grab her and set her down while I darted my eyes left and right, sweeping the room and peering into the kitchen for any signs of either Brandi OR Jared.
But at the last second I saw her. Brandi was over by the stairs, giggling while Jared wrapped an arm around her and started leading her up the steps. My eyes went wide and for a second, I thought about shouting her name across the room. But not wanting to sound too panicked, instead I just started hustling across the room and squirming my way through the crowd.
Halfway across the room I realized I would be too late to catch her. I figured I�d rush up the stairs just to find that she�d already disappeared into a bedroom from where I had two choices: sit back and�hope�nothing bad happened, or start banging on doors screaming her name. The second option wouldn�t be pretty, but I�d be DAMNED if I had to go through the torment I�d faced with Brooke a couple of years ago.
But just as I got to the stairs, I found Brandi standing there looking around for�me. �Ben!�
�Brandi!�
I rushed up and hugged her fiercely, holding on like I never wanted to let her go. I was so relieved that I hadn�t lost her yet.
�Whoa, whoa! You okay?� she asked in alarm.
�Sorry,� I panted, slightly out of breath, and let go of her. �Thought I was too late.�
She shook her head and touched my cheek. �No. I was just turning back to look for you. I know you�ve been keeping an eye on me most of the evening. Not like a hawk, but around. I have to admit it was reassuring.�
I just nodded.
Brandi looked up the stairs to where Jared was waiting, and then she turned back to me. �I�m going to go now, Ben. I just wanted to tell you that I�ll be alright.�
I paled and bit my lip as I looked up the stairs as well. I pointed at my watch and Brandi nodded, �I know. There�s time.�
�Why are you doing this?� I asked hoarsely.
She canted her head to the side and smiled wanly. �Because I want to. I need this, okay?�
�A one-night stand with a guy you just met?�
�I want to get laid. Jared�s a good guy.� Brandi smiled and patted my arm.
�If you just want to get laid...� I began, letting my eyes finish the sentence.�I�would be happy to take care of it for her.
But Brandi shook her head. �Not anymore, little brother. I love you. I�ll always love you. But not like that anymore, okay?�
I whimpered and bit my lip. She leaned in and gave me a chaste peck on the lips, just a sisterly kiss. And then she pulled back. �I�ll be fine.�
I stared straight at her. �I�ll be waiting for you right here.�
�You sure?� Brandi looked past my shoulder. �That Kenzie looks like she�d be happy to entertain you while I�m gone.� The innuendo in her voice let me know what she meant by �entertain�.
�I�ll be right here,� I said again firmly.
�Okay. I love you, Ben.� She leaned in and pecked me again, turning away and starting up the stairs.
�I love you, too,� I said loud enough so she could hear. Seven steps later, Jared took her arm and they disappeared. I knew I wouldn�t start breathing normally until she came back.
* * *
�C�mon, spoilsport,� Kenzie pleaded, practically humping herself against my left leg.
�Kenzie, I�m sorry. I promised her I�d be right here. And right here I�ll be.�
�Bennn...� she whined.
�I mean it.�
�She won�t be out for a while at least. Long enough for us to have our fun,� she whimpered. �C�mon, don�t leave me hanging now after everything we�ve already done tonight.�
Kenzie�s lips were inches from mine, but my mind was upstairs. What were Brandi and Jared doing right now? Was he peeling her clothes off and sucking on her upright nipples? Was she kneeling in front of him, giving him the blowjob of a lifetime? Or had she simply bent over and invited him to take her right then and there?
Hell, was he hurting her and I didn�t know about it? I was having nightmares about Brandi mumbling, �I want my brudder� despondently, even thought I was still awake.
�I need you, Ben. I�need�you,� Kenzie pleaded in a husky voice.
And suddenly I�moved.
Perhaps it was because Kenzie had stumbled upon that trigger word in me; I couldn�t help myself whenever a girl told me she was in �need�. Perhaps I was just annoyed by her persistence and wanted to shut her up. Perhaps I felt guilty for all the time she HAD put into me and felt she deserved�something�at least. So I moved.
And we moved. I�d promised Brandi I�d be at the base of the stairs and I didn�t get very far away from there, only maybe ten feet. But I pulled Kenzie into a slightly out of the way corner next to a potted plant and tugged her against me with my left arm. I planted a fierce kiss on her lips and held her close, enough so that my right hand was blocked from the view of any potential observers. And before she realized what was happening, my right hand dipped beneath her loose skirt and then up and into her thong panties; and two fingers imbedded themselves in her juicing wet cunt.
�Oh, God,� Kenzie moaned and slipped her lips off mine, tilting her head forward and over my shoulder.
I went to work quickly. I hadn�t done this much while a girl was still fully clothed, but I was due for a new challenge anyways. My index and middle fingers were soon embedded to the last knuckles inside her soaked pussy, and my thumb quickly snaked through her wet furrow for lubrication before sliding up and over her clit. Fortunately, Kenzie had a prominent love button with easy access, and she was soon rhythmically humping my hand while I dug my teeth into her neck.
Pressed into this corner against the wall, I knew to any outside observer we would appear to just be necking. My right hand was completely hidden from view and my left was stroking up and down her back, rubbing mostly but also searching for her trigger spots.
It didn�t take as long as I thought. Within a few seconds, Kenzie was whimpering on the approach to orgasm as my right hand plunged in and out of her sopping wet pussy. I remembered how Dayna was amazed at my ability to control my thumb independently from my thrusting fingers, and Kenzie was finding out this magical skill tonight, my thumb buzzing all over her clit. And when I judged the time to be right, I tripped her over the edge of climax.
My left hand pinched the back of her neck, sharp enough to make her jerk her head back in surprise. My fingers then trailed down her spine, tickling her all the way down to her lower back as she felt the tingling sensation run the full length from her neck to her waist. And then my left hand slipped beneath her skirt for a few seconds, long enough for me to pop my fingers inside the rear string of her thong panties and rub gently over her anus. All the while I had two fingers thrusting in and out of her pussy and my thumb on her clit. And in the coup de gr�ce, with her head thrown back I bit down gently on the side of her neck. This caused another spike of sensation while the rest of her body was still trying to figure out how to deal with the other feelings I�d provoked, and she squealed and came.
�MMPH!!!� Kenzie�s moan was muffled when I clamped my mouth over hers. Her body went rigid and I pulled my left hand out to grip her waist and hold her against me. I could feel her trembling in my arms, and her jaw quivering through my lips. But after a few more seconds, she sagged against me and dropped her forehead onto my shoulder.
We were quiet and unmoving for a long time, maybe two minutes. The seconds ticked by while Kenzie panted breathlessly, her whole body rising and falling slowly against my chest. I held onto her, waiting for a good opportunity to extract myself. And only when she was able to stand on her own two feet did I finally pull my fingers out of her saturated pussy.
As if my fingers had been the only things holding her upright, her legs buckled and she nearly collapsed. I caught her and pulled her back up, holding her until she steadied herself. And then with a little smile on my face, I put my pussy juice-covered fingers to her lips, my eyes aflame as I watched her open up and suck my digits into her mouth.
When she was done, Kenzie looked at me with wide eyes and asked softly, �Why�d you do that? With the way you could do that to my body, I would have fucked your brains out all friggin� night!�
I looked at her seriously.�There are things more important than sex,�I thought to myself. And I verbalized, �I promised my sister I�d be right here.�
Kenzie just stared at me for another few seconds, her eyes searching through mine. It was as if she didn�t really believe me until right that second, and when she leaned back she was looking at me with a newfound respect. �You really love your sister, don�t you?�
�I do.�
She said in wonder, �Never had a family member care that much about me before.�
�You�ve never met the rest of my family.�
Kenzie nodded and then leaned in, kissing me gently on the lips. �Thanks, Ben.�
�You�re welcome.� I nodded my head back to the rest of the party. �You should go. You still have time to find someone else before midnight.�
She leaned into me one more time and patted my bulge. I was rock hard and we both knew it. �You sure?� she asked without any serious heat. She already knew my answer.
�Of course.�
She pecked my cheek. �Bye, Ben. Hope I see you again someday.�
I smiled. �Bye.�
Kenzie turned and headed into the kitchen. I�ll admit my ego hoped she would go find some girlfriends and brag about how I made her cum right there in the living room. Even if they were girls I�d never know nor likely see again, it couldn�t hurt to be well thought of.
I just sighed and moved back to the base of the stairs. Sitting down on the second-to-last step, I exhaled and tried not to think of my throbbing erection and the willing pussy that had just walked away. It wasn�t easy. I am a sexual creature after all.
But ten minutes later I felt a warm hand on my shoulder. And I looked up to see Brandi smiling at me.
Standing up, I turned and looked at her, making sure she looked happy and none the worse for wear. Without any questions, innuendoes, or comments of any kind, I let her wrap herself around my left arm. I gave her a warm smile and patted her hand, and then we left to hop in the Mustang and drive home.

Chapter 17: The Butterfly and the Bee

January 2004, Winter Break
Things settled into what felt like normal after the ski trip. Once safely home and with the parents gone to work during the weekdays, my sisters and I settled into our respective sexual relationships. Emboldened by Mom and Dad�s letting us share a bedroom on the trip, Brooke was my most frequent and overt bed partner. She knew she only had me for a few weeks, and she intended to make the most of it. Still, we kept things discreet. We knew our parents wouldn�t reprimand us for our activities, but neither did they want it in their face.
Adrienne was also a regular bed partner. But like the last semester at school, we didn�t have sex every day. She actually spent most of her time visiting old friends like Candy, Heather, and Lynne, and only came to me once or twice a week to scratch that deep itch inside her.
Even the twins resumed some of their pursuit of me. We had kissing sessions every now and again. A couple of times I woke up in the morning with a 14-year-old�s lips wrapped around my erection. Once, Brooke was in the bed with me; and when she woke up, she promptly leaned over and started giving the twins pointers.
And of course, Brandi and I developed our purely platonic relationship. We were still affectionate with hugs and even chaste pecks on the lips. But the sexual tension between us was gone, leaving just our mutual respect and loving support.
There was also one incident of note. The High Schoolers returned to classes before Brandi, Adrienne, and I did. While what happened didn�t allow me any purely personal satisfaction, I was still quite happy with the outcome.
It seemed that Brooke and some of her Senior acolytes had taken it upon themselves to blacklist Dexter Walker for what he�d done to Eden the previous month. Word was already buzzing around campus about the Junior�s attempted rape of a Freshman cheerleader. And more fuel was added to the fire when a second girl accused him as well.
Brooke then took things a step further by taking a page from Adrienne�s book and delivering the swift kick of vengeance to Dexter�s balls. She even wore pointy heels that first day of class for just the occasion. Dexter would be out of commission for a couple of weeks at least. Brooke got suspended two days for fighting. And I got to have threesomes with my little sister and Adrienne for those two days.
It was all good...
JANUARY 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Even though we�d just left our actual home some six hours earlier, it still felt like coming home as I pulled onto the cracked asphalt of the single-file driveway running next to the Berkeley house. I pulled up behind Dayna�s 3-year-old Impala and Dawn�s older Chevy and came to a stop, putting the car in park and turning off the engine. I then sagged back against the seat and exhaled, �I�ll never get used to that drive.�
�I offered to take over after lunch,� Adrienne rubbed my shoulder. �Besides, technically it�s still MY car.�
�Technically?� I arched an eyebrow at her.
�Well you certainly drive it more than I do,� she giggled. And then she popped open her door and folded down the seat, bending her 5�10� frame to crawl back and gently stir Brandi awake.
My big sister grimaced and grumbled but cracked open her eyes. �We�re here?� she asked.
�We�re here,� Adrienne confirmed. Then she backed out and circled around to the trunk.
I had already popped it open and was pulling out suitcases. Then grabbing the two heaviest ones (Adrienne�s and Brandi�s, of course), I trundled around to the front of the house and up the steps onto the porch.
The door opened before I got to it and Dayna stepped out, quickly hopping up to me and giving me a welcoming hug. �Hey, Ben.�
My hands were still on the suitcase handles so I didn�t hug her back. I replied a quick, �Hey, Dayna� and then she was already past me on her way to the girls.
I left Brandi�s suitcase at the base of the stairs and deposited Adrienne�s just outside her bedroom door. I was then about to head back out for more luggage when a shock of blonde hair caught my attention in the corner of my eye. Dawn was standing in the doorway to my bedroom.
For some reason, she looked at me with an expression of surprise, as if she didn�t recognize me. And rather than approach me immediately, she hung back in the doorway with that puzzled look, biting her lip nervously.
�Hey you,� I began slowly and turned to face her.
�Hey,� she replied hesitantly, her eyebrows furrowing.
�What�s wrong?�
She blinked a few times and then shook her head, all of a sudden clearing away that momentary awkwardness. She smiled and stepped forward, opening her arms to me. I moved forward as well and we came together in the hallway, arms wrapped tightly around each other in the firmest, fiercest hug imaginable. I didn�t know why, but I was squeezing her with almost all of my strength, and she accepted it hungrily and squeezed me back even harder.
�Gawd, I missed you,� Dawn sighed and pushed her nose into the crook of my neck.
�It�s only been four weeks.�
�I know. But it feels like it�s been forever. I felt like I didn�t even recognize you when you walked in.�
�Same old me.�
Dawn leaned back, her hands still on my shoulders, peering into my eyes. �No. There�s something a little different about you.�
If there was, I didn�t recognize it. �Maybe you need to get your eyes checked.�
Dawn giggled and moved back into my arms. We hugged fiercely again, and Dawn exhaled happily. �Mmm ... Welcome back, Ben.�
I sighed happily and smelled the familiar sweet scent of her hair. �It�s good to be back.�
* * *
It started off just like any other ordinary day. School had just started and we were getting into the daily grind of classes, homework, and studying. My social life seemed to pick up right where it had left off the previous semester. Dawn, Ryan, Gwen, Robin, Bert, and I would meet up at Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment in the afternoons to hang out. Adrienne would come by when she didn�t have a sorority event. And I got a few phone calls from Tri-Delts who wanted to know if I was looking for company.
Like I said, the Wednesday started off like an ordinary day. Dawn and I went to class. We even had Bert in our Macroeconomics course as well. And Professor Ice was teaching it again. At the end of the day we got together as a group for dinner. And then after dinner we launched into our homework for the night.
�Real GDP can be decomposed into four component parts,� I read from the text. �What are they?�
�Aggregate expenditures on consumption, investment, government, and net exports,� Dawn rattled off.
�Good. And the model that considers the relationship between these expenditures and current real national income is?�
Dawn had this one easily, responding, �Income-Expenditure.�
�Right. And Keynesian theory...�
�Kayn-zian, not Keen-zian,� Bert interrupted us from his spot on the couch. �You may be able to remember every damn thing you read, but that does shit for your pronunciation,� he drawled.
�Whatever. It�s spelled with an �e�.� I waved him off. �Besides, we�re not taking oral exams.�
�I�ve got your oral exam right here,� Gwen smirked at me, her eyebrows waggling.
I sighed and looked around. �Can we focus on finishing this first? Sex can wait until later.�
�Did BEN just say that?� Gwen sat up and looked over at Dawn. �You�re right. He IS different.�
I sighed and obviously ogled Gwen, who had stripped away her winter coat and was wearing just a skimpy tank-top inside the heated apartment. �I�ll still fuck you within an inch of your life if you�re interested ... AFTER I�m done with my homework.�
�I�m down for right now if you want,� Bert chirped to Gwen.
Robin reached out and smacked her boyfriend. �You�re such a slut.�
Bert just grinned at Gwen, making suggestive looks with his eyebrows before Robin sighed and smacked her boyfriend again. This time there was a little more heat in her attack. �I just KNEW that night would change all of us,� Robin complained bitterly. �Give a guy an inch of room and he�ll think you�ll let him fuck around whenever the hell he wants.�
�I�m just kidding, baby,� Bert rubbed Robin�s knee.
�No, you�re not,� Robin barked accusingly. �If Gwen offered to take you into the spare room thirty seconds ago you would have gone.�
Bert�s jaw dropped. �No, I wouldn�t!�
Robin glared at him witheringly.
�Well ... I ... I would have totally checked with you first.�
I winced for Bert, already knowing where this was going.
�Checked with me? Hah! So you WANT to fuck Gwen again, huh? One time wasn�t enough! So last night when we were together, were you fantasizing about her? Or maybe Dawn? Is that it?�
�Come ON, Robin! Gimme a break. I�m not fantasizing about anyone but you! It�s just that ... I...�
�What? What?� Robin pressed. �I�m not good enough for you anymore?�
�Oh, come ON! Like you haven�t had the stray thought about Ben or Ryan in the last month. I HEARD you mumbling Ben�s name in your sleep a week ago. What kind of a dream was THAT?�
�Even IF I did, it was a DREAM. I can�t help my subconscious. But you�re wide awake! And you pull this shit on me and we��
�I think we need to get out of here for a bit,� I leaned over and whispered to Dawn. She nodded and looked at Gwen. The three of us tried to pack up as quietly as possible, but it really didn�t matter since the fighting couple wasn�t paying any attention to us.
�It was YOUR idea to try swinging in the first place!� Bert complained.
�I was DRUNK! I didn�t mean it! And I don�t remember YOU saying anything about��
The three of us scooted out of the room, leaving an oblivious Bert and Robin to continue their fight. Only breathing a sigh of relief once the door was closed behind us.
�Head over to your place?� Gwen asked me.
I nodded and glanced at Dawn. �Better call Ryan so he doesn�t walk in on that.�
Dawn nodded and fished out her cell phone. But before she dialed, she looked at me and Gwen and asked, �Sure you two don�t want a little private time before Ryan and I show up there?�
I arched an eyebrow and glanced at Gwen. It wasn�t that I was against the idea of having sex with our pretty friend. but special occasions were one thing; a casual hookup like this just seemed...
�I don�t think so,� Gwen stated first before looking over at me. �I don�t want to make a habit of this. We�re friends ... maybe even special friends sometimes ... but let�s not complicate things by making anything even remotely regular.� Gwen jerked her thumb back to the door where we could still hear Robin and Bert yelling at each other. �The last thing I want is for our friendship to turn into that.�
I nodded. �Agreed.�
�So let�s just get to your place and finish our work,� Gwen said. �Listening to you two talking about Keenzian or Kaynzian or whatever will�definitely�put me out of the mood.�
* * *
Brandi�s and Dayna�s crew looked up as Gwen, Dawn, and I walked into the house. It was still the first week back at school and everyone said hello as we meandered in and scoped out space to put our books.
�What brings you guys here?� Angela Chan asked in curiosity.
�Coming to flirt with the older women?� Kerri Trainor added with suggestive eyebrow waggles.
I winked at Kerri. Gwen answered for us. �Bert and Robin are having some ... difficulties. We just wanted to give them space.�
�Ahh,� Dayna nodded knowingly. She�d been around for several of Bert and Robin�s famously LOOONG fights when they would hole themselves up in Dawn�s or my bedroom last year when my crew still hung around the house.
�Pull up a chair,� Erica Jackson offered by the dining table.
�You can sit in my lap,� Monique St. Claire told me with a giggle.
I smiled. It was good to be home.
So Dawn, Gwen, and I sat at the dining table and spread out our books. Julie Carpenter decided she was done with her studying and left the dining table to give us a third seat, moving over to the couch to join some of the others watching TV. And the room quieted down as the piano opening to Phantom Planet�s �California� sounded off, and I looked up to see the opening credits of �The OC� on FOX.
I rolled my eyes. I�d LIVED in Orange County and no one ever actually called it �The�OC�. It was just �OC� or �Orange County�. The credits finished and the show went to commercial, and I decided to go ahead and comment to that effect. �The real thing is NOTHING like the show.�
�What?� Angela turned around and smirked at me. �You didn�t spend all your high school days sunning on the beach chasing amazingly hot girls? Or getting into random fistfights? Or riding around in expensive cars?�
I blinked. Actually... �Well, uh...� I muttered, thinking of Adrienne and Candy and fighting with Drew and... �It�s not that crazy every WEEK,� I finished lamely.
The girls giggled and Erica complained, �We all know it�s just a Hollywoodized version of the real thing. There�re no black people on the show.�
I shrugged. �There aren�t any black people in Newport Beach, either.�
�You can�t be serious,� Erica shot back.
�Well, not ZERO black people,� I admitted. �But there was a census. Newport Beach is only 0.5% black, and it�s 92% white. So the TV show isn�t that far off.�
Erica, who grew up in Oakland, just looked at me like I came from Crazyworld.
I blushed and offered, �Well, my hometown is 30% Asian...�
Julie interrupted everybody by declaring, �Shh. It�s back. Ooh, I HATE that Oliver...�
I shook my head and went back to my studies. We were used to studying while others were watching TV or playing video games, and Dawn and I quickly got back into rhythm. But twenty minutes later, the doorbell rang.
About half of us picked our heads up and looked around. Dawn got up and said, �Must be Ryan.�
Gwen and I nodded and Dawn left. But a minute later, she came back and said in a quiet voice. �Ben, I think you�d better come here.�
Furrowing my eyebrows, I looked questioningly at my best friend. I couldn�t read anything in her expression other than that she was gravely serious, and I got up and headed out. Everyone else was occupied in their own studies or with the TV show.
It wasn�t Ryan at the door. The person there was about a foot shorter, female, and had dark auburn hair. �Paige?� I exclaimed in surprise as I came down the hallway.
It was only when I got to the doorway that I realized she had rows and rows of tears rolling down her cheeks, along with what seemed to be the remains of a black eye, days old. Her arms were crossed over her own waist and she was shivering, even though she wore a heavy coat and it wasn�t really that cold outside. I knew instantly that something was very, very wrong. �Paige, what happened?�
�B-Ben ... Uh, can I come in?� she asked hesitantly. There was no trace of the bravado she�d displayed before me the last few times we�d seen each other. Gone was the rebellious, self-destructive, bitchy tramp of last semester. In her place was a little girl frightened out of her wits.
�Of course, of course,� I held my arm out to her and she came in. She shivered again when I wrapped my arm around her, shrinking away from me. But when I pulled back, afraid I�d upset her, she immediately lunged into my body and wrapped her arms around me. And there, she started sobbing big heaving cries of despair while shuddering uncontrollably.
I looked up at Dawn, who just stared wide-eyed at us and shrugged helplessly. I tilted my head, indicating that we should go to my room. And then Dawn led the way as I half-carried Paige there.
Once inside, Dawn closed the door as I sat Paige on the bed. Dawn went to sit beside her while I squatted in front of Paige and asked again, �Paige, what happened?�
The petite redhead bit her lip and looked away from me, still crying and shuddering. She wrung her hands together and looked ready to run ... somewhere ... anywhere ... But I let my hands rest on her knees and Dawn rubbed her back until she finally looked up at me with dull blue eyes and said, �I�m sorry. I didn�t know where else to go.�
�You�re always welcome here. I told you that before.�
She nodded and whimpered. �I didn�t know what else to do.�
�We�ll figure it out.�
�How? There�s no figuring THIS out!�
I was striving to be patient and project a sense of calm, but inside I was wondering what the heck was going on. I patted her knees and reassured her, �We�ll do our best.� Then I reached a hand up to her face and held her cheek, inspecting the black eye.
�Who gave this to you?�
�My boyfriend,� she whimpered. �Ex-boyfriend,� she clarified. �He was livid when he found out.�
�Found out what?�
Paige quivered and bit her lip again, looking down between us. Then after taking a deep breath, she flicked her eyes up to me and said, �I�m pregnant.�
* * *
I had a strange sense of d�j� vu. My eyes went wide. My hands felt clammy. But at least this time I didn�t pass out. In fact, I got a hold of myself pretty quickly. Maybe it was because I�d been through this once before. As soon as Paige had uttered the dreaded P-word, I�d had a flashback to Allie Sanders sobbing on the couch back after our Junior Year of High School.
Maybe it was because this time, I was absolutely certain the kid wasn�t mine.
So after a second, I slid my hands over Paige�s and separated them, squeezing reassuringly. �Okay. Tell me everything.�
Paige shivered and took a deep breath. And then she started unspooling her tale, haltingly and a little out of order. �I found out about a week ago, right when I got back to campus. My period was due right after New Year�s, actually. I�m almost always like clockwork. Every four weeks: boom, there it is. But I was late. I�m�never�late. But I couldn�t take a pregnancy test, not in parents� house. And I wasn�t sure how to sneak it around them. So I just had to wait ... and wait ... and wait ... I was scared as all hell, but I�had�to wait. And then literally like five minutes after they dropped me off at school, I walked down to the drugstore and bought a test.� She stopped and took a deep breath, looking ready to start crying again. �Somebody had knocked me up.�
I looked at Dawn for a moment, who just stared back at me with the same uncertainty I was feeling. I looked back to Paige. �You said �somebody�. Does that mean you don�t think it�s your ex-boyfriend?�
Paige shook her head in the negative. �That�s why he�s so pissed. I didn�t know what to do when I found out and he told me he loved me and so I thought I could tell him and he�d help me figure out what to do,� she rambled. Then she paused and pinched her lips nervously. �But the thing is: he never wanted to risk knocking me up, so he NEVER fucked my pussy. Not once. Not even when I told him it was my safe time. So he knew he didn�t knock me up. And he�didn�t�know I was fucking other guys. So when I told him I was pregnant, he just punched me, called me a whore, and then kicked me out.�
I sighed, holding my hand up to make Paige wait a second while I processed her rambling. �When was this?�
Paige sank. �Two days ago.�
I looked at her black eye. Two days seemed about right. I took a deep breath and then asked, �So who IS the father?�
Paige blanched and avoided my eyes. She mumbled something so soft that I couldn�t hear.
�I�m sorry,� I sighed. �Say again?�
She took a deep breath and looked at me plainly. And in a louder voice, she said, �I don�t know.�
�You don�t know?�
�There were ... a few guys...� She bit her lip again and looked down in shame. Dawn just rubbed her back.
I sighed and started doing the math in my head. If her period was due after New Year�s, then her previous period would have been at the beginning of December. That put her most fertile period right around Finals ... and the last party at the end of Finals. �The black guy you met at our party?� I ventured.
Paige exhaled and kept studying the floor. �Maybe. I went back and added them up myself. There were five guys all around that time. Two of them were black, so even if the baby turns out half-black I still won�t know.�
�Five?� I asked incredulously.
Paige whimpered, Dawn glared at me, and I bit my tongue.�I�d�certainly banged more than five girls around the same time, so I had no room to talk.
I took a deep breath and Paige started wringing her hands. �Ben, what do I do? I can�t face my parents like this! They�ll disown me. They�ll excommunicate me. They�ll�stone�me!�
�They won�t�stone�you,� I sighed, and then took another breath, realizing that I didn�t know how fundamental her parents were. �Will they?�
�I don�t know!� Paige whined.
Dawn glared at me again and I winced, ordering myself to get back on track. �Look, we�ll talk this over Paige,� I assured her. Then I held her hands tightly and looked her in the eyes. �Paige, you DO know what the most�practical�thing to do here is.�
�I won�t have an abortion,� she barked. �I�can�t. I�m Catholic!�
I winced. I wasn�t going to start arguing her religious beliefs again. But I had to admit that Allie Sanders getting an abortion had made a lot of potential headaches go away. Maybe I could still talk Paige into it?
�Okay, Red. Okay...� I stood up, stretching out my legs. Fortunately, I was used to spending a lot of my time in that position, usually while eating a girl out, so my legs didn�t hurt very much. I pulled Paige into my arms and hugged her reassuringly. �We�ll figure it out.�
* * *
Paige, Dawn, and I kept talking for another hour before the petite redhead literally fell asleep in my arms. We hadn�t made any headway in deciding what to do, but at least she had calmed down. She wasn�t expected to see her parents again until the end of the academic year in May, so we had some time. Of course, nothing we could do would hide a 6-month bump if she decided to keep the baby.
I gently laid Paige down in my bed and came back out with Dawn. In the hallway, we stood and talked quietly together. �Oh my god...� I sighed. I didn�t believe, but the exclamation seemed appropriate given the circumstances.
Dawn nodded and patted my shoulder. �You did the best you could. She�s calmed down and she seems to be sleeping okay.�
I nodded and squeezed Dawn�s hand. �Thanks for being in there with me.�
�Of course,� she nodded. �I told you I would be.�
I arched an eyebrow.
Dawn smiled. �Don�t you remember?�
I shook my head.
�It was right after Paige left with that guy at the End of the Year party. You tried to rape me, remember that?�
I winced and nodded. �Sorry.�
�You�ve already apologized enough. My point is that I promised I�d do whatever I could to help you with her. I still think on some level that she�s just a messed up girl who leeched off you and doesn�t deserve this kind of support from you. But...� She took a deep breath. �I know that she�s important to you. And what that girl is going through I wouldn�t wish on my worst enemy. I�m glad you�re around to help her when she needs you.�
I smiled and pulled her to me in a hug. �Thank you, Dawn. Thank you.�
Midway through the hug, I felt the presence of someone else behind us. Peering back, I saw Ryan who was staring at the two of us with his eyes mere slits. He glared at me and growled, �Would someone like to tell me what you two were doing inside that bedroom all this time?�
I sighed. And I�d thought this was going to be an ordinary day.
* * *
Ryan needed to peek inside and see that yes, Paige Jacobsen was indeed sleeping in my bed, before he relaxed over his paranoia that Dawn and I had been fucking the evening away. That started a mini-argument where Dawn complained about her boyfriend not trusting her after everything we�d already been through, especially given that Dawn had CALLED Ryan to come over to the house.
Fortunately, everyone else needed a lot less convincing. All of Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends had seen us escorting Paige past the living room and into my bedroom. And Adrienne just took my word at face value and invited me to spend the night with her. I gladly accepted and we made love one time before falling asleep in each other�s arms.
The next day, I escorted Paige back to her dorm room to get changed and freshened up. Paige promised me she�d be fine on her own getting around the rest of the day, and I then headed out to meet Dawn for our classes.
I didn�t see or hear from the petite redhead for the rest of the day. I assume she went through her usual routine, getting to classes and finding food. I�m not sure where she went afterwards, or whether she was still hanging out with whatever friends she�d made during the last semester. I inwardly hoped she wasn�t smoking weed; it certainly wouldn�t be good for the baby. But I did my best to remind myself that I�d done my part to help her out for a night and it was yet to be seen how much more she would want or need from me. Certainly, I thought I�d already done more for her than a typical ex-boyfriend would have done. And I hoped that a few more times visiting together and talking would eventually help Paige decide for herself how best to proceed.
Turned out she was looking for more than that. I got home from Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment to find Paige sitting in the living room, talking to Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends. There was a suitcase conspicuously propped up outside my bedroom door. And a half-guilty/half-pleading expression was on the little redhead�s face. She stood and walked over to me in the hallway, staring down at my feet and nervously shifting her weight from side to side. And in the quietest, most innocent voice, she asked, �Can I stay here with you for a while?� Then she looked up at me with big, puppy-dog eyes.
I was a goner. I already knew it. But it wasn�t just my house. I took a deep breath and stammered, �Uh, I don�t know. I mean, how long were you thinking?�
�Not long. Just until I get this figured out. But I really don�t want to be alone right now. I�need�to have people around me I know, people who might actually care about me.� She blushed and looked around. �I need to be around YOU.�
I picked my eyes up and looked into the living room. �It�s not entirely my call. Actually, the house is being leased by Dayna and Brandi and��
�Pssht,� Brandi waved me off. �It�s not like she wasn�t practically living here while you two were dating.�
�We�re not dating this time,� I pointed out.
�Same difference,� Brandi shrugged. �Long as she�s out of the way.�
�What, you�re gonna turn a pregnant girl out onto the streets?� Dayna arched an eyebrow at me.
I rolled my eyes. �Of course not. And going back to her own dorm room is not the same as being �turned out onto the streets�.� I sighed and looked straight at Paige. �It�s not that you aren�t welcome here; you are.�
�Just for a little while. Please don�t make me go out there on my own,� she whimpered.
I liked my friend and I wanted to support her, but I couldn�t spend EVERY night dealing with her pregnancy dramas. I had my own studies, my own life, and a lot of other girls I wanted in that bedroom besides her. Heck, Josephine Beart had already called, making comments about going for a trifecta tonight. �I can�t impose on Adrienne every night, for one thing,� I reasoned.
�If it�s about beds, I�ll sleep out here,� Paige replied.
I waved to Brandi and Dayna. The couches were public space and wouldn�t be as �out of the way� as they may have originally thought. But both older girls just shrugged.
�And I�ll make it up to you. I�ll cook. I�ll clean. I�ll pull my weight. Please?�
I sighed. Little warnings in Dawn�s voice about how Paige latched onto me before; �leeched�off me� as she put it. But I couldn�t think of any concrete reason not to let her hang around. Clearly, she was a lost, frightened girl, looking for something supportive and stable around her. I wanted to help, and this was one way I could do so.
�If it�s okay with everyone else, I don�t see why not.�
* * *
As much as I just wanted to open my heart and arms to Paige, I had to be practical about the situation. Paige went ahead and put her suitcase in my room and her toiletries into the bathroom, but she wasn�t given a drawer and she promised she wouldn�t try to take over my closet. This was a temporary thing and she could return to her dorm room to swap out supplies whenever she needed.
Also, there were limitations on access to my room. The simple fact was that I had a busy social life, and not all of my sexual activities were out at the girl�s place. Already this past week, Jocelyn Canilao and Kelly Park had visited the house to make up for the encounter we never had after the End of the Year party. I�d also learned to value my privacy after the last time Adrienne and Paige had shared a room with me at the end of our Freshman year. So pretty much the only times Paige was to be in my bedroom was when I invited her or if she just needed somewhere to change while I wasn�t occupying it.
Well, Paige broke this rule the very first night.
It was midnight when she bedded down for the evening, comfortably situated on the couch with plenty of blankets and a pillow she�d specifically brought from her own dorm room. I stayed with her and talked to her for a little while before giving her a chaste peck on the forehead and then retiring to my own room.
Twenty minutes later, I felt the inky blackness clouding over my vision as I drifted off to sleep. But just before I got there, I felt the mattress shift and then a warm body slide in beside me.
I turned in surprise, but not in panic, and looked over to see Paige cuddling up beside me. She realized I was awake and quickly wormed her way beneath my arm so that her head was pillowed on my chest, and she wrapped herself around me comfortingly. At least she was fully clothed in her pajamas.
�Paige, what are you doing?� I asked softly.
�Please, Ben? I just don�t want to feel alone right now.�
I sighed. �This wasn�t what we talked about.�
She looked at me with worry and pouted. �Please?�
�I�m just not comfortable with��
�Comfortable?� she cut me off. �You always feel more comfortable after you�ve gotten off. Would you like me to take care of that for you?�
�Paige, no!� I hissed. �It�s not about that. It�s just that we�re not together and we�re not going to get back together. And most people who aren�t together and aren�t getting together don�t�sleep�together.�
�We�re not most people,� she said quietly. �Please? Just one night. I don�t want to be alone right now. You�ll barely even know I�m here.�
�Paige...�
�Pleeeease?� Those big blue eyes flashed in the darkness.
I sighed, already defeated. �Okay.�
�You�ll barely even know I�m here,� she promised before swinging a leg over mine, pressing her entire body against my side, and generally doing her best to crawl inside my clothes.
Yeah, right.
* * *
I felt something tickle my balls; and with a start, I jerked awake.
�Mmph!� somebody groaned; and as I sat up, I realized I�d just shoved my dick an inch into a girl�s throat. She gagged, popping her head off and coughing while I groaned in annoyance and pulled her head back down. She recovered quickly and resumed rhythmically pumping my shaft in her hands and sucking on the mushroom head as if I�d never interrupted her.
My eyes fluttered for a brief second, giving me just enough time to see the dark-haired head bobbing up and down in my lap before my heavy eyelids closed themselves. It felt sooo good, and right in this moment, I would like nothing better than to bust my nut into this girl�s throat and go right back to sleep.
But then my brain caught up, and I idly wondered exactly WHO was giving me the wake-up blowjob. I couldn�t remember who I�d been with the night before. I remembered falling asleep between Jocelyn and Kelly, but I realized I was confusing last night with some previous night. I imagined it might be Adrienne, but she never would have gagged when my cockhead pushed into her throat; so it had to be someone less experienced with cocksucking. And just when I started to wrack my brain for other ideas, it hit me: PAIGE.
My eyes flew open and sure enough, there was the definite auburn red in her dark hair color. And when I picked my head up, the petite girl rolled her deep blue eyes up to me and smiled around my meat.
�Paige!� I complained.
She popped off and stroked me a few more times. �Morning!�
�What are you doing?�
She giggled naughtily and looked down at my prick. �Thought that was obvious.� Then she resumed sucking on the end of my knob.
�Paige, stop. We can�t do this.�
She pulled off again. �Why not? It�s not like we haven�t done this before.�
�That�s not the point. You shouldn�t be doing that,� I huffed, already out of breath.
�Why not? I want to and you don�t seem to mind.�
�I mind. Okay, my dick doesn�t mind. But I mind.�
�Why?�
Why? I didn�t know. I knew I should mind but her mouth felt sooo good right now I couldn�t think straight. She must have been working me for a while before I woke up because I was�this�close to orgasm and it was hard to think of anything else. The only thing filling my head was the pleasure Paige was giving me, and every fiber of my being screamed to let her finish me off. �I don�t know,� I finally whimpered. �I just know we shouldn�t be doing this.�
�But I just wanted to thank you for letting me stay here,� she pouted and took a long lick along the underside of my shaft from base to tip.
�Ohhh...� I groaned rapturously, closing my eyes. But just as quickly I opened them back up and looked sternly at her. �Thanks accepted. You�re welcome. Now please stop,� I whimpered.
�Nuh-uh. I�m almost finished. I can�feel�it.� She grinned and took me as far as she could, which wasn�t much more than halfway. But she sucked me like a vacuum and stroked what remained with her left hand, tickling my balls with her right just the way she knew I liked it. And uncontrollably I felt the sperm in my testicles come to a boil.
�Paige...� I whimpered pitifully. She ignored me and kept on going.
Ah,�hell.
One stroke, two strokes, three strokes. Paige went up and down with her hands caressing me so firmly, and I was done. �Arrghh!� I grunted and thrust my hips off the bed again. Only this time, she was prepared for it and didn�t choke, raising her head with me. And then the volleys of cum started ejecting into her sucking mouth.
�Mmm...� Paige hummed happily while I started feeding her my cream. Her throat contracted as she took each burst into her belly. Her eyes were fixed on mine, watching me watching her swallow every drop I gave her.
And when I was done, my head sagged back and sank into my pillow. I exhaled slowly, feeling the wonderful release of tension. Physically, I felt great. That had been a spectacular orgasm.
But a brand new tension started tightening my brain as I realized what we�d just done. So I sat up and started lecturing Paige on why she shouldn�t be doing that anymore: we were no longer dating, she had a lot of emotional issues to face, and it wasn�t appropriate for her to molest me in my sleep.
I wasn�t sure she was really listening.
* * *
Paige wasn�t the only girl vying for my attention that new year. The calendar had turned. The pledge period was over. And there were no more competitions left.
But a certain Tri-Delt still had some unfinished business with me.
�Hi, Ben.� I�d been walking out of the Bongo Burger with my friends when the melodic voice caught my attention. I looked over and came to a stop when I saw Cadence Carmichael standing off to the side wearing black slacks and a sleek black top with flared sleeves that ended just past her elbows. Her pale skin and strawberry-blonde hair stood out in stark contrast to the outfit, and she was radiantly beautiful as she smiled at me. �Can I talk to you for a minute?�
I looked at Dawn, Gwen, Bert, and Robin. My friends shrugged and Dawn and I exchanged curious looks. Dawn read my mind and then spoke up, saying, �C�mon Bert. We�ll meet Ben at class.� She hooked her arm through his and they headed off. Robin and Gwen then nodded to me and went in another direction toward their own classes, leaving me alone with the tall, beautiful Tri-Delt.
�Hey, Cadence. What�s up?�
She looked nervous for half a second before tilting her head, brushing her bangs back from her face, and smiling at me. She stood poised and stared intently at me with those angular green eyes while stating, �I was wondering if you�re doing anything Friday night.�
I arched an eyebrow and looked curiously at her. In her low heels, we were at the same height, and I stared right back at her as I asked, �Are you asking me out on a date?�
She blushed and looked down for a moment before flicking her gaze back to me. She canted her head and then smiled confidently. �I am.�
I blinked in some surprise, and she took a deep breath and continued. �No more games, Ben. No more sorority tasks or pledge points or competitions or crap like that. I�m not asking you out because I want to win something or beat somebody. I like you. I�ve always liked you. I think that�s why I could never just throw myself at you while you still had the pledge bounty on you. I didn�t want to just get laid. I can do that anytime I want, and I know you can, too. You intrigue me. And I think I intrigue you.�
I stepped a little closer and looked intently into Cadence�s eyes. She stared right back and as we held our gazes, I saw a little smile creeping into the corners of her eyes. She knew she had me. �Where do you want to go?� I asked.
�I�ll leave that to you.�
�You�asked�me�out on a date.�
Cadence smirked, looking down and shaking her head. �Y�know, I�ve�never�done that before. That was my very first time asking a guy out on a date, and I really don�t know what else to do.�
I arched an eyebrow but Cadence just beamed at me. She took a step forward, bringing her right up into my face. And with a challenging raised eyebrow of her own, she stated, �You�re the guy. It�s up to you to plan something that�ll impress�me.�
I grinned. No more pledge games, but Cadence still wanted to play her boy-girl games. She didn�t want me to just accept her pursuit. She wanted ME to pursue HER. �Fine,� I nodded. �Friday night. I�ll pick you up from your dorm room at eight o�clock.�
She smiled and turned, already walking away. But two steps along, she coyly glanced back at me over her shoulder. �See you then.�
* * *
�What do you want for dinner tonight?� Paige said brightly when I walked through the door. �It�s a Friday and I�ll make you anything you want!�
I sighed and shook my head, unshouldering my pack and heading for my bedroom. �Nothing, Paige.�
�Aww, I�m serious. I want to do this for you. How about lasagna? I KNOW you always loved my lasagna.�
My stomach growled at me. One part about being so sheltered growing up was that Paige had spent a lot of time learning to be a good housewife. Already the house was cleaner than at any time since the�last�time Paige was spending most of her nights here. And I remembered quite fondly how good her lasagna could taste. �Ohhh,� I groaned at the thought of missing Paige�s cooking. �I can�t. I�m going out tonight.�
�Out? Where?� she followed me into my bedroom and just watched me kicking off my shoes and pulling crap out of my pockets.
�I�ve got a date.�
�A date? With whom?� she pouted. I headed back out of the room and into the bathroom.
She followed me in there as well.
�With a girl. Now Paige, I gotta pee.�
�So? Nothing I haven�t seen before.� She planted her fists against her hips and frowned at me.
I looked at her expectantly and even made a shooing motion. She reminded me of one of those damn bees that followed you around wherever you went. You tried to swat at it but it would just buzz around somewhere else before returning, convinced you were a flower that needed pollinating or something. And all the while you were just hoping you didn�t get stung.
Paige sighed and just turned to face away, folding her arms across her chest. It was clear she wasn�t going to leave. �Who?� she demanded with her back to me.
I sighed and relaxed my kegel muscles, letting the urine stream finally out of me to splash down into the toilet. �Cadence Carmichael,� I finally admitted mid-stream.
�Don�t know her.�
�She�s a Tri-Delt.�
�Figures. Haven�t you already had half of them?�
�I haven�t had�half�of them,� I sighed. �I haven�t even had a dozen of them.�
�We can work on that.�
�What?� I was so surprised by her response that I momentarily lost the stream before resuming.
Paige turned around while I was still peeing. She glanced at my cock and then lifted her gaze back up to my eyes. �If you want, I can help you work on that. Give us time and we�ll work through half of them in no time.�
I rolled my eyes and then refocused on peeing. �Paige, that�s not the point.�
�Then what IS the point?�
I sighed. �The point is that I have a date tonight and there�s no point in you making dinner for me since I�ll be eating dinner out. So if you�re hell-bent on making food, why don�t you go ask Adrienne what she wants?�
�Adrienne�s out. Modeling thing. She had to skip class today.�
�Oh, right. Dayna and Brandi then.�
�It�s a Friday. Dayna�s with Kevin. And Brandi isn�t home.�
I sighed. �Then make food for yourself. Or go back to your own dorm room!�
�Are you kicking me out?� she whined.
I sighed and jiggled my limp penis wearily, shaking out the last few drops. �No. Of course not.� I wiped up then tucked myself away, moving to go wash my hands. Despite myself, having a pretty girl like Paige staring at my cock was starting to make it rise.
�Don�t you have�anywhere�you can go tonight? Maybe visit with Gwen?�
Paige shook her head. �Gwen�s got a date, too. Same with Ryan and Dawn, and Bert and Robin. I�m all alone...�
I sighed and went into my bedroom, looking through my closet for something to wear. I�d need something suitable for cold weather without being bulky.
Of course, Paige followed me in and then flopped onto my bed. �She pretty?�
�What?�
�Cadence, right? Is she pretty?�
�Of course.�
�She got big boobs?�
I sighed and pictured the gorgeous strawberry-blonde freshman Tri-Delt. �You know me.�
�You should wear the black and blue sweater. You always looked so hot in it.�
�Thank you, Paige.� I deliberately reached for the green zip-up, thinking it would go better with Cadence�s eyes.
If Paige disapproved of the green sweater, she didn�t comment. Instead, she asked, �Would you like me to take care of that before you go?�
�What?� I turned around to find her pointing at my crotch, which had slightly bulged outward after first Paige staring at it and then the stray thought about Cadence�s boobs.
�You know what they say about taking a loaded gun on a date,� Paige chirped. �I�d be happy to take care of it for you.�
�What? No!�
�It looks like it wants to.� The damn thing HAD grown bigger at the idea of Paige sucking me to an orgasm before my date.
�Paige,� I growled threateningly.
�Oh, poo.�
�Now will you please leave me alone to get changed?�
�Why?� She leaned back and propped herself up, clearly content to watch me start stripping off my clothing.
Stupid bees.
* * *
�I can�t believe you took me ice skating,� Cadence complained, but with a smile on her face. �I feel like such a klutz!�
Right as she said this, the tall, leggy girl�s right foot slipped out and she started to go down. But I held onto her hand with my other on her waist, stabilizing her just long enough to regain her balance. In the end, she overcompensated by leaning into me and wound up collapsing against my chest, now with both of my arms around her waist. �I�ve got you,� I said warmly.
She blinked and looked into my eyes, a little smile on her face. �Is this what I had to do to fall into your arms? Literally, I had to FALL into your arms?�
I chuckled and helped her up, letting her re-set her skates before relaxing my arms. Then taking her hand, I gently led us to skate over to the ice rink�s exit, where we clomped out onto the carpet. �You could�ve fallen into my arms anytime you wanted to push the issue.�
�Not true,� she frowned as we found a bench and sat down, sighing with relief at no longer having to balance herself on the unfamiliar ice skates. �You wouldn�t have let me get that far; not as long as I was a pledge. Face it: you were having more fun getting all the girls to flirt with you than to actually let one of us land you.�
I smiled and thought back to the previous semester. �True,� I admitted. �I was having fun with it. But I would have given up the game earlier if�you�d�come onto me as strongly as some of the others.�
�Yeah, right.� She rolled her eyes. �Now you�re just trying to butter me up so you can get into my panties.�
I shook my head. �I�m serious. Ask Dawn. I told her you were at the top of my �To Do� list.�
Cadence rolled her eyes. �Yeah, well if you were really that interested in me, you wouldn�t have given the points to Jocelyn, Andie, and Tonya,� she said a little bitterly.
I blinked and leaned back. �Hurt you a bit?�
Cadence looked away from me. �What? A guy I had a crush on decided to sleep with three other pledges instead of me? Why would I be hurt?�
I read the sarcasm in her voice and put my hand over hers. �Then why are you here with me now?� I asked sincerely. �Why go out with a guy who has clearly proven himself to be quite the slut?�
Cadence bit her lip and kept her gaze averted for what seemed like a full minute. She sighed and then squeezed my hand back. �Because I wanted to see if things would be different once the game was over.�
I arched an eyebrow as she turned to look at me. �What do you mean?�
�The game was just about getting laid. Even you said it was about a �To Do� list. I don�t just want to be �done� and then abandoned. A lot of the sisters would be fine with that.� She snorted. �Hell, from what I hear, a lot of the sisters HAVE been fine with that. You got your pussy; they got their Big Ben Experience. Everybody�s happy.�
�Except you. You never got your Big Ben Experience.�
�I don�t want just a Big Ben Experience.�
�And what DO you want?�
She leaned in and put her hand on my chest. �I want�you.�
We stayed there, just looking into each other�s eyes for a little while. She looked so sweet and so seductive at the same time, and I felt a powerful urge to kiss her lips right then and there. From the way she kept glancing down at my mouth and puckering slightly, I got the impression she wanted me to.
But I didn�t. I wasn�t sure of my motives in this case. If I kissed Cadence, I�d want to fuck her. Hell, I�d wanted to fuck her since I saw her in the butterfly costume at the Tri-Delt Halloween party. But right now, listening to the heartfelt tone in her voice, I found that I didn�t want to fuck her anymore...
I found that I just might want to make love to her...
But was I ready for that?
When Cadence had first approached me outside Bongo Burger asking for a date, I�d assumed she was finally following through on the flirtations we�d made last semester. I remembered vividly how she�d danced with me at the End of the Year party, promising to be my Barbie Girl. And tonight I�d assumed she�d want to hang out for a little bit, flirting and being coy before retiring someplace to fuck each other�s brains out.
But I�d assumed wrong. This wasn�t a hookup like things had been between me and Jocelyn or Bridget or any other Tri-Delt I�d been with. And if Cadence wasn�t just looking for a booty call, if she was really looking for something more, then I couldn�t just act like I had with all of the others. Now, knowing what she wanted from me, if I slept with her I�d be leading her to believe that I might reciprocate those feelings. And I wasn�t sure I could do that.
We stared longingly into each other�s eyes for a long time. Instead of the tempting seductress, I saw a sweet young girl staring back at me in adoration. And I suddenly felt guilty for some reason, like I was taking advantage of an innocent with a crush that made her very susceptible to a predator like me. With a suddenly dry throat, I rasped, �Why me? I�m just a playboy, banging every hot chick I can find. Why do you want me?�
She smiled enigmatically. �I don�t know that I want you yet. That�s why I asked for a date. I know I�m drawn to you for some reason I don�t quite understand. And I want to find out if you can be the kind of guy that will make me happy.�
I wasn�t sure what to say. Cadence just smiled and then stood up, suddenly confident and poised despite the unfamiliar ice skates. She started tugging on my hand. �Come on. I want another shot at this skating thing. And if I fall, at least I already know you�ll catch me.�
* * *
�Thanks for tonight. I had a great time.� Cadence turned and as she did so, stepped right up into my personal space. Back in her shoes instead of ice skates, her eyes were right about at my level as she stared rather seductively at me with those bedroom eyes.
�I had a great time, too,� I replied, my tongue feeling thick. For once, I wasn�t exactly sure what to do. We were standing in the hallway outside the freshman girl�s dorm room, and for the first time in a long time, I didn�t know whether or not I would be going inside with her.
I�d been getting mixed signals all night on that point. Half the time, she seemed to pure and virginal and innocent, coyly smiling at me but not touching me any more than she had to. The other half of the time, she was a sensual vixen, with a fire in her eyes like she was fantasizing about jumping me. Right now, Cadence just looked at me rather expectantly, with a world of desire in her eyes, but I didn�t know if it was actually an invitation. So rather than make a decision one way or the other, I decided to go with a more standard date activity. I let my hands gently come up to her cheeks as I tilted my head. And I closed my eyes as I moved in for the kiss I knew the both of us wanted.
Cadence tasted ... minty. And it wasn�t from a breath mint, although she may have popped one at some point earlier. There was a natural flavor to her lips that filled my senses and sparkled in my brain as we kissed for the first time. And I let myself be swept away by the simple passion of kissing a girl without feeling like it was a prelude to sex.
When we broke, Cadence looked at me a little expectantly again. There was obvious desire in her eyes and I knew I lusted for her as well. But again, I wasn�t sure I wanted to act on my lust. In a way, I didn�t know how. Every girl I�d been with in recent memory, with the singular exception of Leighton�s unique situation, had initiated the sexual contact. I was waiting for an irrefutable invitation from Cadence, and I realized that I wasn�t going to get it.
And that�s why Cadence and I never hooked up the previous semester. I kept waiting for her to push me so hard that I caved and slept with her. She kept waiting for me to show that I really wanted�her. One of us had to make the first move, and neither of us ever did.
I wasn�t ready to do so now, either. Yeah, I had wanted to fuck her for months now. Yeah, I had gone into this date expecting to finally do the deed. And if I asked her to sleep with me right now, I knew unequivocally that she would. But now that I was here, I realized I couldn�t push things in that direction. She wanted ME, not the Big Ben Experience. And I didn�t know if I was ready to give it to her. She didn�t want a hookup; she wanted a potential boyfriend. And I didn�t know if I was ready for a relationship like that.
�I�ll see you later, okay?� I said softly.
There was a disappointment in her eyes, but she nodded her understanding. She leaned in and pecked me quickly, giving me a fleeting minty taste once again. And then before I could really react, she flitted away and through the door, giving me a Cheshire smile just before closing it in my face.
Once again, she�d left me craving more.
I still wasn�t sure if I had any feelings for Cadence besides an appreciation for her physical beauty and a desperate desire to fuck her. But now I knew that I was intrigued by her. I was still horny, but I was intrigued.
The horniness didn�t go away by the time I returned home. Like I said, I�d been expecting to get laid that night and I�d deliberately avoided getting off with any of my potential bedmates throughout the day in the interest of saving things up for Cadence. And so I was still rock hard when I walked into my bedroom just after midnight.
I had already kicked off my shoes and started stripping out of my clothes when I realized my bed wasn�t empty. This time, I hadn�t made so much noise that the girl in my bed woke up. And I cautiously approached to confirm my suspicions as to her identity.
Yep, it was Paige. I felt a momentary flash of annoyance. This was MY bed, and we had a rule that she wouldn�t sleep here. Of course, she�d broken that rule more than half the time since she�d arrived, although she HAD managed not to molest me in my sleep anymore.
But the annoyance passed as I looked on her sweet face. She really was a very pretty girl, with a cute innocence that belied the traumas she was currently going through. Now, in sleep and in my bed, she seemed at peace, as if her problems had gone away.
And the more I looked at her sleeping, the more I remembered the way she�d looked when we were dating. Paige would spend almost every night in my bed back then, and many of those nights included some really naughty, really aggressive sex. I had more than a few memories of pinning the petite girl to the mattress with my cock sawing in and out of her tight asshole while she screamed sacrilegious curses at the top of her lungs.
It was those memories that made the erection in my shorts even worse. I had planned on getting laid tonight, but it wasn�t right for me and Cadence to be doing that just yet. That didn�t mean I wasn�t still horny, and as I looked at Paige�s slumbering body, I was very tempted to wake her up by sliding my lubricated dick up her ass. From the way she�d been acting ever since she got here, I got the distinct impression she would welcome the attention by reaching back to spread her own buttcheeks for easier access.
But I couldn�t do it. I turned away and headed outside to face my second temptation. Adrienne had taken the Mustang into San Francisco that day for her modeling gig, leaving me to borrow Dayna�s Impala for my date with Cadence. When I�d returned home, the Mustang was already in the driveway, confirming to me that Adrienne was already home. And unlike Paige, we had an active sexual relationship that had frequently included pure relief sex for one or the other, in situations just like this.
But I couldn�t to that, either. I knew Adrienne was tired and had been complaining about not getting enough sleep recently. She was juggling schoolwork, sorority commitments, and her burgeoning modeling career, and it was all taking its toll on her. I couldn�t take away her precious sleep time just to get myself off.
So I ended up in the bathroom, taking a shower to end my night while dispiritedly masturbating. I was feeling so dejected, I actually couldn�t make myself cum in a reasonable amount of time while shampooing my hair and washing off my body.
But I remembered that I�d stashed a lingerie catalog in the bathroom cabinet. So after getting out and drying off, I flipped through the Christmas-themed catalog until I found my favorite spread, that of Adrienne herself in a lacey red and green number that did wonders to enhance her massive tits and show off her shapely curves. With the catalog open on the sink, it only took another minute before I was spurting little white ribbons into the toilet. I didn�t feel very relieved, but my cock deflated. And I staggered back into my bedroom to put on my pajamas.
Then at last, I crawled into bed to find that Paige�s body had already warmed the covers. Shifting forward, I spooned myself around her smaller body while she sighed contentedly in her sleep. And smelling the sweet scent of my petite redhead�s shampoo, I put my head down onto the pillow and drifted away to sleep.
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�Paige, you can�t keep just showing up in my bed. Especially when I�m out on a date!�
�It was a Tuesday!� she complained. �How was I supposed to know you were out on a date? I thought you were just studying late at Dawn�s place.�
�Doesn�t matter. Any night I�m out I could potentially bring a girl home.�
�But you haven�t�been�with any girls but Adrienne since you started going out with Cadence,� Paige huffed. �Well, except for those two times with Adrienne AND Monique. But all the other Tri-Delts backed off since you and Cadence started your ... thing. And you�ve certainly never brought HER home.�
�That might change. The sex thing is a little ... delicate. And do you realize how fucked up things could be if we walked in to find YOU in my bed?�
�But I LIKE sleeping in your bed!� Paige whined. �I never sleep very well on the couch. It�s kinda lumpy and it�s so empty in that big, cavernous room. It�s so�lonely. And I feel so safe and warm when I can spoon up to you!�
I sighed and rubbed my forehead while doing my best to concentrate on the road. �If the couch is uncomfortable, why don�t you just go home to your own bed?�
I wished I hadn�t said it the instant the words left my mouth. We both knew very well that she didn�t want to go home to her own bed, all alone, still wondering what the hell to do about the fetus growing inside her without anyone for support around her. She�d asked me to stop telling her to leave unless I really intended to kick her out, complaining that it was a really hurtful thing for me to say. And now that I�d just said so, Paige�s eyes welled up with tears.
�I�m sorry, Red,� I said apologetically. �I�m just a little cranky.�
�You�re cranky because you�re not getting laid enough. Adrienne�s been so busy lately and the Tri-Delts are all being respectful of their sister claiming you and Kerri found a new boyfriend and��
�I get it!� I interrupted her. �I get it.�
�You know you don�t have to be so bottled up,� she looked over at me. Her eyelashes batted enticingly as she said seductively, �You know I�d be happy to��
�Paige...� I sighed, interrupting her again.
The seductive tone vanished. �Well�I�m�horny, too!� she whined.
�So go find yourself another boyfriend.�
�I don�t WANT another boyfriend. Look at what screwing around got me,� she pointed at her belly. �We�re freaking going to my doctor right NOW to talk about what screwing around got me.�
�Then why do you want to screw around with me so bad?�
�Because you�re Ben! You�re safe. And you love me; I know you do. Otherwise why would you be going to all this trouble?�
I sighed, �Paige...�
�Besides, it�s not like you can knock me up.�
�Paige...�
�I know, I know.��We�re not that way anymore�.�And you don�t have those feelings for me anymore,� she pouted. �All I�m saying is that if you�re horny, and I�m horny, then why can�t we just make each other happy?�
I was tempted. Her argument made a lot of sense to me, especially in my cum-filled state. But... �I couldn�t do that to Cadence.�
�Do what? So you�ve been on a couple of dates.�
�Five. In less than three weeks. We�re �dating�.�
�But you�re NOT having sex with her. What does that say about your level of commitment? Besides, it�s not like she had a problem with you screwing a dozen of her sorority sisters before.�
I just shook my head and went silent. Paige waited me out, staring at me hopefully. And eventually we pulled up outside the OB/GYN office, parked, and I shut off the engine.
�I�m sorry,� Paige said quietly. �I know I shouldn�t push you. You�ve been sooo patient with me, with everything. I know I�m an annoying pest sometimes...�
�A bee...� I said off-hand.
�... And I�ve been such a nuisance lately.�
�You�re not a nuisance. The house hasn�t been this clean in a year.�
�It�s just if there�s anything I can do to make you happy, I want to. You know?�
�I know,� I sighed and then looked over at the scared little girl. Exhaling, I reached over and covered her hand with my own, squeezing her fingers. I smiled sincerely and repeated, �I know.�
She smiled back. �Thanks for driving me.�
I pulled on the handle and opened my door. �Come on. Let�s go.�
* * *
�Any family history of diabetes?� Dr. Leslie Huo asked, holding up a clipboard.
�No,� Paige shook her head.
�Any family history of cardiovascular problems: high blood pressure, heart disease, cholesterol?�
�Uh, I think my Dad has high blood pressure and high cholesterol.�
�Okay.� The doctor scribbled. �Any eye disorders: blindness, cataracts, glaucoma?�
�I don�t think so.�
This continued on for several minutes. The longer it went, the tighter Paige squeezed my hand. And when the doctor was finally done, Paige asked nervously, �Does this mean my baby is going to have problems?�
�Most likely not,� Dr. Huo said reassuringly. �It�s just good to know what family histories there are if complications do arise.�
�Oh, okay.�
�Now,� Dr. Huo looked over at me. �Since you�re here, may I ask about your family history?�
I blinked in surprise and sat up straighter. �Me? Uh, why?�
Dr. Huo looked at me sagely. �Well, the father has just as much of an influence on any inherited issues for the fetus.�
I blinked again, but Paige beat me to the punch. �Uh, he�s not the father.�
�Oh.�
�Uh,� Paige hung her head. �I�m not exactly sure who is. And Ben is just a friend.�
The doctor winced, trying to delicately reply, �I see.�
Paige squeezed my hand tightly again, feeling ashamed. But Dr. Huo said gently, �That�s fine. Many of our pregnancies, we never get the father�s family history. The father doesn�t usually come to these visits. So you�re lucky to have a good friend here with you.�
�I know.� Paige managed a little smile and she glanced up at me. The happiness and gratitude on her face made it all worthwhile to be here.
�Now,� Dr. Huo continued. �We need to talk about drug and alcohol use.�
Paige looked ready to start crying again.
* * *
�So you DID notice me at the Halloween party?� I arched an eyebrow.
�Absolutely,� Cadence smiled. We were sitting in Dayna�s Impala again, the front bench seat much better for this sort of thing than Adrienne�s Mustang with the big center console separating the two bucket seats. I�d parked up by the Lawrence Labs, and we had a very nice view of the city lit up beneath us. �If it wasn�t for the pledge task Leighton handed out, I would have been all over you.�
�If it WASN�T for the pledge task?�
Cadence nodded. �I wanted to get to know you just because I thought you were sooo attractive. And don�t think I didn�t feel your eyes on me every time I walked by. I must have done a couple of laps just to see if you would stare at me again.�
�I�loved�that butterfly costume,� I sighed. �But then why didn�t you come after me?�
�Why didn�t you come after�me?� she shot back with a little smile. And then she turned serious. �I don�t play games like that. I knew a bunch of girls would be zeroing in on you because of the pledge task and I didn�t want to get in the middle of that. Not worth my effort. So I just did my thing, flirting around and not really settling down with anyone.�
�Is that why you never really came onto me for the rest of the semester?�
She nodded. �I�m not into the competition thing.�
I arched an eyebrow. �You have to be a�little�competitive. Bridget said you were in first place.�
�There are lots of ways of earning points,� she shrugged. �But I wasn�t going to fight with other girls for your attention. That�s why I split that one time after the gym when Jocelyn hedged in. You either wanted me or you didn�t. And I only want guys that want ME.�
�I want you.�
Cadence frowned. �Not enough back then. And not the way I wanted you.�
I sighed and thought back to my playboy past. �Why DO you want me?�
�You keep asking me that. Why do you want me?�
�I wanted you at first because you were the sexiest thing I�d seen in a long, long time. I�told�you I loved that butterfly costume.�
�Fine,� she blushed but looked proud of herself. �But why now?�
�I�m not entirely sure. You intrigue me. And you haven�t just fallen into bed with me.� I arched an eyebrow at her. �We�re on what, our sixth date? I don�t think I�ve ever been held out this long and I�ll admit you�re piquing my interest.�
�So the secret to your heart is to keep you out of my pants?� Cadence giggled. �Looks like you�ll NEVER get laid.�
�Awww...� I pouted. But I looked at her sternly and said, �There. I�ve told you a bit about why I want you. Now what was it about me that made me �sooo attractive� as you put it.�
�The Prince Charming costume.� Cadence sighed dreamily and sagged deeper into the crook of my shoulder while I wrapped my arm more tightly around her. �That�s when I first started crushing on you. I always wanted to be a Princess.�
�You�d look good in a tiara.�
�Oh, I do. You should see my Prom pictures.�
�Oh, really?�
�Yeah, I was pretty hot.� Her green eyes sizzled as she grinned at me. Then she dramatically gestured to herself. �Prom Queen.�
I gestured to myself. �Prom King.�
Her eyebrows went up. �Really?�
I nodded. �Although I wasn�t actually there for the ceremony itself. Neither of us were.�
�What do you mean?�
I blushed and looked away. �Uh, maybe I shouldn�t talk about that.�
�No, no. You�ve got me curious.�
I half-sighed and half-smiled at the memory. �Adrienne and I were the Prom Queen and King. But, ah, we were up in a hotel room when they announced it.�
�In a hotel room?� Cadence raised her eyebrows suggestively.
I shrugged. �It was the night we got together, really.�
Cadence got the implication and she grinned. �So you both missed getting crowned?�
I nodded.
�Must�ve caused quite the stir.�
I blushed and shrugged. �Like I said. We weren�t there.�
Cadence was quiet, looking off into the distance and holding onto my arm around her torso. I left her to her thoughts for a minute, and when she spoke, I was surprised she was still on the same subject. �You said that was the night you and Adrienne got together. When did you two break up?�
I arched an eyebrow. �You really want me to talk about an ex-girlfriend? Thought that was against the rules.�
�I�m curious.�
I shrugged and said, �Uh, end of the first semester, last year.�
�But you�re still obviously close friends.�
I nodded.
�Are you still sleeping with her?�
My eyebrows popped up and I glanced down at the pretty girl pillowing her cheek against my shoulder. I didn�t answer right away.
�I�m serious,� she added. �I may not have been one of the girls boinking you all last semester, but I paid attention. You were getting laid by one of the Tri-Delts almost every day from Halloween to the end of the year, and most of those were with Adrienne as well. I know for a fact you were still sleeping with her then. And in the past few weeks, I know most of my sisters have stepped back out of respect for me, but I don�t know who else you�re seeing outside the sorority.�
�I�m not �seeing� anyone else,� I said a little defensively. �Just you.�
��Seeing� is the wrong word. I guess I�m wondering who you�re fucking,� Cadence clarified. �Because from everything I can tell, you�re a sexual creature used to getting laid on a very regular basis. And I�ve been holding out on you for a long time.�
�Why is that?�
Her eyes glittered. �Because I�m waiting for you to make a move. Now don�t change the subject.�
I sighed. �You want to know if I�m having sex with other girls?�
�Yes.�
I took a deep breath. And after steeling myself, I answered honestly, �Yes, I am.�
�Okay.� She turned and settled back into the crook of my shoulder, staring outwards.
I blinked, not quite understanding. �Okay? Just �okay�?�
�What? Were you expecting me to get upset and order you to keep it in your shorts?�
�Uh...�
�So you�re having sex. It�s not like you were monogamous with one girl before. And we�re not at that point of intimacy yet, Ben.�
�Are we heading there?�
Cadence turned to look up at me. Her sensual eyes smoldered, clearly inviting. �Like I said. I�m waiting for YOU to make your move.�
* * *
�So let me get this straight...� Dawn paused to take a sip of her coffee, her eyebrows scrunched up as she collected her thoughts. �Cadence is fine with you sleeping with other girls because you and her haven�t reached that point in your relationship.�
�Yeah.�
�And she says you two haven�t reached that point in your relationship because she�s waiting for you to make your move.�
�Yeah.�
�But you haven�t made your move because you�re not sure you�re ready for that kind of commitment.�
�Right.�
�Huh...� Dawn chewed on that. �Weird.�
�What?�
�It�s just ... I never thought you�d have been able to think that many jumps ahead when sex was presented to you.�
�Huh?�
Dawn smiled. �I love you, Ben, but higher brain functions were not your strong point when an opportunity for sex was in front of you.�
�Well, maybe I�m growing up.�
She smirked. �Maybe.�
�But am I overcomplicating things? I mean, I�think�she wants some kind of commitment from me before we sleep together. But I�m not sure. I just feel that if I DO sleep with her, then she�ll expect me to drop all the others because at that point, we will have reached her �point of intimacy�.�
�Is that a problem?� Dawn arched an eyebrow.
I sighed. �You know me and monogamy...�
My best friend nodded and put her hand over mine. �Then maybe you shouldn�t go through with this. If you can�t be yourself in a relationship, then you�re only setting up the both of you for failure and heartache.�
�But I LIKE her,� I whined. �What if I�can�be monogamous?�
�Do you really want to be? Could you really give up Adrienne if she needed you? Could you really resist all the other temptations?�
I winced and looked down at my coffee, untouched for the past ten minutes and getting cold. �I don�t know.�
Dawn looked pityingly at me and then said, �On the other hand, Cadence is perfectly aware that you�ve boinked a dozen or so different girls in the past few months. She knows you�re not the monogamy-type, and she�s still pursuing you anyways. So how do you know she�ll want you to be monogamous once you two get serious?�
�I guess I don�t. It�s just a feeling.� I shrugged. �Isn�t commitment and monogamy what most girls want?�
Dawn shrugged. �Most. But what was it that Adrienne told you? It takes a unique kind of girl to love you? Maybe Cadence is one of those unique ones who can handle�your�uniqueness.�
�It�s just that she just keeps talking about wanting me to want�her, which is why she won�t ever make the first move to initiate us.�
�But didn�t you say she asked�you�out on the date?�
�Well yeah, but then she made me plan it and everything.�
�So she�ll set you up for the opportunity, but she�ll expect you to actually take the initiating action. She�ll crack the door open for you, but you�ve got to walk through it. Make sense?� Dawn raised her eyebrows until I nodded my understanding.
Dawn then continued, �Logically, asking you to want�her�is just asking for you to be decisive and committed to her. That doesn�t necessarily mean she�s asking you to be monogamous.�
�But she said she doesn�t play well with others and I know she�s 100% hetero. I�m pretty positive there aren�t any threesomes in our future.�
Dawn shrugged. �Maybe no threesomes. But that doesn�t mean she won�t let you have other girls on the side.�
�But how will I know?�
Dawn smiled and squeezed my hand. �Only two ways to find out: either you sleep with her, then sleep with someone else, and see how she reacts...�
I grimaced at the thought of Cadence pissed off at me.
�... Or you TALK to her.�
FEBRUARY 14, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt her presence before me. As my senses came alive, the fingers of my left hand reflexively squeezed the nicely-formed breast I was currently palming. My left arm snaked beneath her pillow to hold her from the opposite side. My right hand firmed up over her hip, gently holding her in place while I reflexively ground my erection into her panty-covered ass.
Breathing deeply, I let my head roll forward to push my nose into her hair, smelling her sweet fragrance. And I exhaled softly as my body warmed up to make my erotic dreams into reality.
�Good morning, Ben,� Paige said sweetly as she realized I was awake.
My eyes popped open and I jerked my head, now waking up completely and realizing the situation I was in. My left hand released her breast and my right pulled off her hip as I rocked my hips away from her ass. �Sorry, sorry,� I muttered and suppressed a disappointed groan.
�I wasn�t complaining,� she said softly. Then she added, �Not like you haven�t done it before.�
I grimaced and rolled back. Paige wasn�t talking about when we were dating last year. She was referring to the past several nights where we�d frequently ended up spooned together in very intimate fashions. So far I�d managed to keep my hands outside of her clothing ... so far...
She turned and smiled at me, looking happier than I�d seen her since we�d been dating. It was as if for the moment, all was right in her world. No drug-withdrawals, no pregnancy, no fears at all. �Do you know what today is?�
I sighed and blinked one eye at a time, trying to get it to focus while stretching my arms to slowly wake up the rest of my body. It took a second, but I eventually got it. �It�s Saturday. It�s February, uh ... oh, it�s Valentine�s Day.�
�Yeah, and do you know what that means?� she said brightly.
I grimaced and checked the clock. �Yeah, it means I�ve got a big day with Cadence planned.� I sat up and turned off the edge of the bed, rolling my head around to loosen up my neck and shoulders. Then I stood up and looked back to the bed.
Paige looked small and hurt, clutching the blankets to her body and staring forlornly into space.
I sighed and sat back down on the bed, rubbing her back. �Look, I know this would have been our anniversary, Red. I didn�t forget. But things just aren�t like that anymore, okay?�
She turned to look at me, her lip quivering and her eyes dull and lifeless. �How do I make you love me again?�
Slowly shaking my head, I exhaled and then leaned over to grab her head. She let me pull her toward me so that I could peck her forehead. And then I pushed away and said, �We�re friends, okay? I�m here for you.�
Paige gave me a weak smile and nodded. Then she pulled her mouth to the side and shrugged. �Can I at least watch you get dressed?�
I snorted. �Like you haven�t every other morning.� And I turned to fish out my clothes.
* * *
�You know, this may be the most romantic thing a guy has ever done for me.� Cadence squeezed my hand as we walked up the steps.
�You�re not serious,� I replied, arching an eyebrow at her.
�Completely serious. I mean, I�ve told guys I love feeling like a Princess, so there�ve been flowers and nice views and even a carriage ride. But I never would have thought you�d bring me HERE on Valentine�s Day.�
I shrugged. �You said once you�d like to meet my friends sometime. This is me telling you I want you to be a part of my life, that I�m not just going to �do� you and then abandon you. This is me saying that you�re much more to me than just another pretty Tri-Delt.�
�I know.� She smiled sweetly and squeezed my hand again. �That�s why it�s so romantic.�
�Nervous?�
Cadence shook her head. �With you showing me how much you care? Not at all.�
We entered into the house and Adrienne was the first to greet us. My blonde bombshell of an adoptive sister hugged her sorority sister warmly and then pecked my cheek. Then she escorted us inside where the rest of my crew was waiting. Ryan was on the couch with Dawn cuddled up next to him. Gwen, Robin, and Paige were chatting. Bert was playing a video game he�d brought over.
I sighed in resignation at the sight of Bert on the game. His and Robin�s relationship had been fraying at the edges for the past couple of months, and it seemed that everyone could trace the problems back to that swingers party we�d had in December. Both had experienced sexual pleasure well beyond what they were used to, and their lack of ability to replicate the same highs by themselves had been the source of many a fight since then. And the way Bert was absorbed in the video game while Robin was at the furthest end of the living room from him did not bode well.
But now wasn�t the time to worry about them. With my arm around Cadence�s waist, I made the introductions. Dayna and Brandi had also come down to meet the new potential girlfriend for the first time. And Cadence quickly went into butterfly mode to enthusiastically talk with everyone.
For a few minutes, I just sat back and watched as things unfolded. Cadence had been something of a mystery personality to me from the very beginning. I hadn�t even known her name when she�d first caught my eye in that butterfly-bikini costume at the Halloween party. With her 5�11� height and regal bearing, I�d assumed she would be prissy and aloof, like she was above everyone else. The way she flitted from person to person, chatting with everyone but never settling down onto anyone at that party had seemed to confirm my assumption. I�d never gotten the chance to talk to her that night to find out any more.
Over the next couple of months, after Leighton had put her bounty on me, I�d seen Cadence several times, the both of us exchanging looks of longing and desire without having any serious conversations. She would cruise past me, flash me a look, and then continue on her way, leaving me yearning to find out more about her. I�d assumed she was just being coy or playing hard to get, a strategy to help her win the bounty. But now that I�d gotten to know her, I�d found that she wasn�t trying to win at all. She�d given me real looks of interest, but she�d deliberately tried not to engage in the active pursuit of me that the other pledges were conducting.
Only once had she declared her interest by approaching me after that basketball game and offering to wash my back. I still didn�t know if it was a serious offer or just a flirtatious comment she never intended to follow through on. In any case, Jocelyn Canilao had arrived with her more blatant pursuit and Cadence had backed away immediately, declaring that she didn�t �play well with others�. I�d assumed that meant she wasn�t into multiple-somes. Maybe she just didn�t want to deal with fighting over a guy.
And then there was the End of the Year party. Cadence had approached me directly, flirting quite obviously and playing on the Barbie Girl song to titillate my senses. It seemed we might actually get somewhere before I saw Paige with her black guy and immediately broke things off. I didn�t see much of Cadence after that, as she barely approached me for the rest of the night. Bridget had commented about how the girl had been staring at me from afar, but she didn�t actually make another move before I left. I can only believe it was because I always had some other girls orbiting around me after that.
Was it like Cadence had said? That it was up to me to show her that I wanted her? And that once I did, she would truly be mine? Or was she really like a butterfly, flitting from place to place enjoying what she could and flying away just as fast from adversity? And even if I committed myself to her, I could lose her again just as fast? I didn�t know.
But I wanted to find out.
* * *
�They�re really nice,� Cadence smiled as she rubbed my hand, which was resting on top of the gear shift knob while we drove to the restaurant. To beat the Valentine�s rush, I�d made a 4pm reservation.
�Glad you think so.�
�Your sister really grilled me, though.�
�Huh?�
�You didn�t notice?� Cadence glanced over at me. �Brandi�s pretty protective of you.�
I shrugged. �No, I hadn�t noticed.�
�You two are really close, aren�t you?�
I sighed. �Not so much anymore, actually.�
Cadence looked thoughtful. �But she still obviously cares about you.�
I smiled. �Yeah, I know.�
�Almost as much as Dawn does.�
�Hmm?�
�She�s your best friend, right? Every time I see you on campus you�re with her. How long have you two known each other?�
I smiled. �Since birth. I�m three months older, so all my toys went straight to her as soon as I grew out of them. We were inseparable until my family moved down south when I was ten. Been catching up ever since.�
Cadence nodded. �But what�s the deal with Paige? I get the impression she doesn�t like me very much.�
�Huh?�
�She didn�t say much to me, just kind of gave me the evil eye.�
�Really?� I chuckled, momentarily imagining little Paige coming up with some sort of Catholic curse to put on Cadence, if Catholics had curses like that. Maybe I was thinking Voodoo.
�So were you and her ever ... together?�
�Paige? Yeah, actually. We dated for about a semester last year.�
Cadence�s eyebrows went up. �Last year? Weren�t you with Adrienne all of last year?�
I smiled and arched an eyebrow at the pretty blonde in the passenger seat. �It�s complicated.�
She looked at me for a few seconds, clearly in thought. I glanced at her once before focusing on the road ahead. Then I glanced back again and found she was still sort of staring at me strangely.
Eventually, she said quietly, �I get the impression that a lot of your relationships with the girls around you are ... complicated.�
I blinked and stared straight ahead. It took me a few seconds to answer, �Yes, they are.�
�Do I want to know how complicated?�
I thought about that a moment before replying, �I�ll answer any question honestly.�
Cadence went silent again. I got the distinct impression this was one of those adversity moments for her, when she decided whether she really wanted to face something she might rather not deal with. We had only been dating for a few weeks, and never progressed to physical intimacy. We could still back away from any relationship without getting seriously hurt. And if there was anything she wanted to know about my sordid past and my less-than-solitary nature, she deserved to know it before we got too far.
But in the end, Cadence just sighed and said, �Okay.�
We�d arrived at the restaurant.
* * *
�Thanks for tonight. I had a great time.� Cadence turned and as she did so, stepped right up into my personal space. With her high heels, she was actually a little taller than me. And her green eyes were positively electric as she stared seductively at me.
�I had a great time, too,� I replied, feeling the surge of adrenaline inside me. I knew what I wanted to do. We were standing in the hallway outside the freshman girl�s dorm room, and I knew with certainty that if I wanted to go into it with her, she would let me.
There was a world of desire in Cadence�s eyes, and I let my hands gently come up to her cheeks as I tilted my head. I closed my eyes as I moved in for the kiss I knew the both of us wanted. And my senses were filled with her minty flavor as her lips eagerly parted for my entry.
Kissing we were used to. We�d made out at some point during every single date. I�d even copped a few feels here and there of her ass or tits, though always outside of her clothing. But tonight, on Valentine�s, lustful urges spurred me further. And I pressed Cadence up against her own bedroom door, grinding my crotch against hers and scooping my hands beneath her ass, lifting her slightly while our mouths began attacking each other with greater fury.
We broke apart for a second to breathe, and Cadence looked at me expectantly again. There was obvious desire in her eyes, but once again, she wasn�t going to ask me if I wanted to come inside. If I waited for an irrefutable invitation from her, I knew I would never get it.
So I kissed her again. And when I pulled away, I stared right into her eyes and stated, �Let�s go inside.�
Her eyes lit up and she groaned, �Finally!� And then she was quickly rifling through her purse to find her room key.
Cadence was so excited that she couldn�t get it into the lock on the first two tries; but eventually she managed to slide it home and twist it. Right as she was opening the door, I attacked her again and we burst into the room like in the movies, our mouths joined and our hands scrambling both over each other�s bodies and for the light switches.
The light switch was found, somehow. So was the clasp to her bra, even though she was still in her dark green evening dress. But just as I started to peel the straps off her shoulders, Cadence pushed me away and gasped, �Wait, wait!�
I stopped immediately, my conscience fully attuned to my long-standing self-orders not to push a girl farther than she wanted. But I panted with lust and stared bewildered at her, wondering why she�d made us stop.
Fixing her dress but not bothering to try adjusting her loosened bra, Cadence scrabbled through her desk drawer and came out with a red ribbon. She quickly went to the door and opened it inwards, peering out into the hallway to see if anyone was watching her as she quickly tied the ribbon around the doorknob. It was small enough and unobtrusive enough that a casual passerby wouldn�t notice it, but hopefully her roommate Peggy would. And then Cadence quickly shut the door and locked it, spinning around to me and leaning her back against it.
I waited half a second, waiting for her signal. She nodded and I was quickly on her once again, my tongue in her mouth and my hands on her shoulders. This time nothing was going to interfere between me and my goal of getting my dick embedded almost eight inches inside her gorgeous body.
Cadence was in an even bigger hurry than I was. She pulled her mouth off mine and looked down, her hands at my waist to undo my belt and then unsnap my slacks. I stopped groping her long enough to let her finish. And then she yanked both pants and boxers to my ankles while dropping to her knees, my thick cock popping straight into her face. �It�s beautiful,� she sighed, her moist, hot breath tickling my balls. And without further ado, she opened her mouth wide and sucked me in.
�Ohhh...� I groaned and slid my fingers into her strawberry-blonde hair, running into the barrettes and bobby pins she�d used to hold it up.
Without taking her mouth off my dick, Cadence reached up and pulled the hair clips out herself. When she was done, she dropped them onto the floor beside her and then popped off my cock, shaking her hair out and running her own fingers through it to loosen it up and let the silky tresses cascade around her shoulders. And then inches away from my dick and kneeling before me with her big tits spilling over the top of her dress, the gorgeous 18-year-old turned her electric green bedroom eyes up to look at me.
�I can act like a star, I can beg on my knees...� she sang.
Oh,�hell�yeah...
Without thinking about it, I reached both hands out and slid my fingers into Cadence�s hair again, this time easily moving through it to grip her head and pull her toward my erection. The beautiful young girl obediently parted her lips and inhaled me inside, humming happily as my meat filled her mouth. �Mmm...�
She was good. She was�really�good. And not for the first time I found myself trying to figure out what this girl was all about. In hindsight, Cadence had not been very aggressive in pursuing me, just flirting around the edges and moving away, tempting me into pursuing her. If I hadn�t been so distracted by the other pledges coming straight for me, I certainly would have gone after her. Then, once we started dating, she�d been coy and shy and we hadn�t done anything remotely sexual for�weeks, an eternity for me.
And yet Cadence blew me like a pro. With her style of seduction, I didn�t think she was the type to be with a lot of different guys. So either she was a natural talent ... or she�d had a few�very�good teachers.
In fact, she almost had me at the brink of orgasm already. After weeks of dating her but not fucking her, and not getting nearly enough sex elsewhere, either, I was pretty backed up and quite eager for this first ejaculation. But this wasn�t how I wanted to do it just yet.
�Cadence,� I moaned. �Cadence, stop.� I suited words to action by prying her head back and away from my prick.
She whimpered and then pulled off, flashing those seductive green eyes up at me from her kneeling position. �Aww, but I want to taste you.�
�And you will if you want. I promise.�
�But the girls all said you could go for�hours.�
�And we will if you want.� I grinned broadly. �I promise.�
So we did.
Because of the 4pm dinner time, Cadence and I had returned to her dorm room relatively early in the evening. And yet we still managed to keep fucking until the wee hours of the morning.
At first, I worried about her roommate being left outside. But Cadence assured met that she had a steady boyfriend and most likely wouldn�t be returning home until morning on this Valentine�s evening. The ribbon was just in case.
And yet with all the time in the world, Cadence and I couldn�t even wait long enough to get our clothes off. After stopping her blowjob, I scooped up the tall blonde and carried her easily over to her bed. After laying her down, I simply pushed the hem of her dress up to her waist and yanked her thong panties down, revealing a pretty pink pussy with a neatly trimmed patch of hair that matched the strawberry-blonde on her head. And I quickly dived into her muff to thank her for the excellent fellatio.
But like me, Cadence didn�t want her first orgasm with me to be oral. As she approached her climax, she urgently tugged on my shoulders and pleaded, �In me! I need you IN me!�
I was so wound up, I didn�t argue and swiftly moved up her body, notching my cockhead in her folds while she grabbed onto her own stiletto heels and pulled her legs to the sides. And then with a good grip on her waist, I stared into Cadence�s brilliant green eyes and lunged forward, skewering her tight cunt on my rampant prick with a single thrust.
�AAAAHHHH!!!� Cadence threw her head back and screamed at the penetration. Her whole body tensed up as she absorbed the suddenly-filled sensation, but she recovered quickly as she crossed her heels behind my back and started humping her pelvis against mine.
I dropped my chest down onto hers, bracing myself on my elbows as I concentrated on my own thrusts as well. Cadence�s hands encircled my neck and pulled me to her face. We mashed our lips together and moaned heatedly into each other�s mouths while our loins met and retreated and then met again. Her arms flexed and relaxed along with her legs, using all four limbs to tug my body against hers while I pistoned in and out of her clenching cunt. And then faster than either of us would have expected, she was calling out her orgasm.
�Oh, SHIT! Fucking-mother-SHIT!� Cadence cursed. �I�m cumming already! I�m cumming already!�
I found myself surprised to hear the swear words coming out of her mouth. Cadence seemed like such a dainty, proper butterfly in so many ways that it was truly�weird�to hear her cursing. In fact, it wasn�t so different from listening to Paige spewing sacrilegious blasphemies instead of her usual �oh, poo�; and it was just as arousing.
So I grinned at the sound of Cadence�s melodious voice as she continued growling, �Motherfucking FUCK me you fucking bastard! Oh, shit! Harder! Fucking harder! I�m fucking cumming AGAIN!�
Her tight body clamped down around me for the second time, forcing me to put more power into my hips just to maintain my pace driving in and out of her clenching cunt. The heel tips of her stilettos were digging into my back as she drummed her feet against my spine, and seeking to edge away from the discomfort I arched my back and hammered her even harder.
�FUUUCK! FUCKING FUCK!� Cadence screamed. She�d rolled her hips back and upwards so that my face was actually a couple of inches below hers. Her hands tightened around my neck and clutched my face down against her chest. And when I found that I didn�t want the feel of fabric against my cheek, I pulled the straps of her dress off her shoulders along with her already loosened bra, shoving the material down to her waist so that I could feast my mouth on her swollen pink nipples.
�FUUUCK! Fucking suck my nipples! Suck my tits! Bite them! Lick them! Make me cum again!!!�
I groaned and went to work, fucking on pure instinct by this point. Fucking Cadence was unlike any other sexual encounter of recent memory. I was used to being in total control of myself, taking the time to undress a girl and explore her erogenous zones to best figure out how to pleasure her body.
Not this time. We hadn�t undressed � Cadence was still wearing every article of clothing. Her dark green evening dress was still bunched around her waist. Her high-heels were still on her feet. And even her underwear was still attached. I�d only gotten one strap of her bra off, the other still around her right shoulder. And even her thong panties had gotten stuck around one of her heels. As for me, my slacks and shorts were around my ankles, trapped on my own shoes and restricting my movement. I was still wearing my shirt, only naked from waist to shins as I plunged my cock into Cadence�s body with a manic intensity.
And I hadn�t needed to really figure out Cadence�s erogenous zones. She�d been a walking orgasm from the moment I slotted my cock into her cunt, and already she�d come three times from our unrestrained fucking. I�d like to think I picked up a few things just out of habit, but for now, my brain wasn�t part of my sexual process. I just rammed her as hard and as fast and as long as I could. And when she tensed up with her fourth orgasm, I joined her as well.
�Fuck me!� Cadence screamed. �Fuck me like a slutty whore! Pound me! Fucking POUND me! Harder! Oh, fucking God! I�m cumming again! I�m cumming again! FUUUUUCK!!!� Her hips kicked off the bed for a moment, sending us into the air as I felt her inner muscles spasm against my invading prick one final time.
�Uggghhh!!!� I grunted as I felt the tension in my pelvic region suddenly evaporate. And then I sighed with relief as I felt myself ejecting blast after blast of hot cum into her sucking pussy.
�Fill me! Fill up my slutty cunt with your hot jizz!� Cadence warbled while gripping my head against her big tits so tightly that I thought she�d pull some of my hair out. �CUM IN MEEEE!!!�
I answered her with another strong shot of semen to splash against her inner walls. And our two bodies bucked and twitched and trembled amongst her sheets as we quaked through the aftershocks of orgasm.
When I was done shooting, I lay my head back down into the valley of her cleavage, idly kissing a mountainous breast in front of me. Cadence stroked my hair and hummed happily, exclaiming, �FUCK that was great! Why the FUCK did you wait so FUCKING long to fuck me?�
I sighed and lifted my head up, scooting further up the bed to drive my cock a little deeper into her snatch. Despite having just cum, I was so wound up from lack of sufficient sex for the past month that I was still pretty hard. And within the confines of her tight, wet pussy, I could feel myself firming up for a second round already. Stroking slightly so that she could feel me still hard inside her, I sighed and touched her cheek. �Sorry, babe. I�ll make it up to you. I promise.�
She grinned and kissed me, sliding her fingers into my hair again. �Mmm, you�d better. But all the girls kept talking about passing out with your big cock up their ass. I want you to do THAT to me next!�

Chapter 18: The Butterfly and the Bee II

FEBRUARY 15, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
As I previously said, Cadence and I managed to keep fucking until the wee hours of the morning. We went four rounds, the first time I�d done so with a solo girl in a looong time.
She did pass out with my cock spurting jizz up her ass for the second round. I dozed with her for a couple of hours until she stirred awake; and we slipped into the shower after that. Fortunately, her dorm was one of those with an attached bathroom shared between two neighboring rooms instead of one of those with a big hallway bathroom.
The third round completed the trifecta and fulfilled my promise to let Cadence taste my spending. I fucked her doggy-style over her desk and right before my ejaculation, she spun around and begged on her knees for my cum until I blasted off in her face and then into her mouth.
Cadence sucked me to one final erection before pushing me onto the desk chair and then straddling me. We took the time to chat a little more calmly, my face against her big D-cup tits while she undulated up and down my shaft. We fucked like that for almost thirty minutes, when I finally gripped her hips and yanked her down around my erupting cock while we kissed with a furious passion.
And with my last load still swimming around her pussy, we crawled into her bed naked and finally went to sleep.
* * *
It was after 10am on Sunday morning when I got back to the house. It probably would have been later if Cadence�s roommate Peggy hadn�t returned to the room and accidentally woken us up.
The embarrassed girl apologized that she�d seen the ribbon but thought I�d already be gone by now. And then she said she�d wait in the lounge until I could get dressed. For a minute, Cadence and I contemplated whether or not we could get away with a quickie. But then I reasoned that we could hope for future encounters and we didn�t need to piss off her roommate. So I dressed, kissed my new girlfriend, and left the room, feeling satiated and quite content.
Unfortunately, that feeling of contented happiness only lasted until I got back to the house. That�s because when I walked into my bedroom, I found that it was already occupied.
Although I probably should have known, I wasn�t expecting to see Paige in my bed. I�d already kicked off my shoes and started stripping out of last night�s clothes when I saw the dark auburn head lift up from my pillow. Paige was already awake, given that it was after 10am. And from the streaks on her cheeks, it looked like she had been crying.
And now, as those dark blue eyes fixed on me, a fresh storm brewed behind her irises. She took in my rumpled appearance: mussed hair, little bit of chin fuzz, and dress clothes from the previous evening. I observed in slow motion as the frown pulled at her cheeks and the corners of her eyes tilted downwards. Helpless, I could only watch as the look of utter devastation spread across her face. And then the small, saddened girl broke into a fresh round of bawling her eyes out.
My heart went out to Paige and I quickly advanced on the bed, sitting down and reaching out to her, pulling her to me for a comforting hug. But she was pressed against my chest for only a second before pushing me away and whimpering, �No! No!�
�What?�
�You smell like her,� Paige moaned, looking at me as if I�d committed the ultimate betrayal. �You smell like sex.�
I rubbed my forehead for a second, wondering what I was going to do. Clearly, the situation was untenable. I couldn�t be happy in my relationship with Cadence with Paige mourning over me in my own bed every night. And as much as I wanted to help the pregnant girl, I couldn�t let Paige�s presence ruin the way I wanted to live my life.
Already we�d spent a month of her practically living in my room even though we weren�t together. Her belly was just getting bigger with each passing week and that wasn�t a problem likely to go away anytime soon. We hadn�t talked much about what Paige was actually going to DO with her situation. She�d simply started crying every time she started to really think about it; and I�d been forced to just hold her and comfort her until she calmed down.
But Paige couldn�t keep her head in the sand forever. That baby was growing; and continuing on with her life as if it wasn�t on its way wouldn�t help anybody. She would have to face reality. She would have to come to grips with her pregnancy and really decide what she was going to do with her life. And she was going to have to accept that I was dating another girl.
But I wasn�t going to drop all that on her right this second. Paige was still sobbing her heart out that I�d spent the night with Cadence and not spooning with her. So I pulled away and off the bed, jerking my thumb out the door. �I�m going to go take a shower and get changed. And when I come back, we�re going to talk, okay?�
Bleary-eyed, Paige bit her lip and whimpered, still crying in abject sorrow. But I sternly held my gaze on her until she nodded. And then I turned and went out the door.
Fifteen minutes later, I walked back in with my towel around my waist. I noticed that Paige had stopped crying by now and was just watching me dispassionately. I figured it might even cheer her up to watch me get dressed, so I went ahead and let the towel puddle to the floor as I bent and started pulling my clothes out of the dresser. Boxer shorts, jeans, and a comfortable polo shirt went on. And I briefly checked in the mirror to run my fingers through my slightly-damp hair, mussing it just right before I turned and hopped back onto the bed.
Like I�d hoped, Paige didn�t look so unhappy after watching me get dressed. There was even a naughty little smile as she glanced at my crotch, remembering the recent view. But she started to look nervous at the serious expression on my face.
�We need to talk, Paige,� I intoned. �We�re going to talk about your pregnancy, and really figure out what you�re going to do. I�m here for support, and I promise I always will be. But ultimately it�s your decision, understand?�
She took a deep breath, her lip quivering as she appeared on the verge of another breakdown. But she exhaled slowly and nodded.
I reached forward and took Paige�s hands, squeezing them reassuringly. �Then we�re going to talk about my relationship with Cadence. You and I are still friends; but she�s my girlfriend now, okay?�
Paige whimpered and winced, but nodded again.
Still holding Paige�s hands, we began.
* * *
�So how are things with the new girlfriend?� Dawn squeezed my hand as we walked together to our first class of the day. Today she was in her typical navy blue Cal baseball cap with her sunny blonde hair braided into the DJ-style pigtails. Her familiar zip-up hoodie and tight jeans finished her everyday college girl look. �You didn�t come by the apartment yesterday.�
I smiled and blushed. �We got a little sidetracked.�
�I�ll bet.� Dawn grinned knowingly. �But what I meant was: Is she making you happy?�
I arched an eyebrow and glanced over at my best friend. �Hmm?�
�I�m serious. Is Cadence making you happy? It�s been almost two weeks since Valentine�s. And more than five weeks since your first date. I want to know if this new girl is making my best friend happy.�
�Yeah,� I nodded and smiled. �Things are great.�
�Do tell...�
�She�s really sweet and bubbly and so much fun to be around. When we�re together, she�s such a ... well, a Princess. It�s kind of fun treating her like one. She�s into chivalry and all these romantic flourishes like holding doors and pulling out her chair. It was even worth the cost of dry cleaning to lay my coat down over a puddle, she was so happy. And it makes me feel like a Prince when I�m around her.�
Dawn giggled. �Strokes your male ego a bit, doesn�t it? Feeling like the handsome white knight?�
�You know me.�
Dawn nodded. �So when are you going to bring her by the apartment after classes to hang out with us?�
�Oh, I don�t know if we�ll ever get like that.� I shrugged. �She has her own friends and does her own thing most of the time. We just try to get together every other day or so, maybe spend the night together.�
�And how�s Paige taking those overnights?�
I sighed. �Not well. But she�s accepted them. Actually, Paige has taken to sleeping in Adrienne�s room rather than in the big, empty living room where she feels all alone.�
Dawn arched an eyebrow. �And how�s Adrienne taking that?�
I shrugged. �Doesn�t seem to mind. She looks at Paige like a little sister. Most of the time they�re not even fooling around. Paige just wants a comforting hug and Adrienne�s too tired from juggling so many different things. Felicia called me and gushed about how Adrienne�s modeling career really seems to be taking off. She thinks Adrienne has what it takes to jump from commercial modeling to being a real �image� model, whatever that means.�
Dawn nodded. �Does that mean Adrienne�s been too busy to miss you?�
I blushed. �Not entirely. Adrienne and I DID get together a couple of days ago. It was more for�her�to blow off steam than the other way around. But believe me, Cadence and I are pretty spectacular in the sex department and she keeps me well satisfied.�
Dawn chuckled. �Not surprised. I don�t think you�ve ever NOT been spectacular in the sex department. With�anyone.�
I grinned but sighed. �Maybe. But you know? Oddly enough, I feel like I�m missing out on the intimacy department.�
�Hmm?� Dawn arched her eyebrow curiously.
�Well, take this for example.� I held up my hand where Dawn had been holding me ever since I met her at her apartment. �Cadence almost never holds my hand. She just feels freer walking on her own, sometimes even skipping a bit.�
�Really?�
I nodded. �I told you I always thought of her as a butterfly. She still is: sweet and pretty and yet aloof and flighty. She�s not really a PDA person. She doesn�t want to kiss me in public or hug me or anything. I might get a peck on the cheek; but that�s it. It�s not her style. Well, unless we�re around the sorority. Then she�s all over me, showing off that she�s taken possession of the old sorority cock. Especially around Jocelyn. Joss doesn�t seem to mind that I�m taken now, but Cadence seems to want to rub it in her face.�
�Don�t go off on a tangent, Ben,� Dawn warned. �You were complaining about a lack of intimacy.�
I shrugged. �I dunno. I just got spoiled by you and Adrienne and Paige, I guess. You never left me wanting for hugs or little, tender caresses. It isn�t Cadence�s thing. And even in the sex department, we�re not all that tender or affectionate. I never told you this before, but while Cadence is all sweet and prim and even a little snooty in public, she turns into the most degraded, filthy, trash-talking slut in the bedroom.�
�Really?� Dawn turned and grinned at me. �Okay, gimme details.�
Old Ben habits reared to the surface. �You know I�m not the kind of guy to talk.�
Dawn pouted and flashed her own puppy-dog eyes at me. �But Ben ... this is�me...�
She had a point. I chuckled and nodded, explaining, �Every other word out of her mouth is a swear word while we�re fucking. And she�s pretty nasty in general. She�ll fuck on any surface in the room. She�s really flexible and will let me bend her into any pretzel position I can think of. She can even tuck her own legs behind her own shoulders. Imagine THAT.�
Dawn�s eyes went wide as the image popped into her mind.
Still shaking my head in disbelief, I continued. �She really gets into ass-to-mouth. And,� I paused and blushed. �Uh, yesterday, she jacked me off until I spooged onto a bagel; and then she ate it right in front of me.�
Dawn�s eyebrows shot way up and she couldn�t help but smile and shake her head in mild disbelief. �Kinky ... Would�never�have thought that to look at her...�
I shook my head too. �Me, neither. Caught me totally by surprise after we�d gone through so many dates without even getting past first base. She wants to be a Royal Princess in public, with all the chivalrous opening doors and bringing her flowers at every date. And she even got me to sing �Once Upon A Dream� to her.�
Dawn cracked up. �Don�t tell Adrienne about that one. I thought she staked claim to Sleeping Beauty.�
I smiled and continued, �Cadence is a Princess in public and a wanton slut behind closed doors. She�s even re-played �Barbie Girl� on my computer, urging me to just take her and use her.�THAT�was a pretty wild four minutes.�
�Lady in the street and a freak in the bed: sounds perfect.� Dawn grinned.
I sighed forlornly. �Still, I miss those affectionate little caresses. And Cadence and I really don�t talk much, not seriously. She loves to chatter but she keeps flitting from one topic to the next. And...� I exhaled. �I dunno ... I just don�t feel as close to her as I want to be.�
�Why not?�
�Well for one, it seems like we never make love. Everything is wild, crazy, monkey sex.�
�So?�
�So...� I sighed. �I dunno. I thought I wanted to get back into a relationship because I missed the intimacy. YOU said I needed intimacy. If all I wanted was crazy-monkey-sex, I would have stayed single and kept banging Tri-Delts.�
�So you�re NOT happy,� Dawn sighed, squeezing my hand.
I frowned and stopped walking. �Wait, I didn�t say THAT.�
�Seems like you just did.�
�No, no. I�m blowing this all out of proportion. You asked me to hash out all the things that are missing so far, and it seems worse than it really is. Cadence and I are fine; we just have things to work on, that�s all. It�s still really early in the relationship, and these things always take a little time to go from lustful fucking to making love. Seriously, I know I can�t expect to feel as close to her as I do to you or Adrienne or to anyone else I�ve been friends with for�years.�
Dawn nodded in understanding. �Okay ... If you say so ... Just keep in mind what you want to get out of this relationship, and make sure you and she are on the same page.� She sighed and then looked off, muttering a little more quietly, �Because if the two of you don�t agree on where things are going, then the relationship is just doomed to fail.�
MARCH 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Holy fucking SHIT...� Cadence groaned, arching her back and holding her spine tense until my cock slid the final inch into her rectum, my thighs pressing firmly against her buttcheeks. Cadence had a gorgeous body to begin with. But bending her 5�11� frame over on all fours, naked, with a heart-shaped ass wiggling in my face and her big tits swaying gently, she was positively heart-stopping. I�d been on her from the instant she�d moaned, �Come sodomize your Barbie girl.�
�Whewww...� I exhaled, still gripping her big tits tightly in this doggy position, my chest resting against her back as we both absorbed the sensations emanating from our loins.
�You�re fucking bigger than anyone I�ve ever been with,� Cadence moaned. �It always feels like you�re shoving a fucking baseball bat up my ass.�
�And you�re still so fucking tight,� I gasped heatedly. And then re-setting my grip on her tits, I pulled back and began the slow pumping of our assfuck.
The beautiful strawberry-blonde babe hung her head down and rocked her entire body with each thrust, groaning gutturally and dropping four-letter curse words every other second. Eventually, she wanted to change positions and flopped onto her back, kicking her legs into the air in a big �V� while inviting me forward. She took me in her hands and guided me back up her ass. She then hooked her legs over my shoulders and encouraged me to resume pounding her. And while I gripped her legs as leverage to saw my cock in and out of her stretched anus, she palmed her own big, round tits, getting them wet with her own pussy juices and then lifting the nipples so she could suck on them herself.
�FUCKKK!� she grunted after another few minutes of pounding. �I�m cumming! I�m fucking cumming with your cock up my ass!�
�Hrrkkk!� I grunted myself, ramming the short, rapid thrusts of my final countdown.
�Cum in me, baby! Slam that gorgeous dick up my slutty asshole and cum deep inside my nasty ass! I got something especially dirty for you today. Fill me up good! Fucking fill my ass with your sperm! Fill me! FILL ME! AAAUUGHH!!!�
I grunted and slammed forward hard enough to bend her legs back, her knees hitting her own shoulders as I folded my girlfriend beneath me and began spewing my load into her bowels. My whole body shuddered from the exertion and I actually drooled a bit onto Cadence�s tits while panting for air. And I felt the exquisite pleasure of my cum rocketing up my shaft to explode into the nether depths of this gorgeous Freshman teenager�s body.
�Ohhh,�fuck!� Cadence grunted and clamped her sphincter down around my cock�s base, trapping it inside as she rode out the final tremors of her own orgasm. Her hips twitched spasmodically, her eyes closed. But eventually, she came to rest and then � displaying remarkable flexibility � she dropped her feet to either side of me, doing a full side-split with my slowly-shrinking dick still lodged in her rectum.
And then before I could catch my breath, Cadence pushed me off her and said, �Quick, hand me the cup of coffee.�
�Huh?� I looked at her in confusion. My girlfriend had spent last night in my room, falling asleep together after another round of crazy-monkey sex. We�d awoken this morning and I�d fetched us each a cup of coffee while we sat up and chatted in bed. But the coffee was long-forgotten once Cadence started getting frisky and murmuring in my ear about how she wanted me to fuck her ass since we hadn�t gotten around to it for a couple of days.
Now, my slightly crazy girlfriend pointed urgently at her coffee mug on the nightstand while keeping her hips rolled back and her legs spread to the sides. And then once I handed it to her, Cadence got an impish gleam in her brilliant green eyes as she shifted to the edge of the bed and parked her ass over it, reaching down with the half-full coffee mug and holding it directly beneath her lewdly stretched anus.
It didn�t take long. I watched in stunned disbelief as creamy globs of semen started plopping out of her asshole, splashing down into the coffee mug. I looked into Cadence�s eyes, seeing that self-satisfied twinkle in her eyes as she continued to clench her kegel muscles and squeeze more of my jism out of her own ass and into the mug. And when she figured she was done, she pulled the coffee up to her lips and took a healthy swig.
I wasn�t sure whether to feel disgusted or aroused. Yeah, she�d jacked me off onto a bagel that one time � and onto her salad another time � but those had been semen straight from the source. THIS one had come out of her own ass.
But my dick and dirty brain knew how to react. I looked down just as Cadence was finishing the last of her lukewarm coffee and noticed that I was rock hard. And when Cadence put down the mug, she noticed as well.
�Yum,� she hummed. �That looks tasty, too.�
Ten minutes later, my slutty, freaky girlfriend drank down a second load of cum, this one straight out of my dick.
Ten minutes after that, she was wearing one of my T-shirts and heading out the door to go into the bathroom, makeup kit in hand.
�Morning, A.D.,� she said brightly as she went in.
�Morning, Cadence,� Adrienne replied, letting her eyes yo-yo for a second up and down my girlfriend�s stacked body. Then she turned and looked out the door to me, where I was leaning against the doorjamb of my bedroom. Adrienne�s eyebrows went up as she smiled enigmatically at me.
I smiled back and then watched Cadence doll herself up with perfect makeup and expertly-styled hair. Thirty minutes later, she walked out of my bedroom dressed neatly in stylish clothes, looking for all the world like she�d just stepped off the pages of a fashion magazine.
Yep, lady in the street ... and an absolute�freak�in the bed.
* * *
�Do you want to meet up later?� I reached over to run my hand along Cadence�s waist as we hit the sidewalk and turned toward campus. On mornings when my girlfriend slept over, I would walk her to her first class and then rendezvous with Dawn later.
She felt my touch and skipped away, giving me a Cheshire smile once she was at a safer distance. She still didn�t really like me holding onto her. Heck, she didn�t really like spooning at night, either, complaining that she couldn�t sleep well with her movement restricted. �Ah, can we meet up again some other time? There�re some other things I want to take care of this afternoon.�
�Okay, okay. Sure.�
�Besides, I thought you were taking Paige to her doctor�s today.�
I nodded. �I am. I just meant after that. Maybe grab dinner or something.�
Cadence gave me that little smile again. �We JUST spent last night together, baby.�
�I know, I know,� I nodded, knowing better than to push things. Cadence still viewed our relationship as casually dating, not a serious commitment to spend all our time together just yet. She had her own things and her own routines. I supposed I should have been happy she made as much time for me as she did.
But I couldn�t help pouting momentarily and my beautiful girlfriend flitted right back to me, putting her hand to my cheek and giving me a quick peck on the lips. And then there was another one on my cheek. And then another on my forehead. I brightened immediately while she twirled away and then flashed me another radiant smile with both her eyes and her lips.
As long as she kept giving me those butterfly kisses, I could wait to let the relationship mature.
* * *
Paige was quiet when we got back to into the car after her pre-natal visit. She sat in the passenger seat, staring straight ahead like a zombie instead of putting on her seatbelt.
Realizing that she wasn�t quite ready, I didn�t even slot the key into the ignition. Instead, I turned to face the shell-shocked young girl. �You okay, Red?�
She bit her lip and her head tilted downward ever so slightly. Her hands came up and over her belly, now pronounced noticeably outwards as she was in her thirteenth week. �It�s really real.�
My eyebrows furrowed for a second as I tried to deduce what she meant. �The baby?� I asked.
She nodded.
�Because we heard the heartbeat for the first time?�
She nodded again.
I sighed and thought back to the rapid, pulsing sound. It almost didn�t sound human it was so fast and so faint. I had to admit to myself that it was really real. I reached a hand over and put it on hers. �Are you going to be able to deal with this?�
Paige shuddered and hung her head lower. �I don�t know,� she answered in a quiet voice.
Taking a deep breath, I squeezed her hand and said seriously, �Paige, I know we�ve talked about this before, and it IS getting a little late, but it�s not TOO late. You still have time��
�I WON�T kill my baby!� she barked harshly and glared at me.
�Okay, okay.� I squeezed her hand. �But now it�s seriously decision time. There�s no hiding the bump anymore. Everyone�s already guessed that you�re pregnant. Half the people we know still think I�m the father.�
She sighed and looked at me apologetically. �I�m sorry. I never meant to put this on you.�
�Hey, it�s no problem. I know I can trust the people who are important to me.� I sighed. �But we need to start planning for the future. How are you going to tell your parents? When are you going to tell them? How is this going to affect your schoolwork? Your due date is early September. I don�t think you�re going to be able to go to classes next semester. And if you do want to return to school, who is going to take care of the baby? You seriously need to start working this out.�
Paige just started crying then, rubbing her belly and grimacing as if in unimaginable pain. �I just don�t know what to do!� she whimpered.
�I know, I know.� I squeezed her hand soothingly. �No one is expecting you to. You�re only nineteen.�
�Tell me what to do!� she pleaded, with big blue eyes turned up to me.
I sighed. �I�m�only nineteen.�
We both went quiet for a long while, just staring out at nothing, trying to come to grips with the situation. I�m sure Paige had it worse, a baby three months old growing inside of her. But I found myself trying to figure out how to help her when I could barely handle the dramas of my own life without significant help.
I took a deep breath and then looked over at the scared, young girl. �Paige, I think it�s time you told your parents.�
* * *
�C�mon, Cadence,� I practically pleaded. I was leaving her dorm room for the night so we could let her roommate back in. I would go home and sleep in my own bed instead of staying overnight with her. Despite the privacy of me having my own room, I�d found that we were having sex more and more often at her place, ostensibly because it was more convenient for her. Really, I think she just liked the excuse so that she wouldn�t have to share a bed overnight.
And now that I was leaving, I was trying to figure out when I would get to see her the next time. �Sunday�s our anniversary.�
�Of what?�
�Uh, one month. You know, February 14 ... March 14...�
The pretty girl snorted. �So the one-month anniversary of the first night we fucked?�
�Well,� I blushed. �I sort of thought of it as the day we became boyfriend/girlfriend...�
She raised her eyebrows and put on a look of mock annoyance, planting her fists against her hips. �And what was I�before�I put out? Just another prospect?�
�What? No. I didn�t mean it like that,� I stammered defensively. Then I took a big, deep breath to calm myself and look plainly at her. �Fine, what date do YOU make as our anniversary?�
Cadence shrugged, the mock annoyance gone. �I don�t know. I never really paid much attention to anniversaries.�
�I thought all girls kept track of that stuff.�
�Guess I�m not like those girls,� she smiled wryly.
�Maybe not,� I smiled back. �But seriously, when will you want me to plan some grand date for our one-year anniversary? I�ll treat you like a princess, with a pumpkin carriage and glass slippers.�
Cadence giggled at the thought. �With magically-transformed mice into horses?�
�Absolutely. I promise.� I grinned, crossing my fingers in front of me.
She giggled again and then sighed. �Oh, I don�t know, Ben. To be perfectly honest, I never really thought about us still being together a year from now.�
My eyebrows furrowed. �What?�
She blinked in confusion, noticing the hurt in my voice. �What? We�re having fun, right? Were YOU seriously thinking about being together a year from now?�
�Well, the thought had crossed my mind,� I barked, the hurt tone still in my voice.
�You? Mister Playboy? A year?�
�I�m more than just a playboy. I�m serious about YOU!� I protested.
�Okay, okay,� Cadence held her hands up and averted her gaze, clearly not wanting to get into an argument. Actually, we NEVER got into an argument. We never had; not even once. It takes two to argue and she simply refused to do it. �I�ll think about it, okay?�
I sighed and tried to pull the anger out of my voice. �Okay. Sorry, I didn�t mean to snap at you.�
�It�s alright. Anyways, I can�t this Sunday, anniversary or not. The sorority is having that charity fundraiser for St. Jude�s. Didn�t Adrienne tell you?�
I shook my head. �She�s been gone this whole week for some new gig.�
Cadence frowned. �I wonder if she�ll even be there on Sunday. The officers have been talking about how many events she�s already missed.�
I sighed and nodded.
Cadence then stepped up to me, held my face in her hands, and gave me a slow, loving kiss. I enjoyed the simple pleasure and hummed happily. And when I pulled back, she fixed those brilliant green eyes on me and looked upon me adoringly. �Monday. I promise. Okay?�
I smiled and nodded. �Okay.�
* * *
It was late on Saturday night when my bedroom door opened. I�d been sitting up in bed, just casually waiting for Paige to return and snuggle up with me. At the moment, she was upstairs talking with Brandi. Sometimes the girl just needed to talk out her problems; and if nothing else, my older sister was a fantastic listener.
Anyways, I was surprised to see Adrienne slump against the doorknob, looking drop-dead gorgeous and completely exhausted at the same time. She was wearing a red dress that simply�melted�around her body, a one-shoulder piece that draped down from the left across her tits before attaching to the back along her right side. Her massive right breast was nearly exposed and I had no idea how it was held in position, probably the infamous modeling tape I�d heard about. And the silky dress must have had some sort of internal support structure � there was simply no other way to contain her 34Gs.
I whistled appreciatively. �Wow. You definitely didn�t own that when we were dating.�
Adrienne smiled tiredly and sauntered in. I scooted across the bed to make room for her as she sat down beside me and leaned back against the headboard. �Perks of the job. Every now and again I get to keep the clothes.�
�Might as well let you.� I smirked. �I don�t imagine there are many people on the planet with the figure to pull that one off anyways.�
Adrienne flashed me a proud smile and then put her hand to her forehead.
�Rough night?� I asked.
�It was alright, I guess,� Adrienne sighed. �Party downtown.�
I nodded. It wasn�t the first. �I�m surprised you�re home. Don�t you normally crash with Felicia on a night like this?�
Adrienne sighed. �Usually. But I didn�t feel like staying. Party was getting out of hand and I realized I needed to get out of there.�
�Why?�
�Oh, the usual. It starts off fun, with expensive champagne and lots of music and a TON of attention.� The stunningly gorgeous blonde turned to me with her elbow on an upraised knee, putting her forehead against her open palm. She flashed me a big smile and said, �You know me and attention.�
I grinned. I remembered the thrilled looks on Adrienne�s face at every dance or party we ever went to. She admitted she�d often craved the attention as a way of filling the emptiness inside her, and had needed it less ever since she started getting the love and support of my family and her friends. But she still enjoyed these parties just for the sake of being the center of attention.
Adrienne continued. �But like always, it devolves into slimy photographers and producers trying to get me drunk or drugged so they can sleep with me. Usually I can handle it and keep away, but there seemed to be extra pressure on me tonight. This one guy, Lucien, just wouldn�t take a hint. And when the snow bunnies went to work, I decided to just get out of there. I caught a cab back to Felicia�s place, picked up the Mustang, and came home.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Snow bunnies?�
Adrienne sighed. �Models and cocaine.�
�Ah.�
She shrugged like it was an every day occurrence. �Guys are all the same. You know every single guy at that party had either a photographer�s card or producer�s card. For all I know the guy�s actually an unemployed waiter, but he carries producer�s cards so he can try and work the same spiel. �Hey baby, if you sleep with me I can get you a great gig!�� Adrienne chuckled, but it was a weary laugh that started to edge towards crying at the end.
�Hey, hey...� I soothed, pulling her to me and wrapping my arm around Adrienne�s shoulders. �It�s alright. It�s alright.�
She sighed. �Sometimes I wonder if I�m doing the right thing. I mean: is this what I really want? It�s fun and all. I love the shoots and I love the clothes and I love feeling so ... so ... beautiful.�
�You ARE.�
�But I don�t know if I can handle all of this other shit. I mean, if I really have to start fucking people to make a career of this, then I say FUCK modeling. I�ve got other things I can do with my life.�
�You can, you can,� I soothed. �Lookit me. I�m just a student.�
Adrienne sighed. �You�re a GOOD student. You�re a shoo-in for that Undergraduate Business Program you�ve been gunning for. I�m just barely getting by.�
�It�s not that bad.�
�Yes, it is.� Adrienne tilted her head into the crook of my neck. �I can�t keep this up, Tiger. I can�t deal with this modeling thing AND school.�
�And the sorority,� I added. �Cadence told me about the fundraiser.�
�Oh,�shit,� Adrienne smacked her head. �I totally forgot,� she whined, sounding even worse than before.
�Sorry,� I mumbled. That hadn�t been the best time to remind her, and now I�d undone my work of the last few minutes trying to calm her down.
�I don�t know how Felicia did it, juggling her career and UCLA at the same time,� Adrienne sighed.
�I do. Felicia didn�t work nearly as much as you do,� I sighed, remembering my old conversations with the beautiful, older brunette. �She didn�t go full-time until after she graduated. You seem to be gone a lot more than that.�
�The jobs keep coming,� Adrienne sighed. �It�s great money.�
�You don�t need the money,� I encouraged.
�But I LIKE it!� she whined and then snuggled into me a little deeper.
I didn�t answer, except to pat her arm gently. On impulse, I turned and kissed the side of her head.
She sighed contentedly and then pushed her face into my neck. I glanced down at her to see her looking up at me with those big hazel eyes. And then a little smile crossed her face. �Hi, Tiger,� she said as if she�d just come into the room.
I arched an eyebrow. �Uh, hi, A.D.�
Reaching over with one hand, she started walking her fingers up my chest until she hooked the fingertips into the collar of my T-shirt. Biting her lip, she glanced at my chest before looking up at me again. And she said, �You know the stupid thing?�
�What?�
�I actually get turned on by those slimy producers,� she exhaled. Her eyes went to my chest again before flicking upwards. �They look at me with such ... intensity. I can see them undressing me with their eyes and it gives me such a ... a...�power�rush. It�s like I�m back on the football field in a skimpy cheerleading outfit, thinking about the hundreds of people in the stands wishing they could fuck me. You know what I mean?�
I grinned wryly. �Uh, nope. I don�t know what you mean.�
Adrienne giggled and then sat up straight, looking at me from a foot away. �I�m not attracted to those producer guys in the slightest. Having them look at me arouses me, but the only people I want to fuck at those parties are the other models. I have, sometimes. A lot of those girls swing both ways.�
I noticed a new tightness in my pajama pants, imagining Adrienne in a dress like this red one, seducing some of the most beautiful women in the world.
I wasn�t the only one to notice. Adrienne smiled enigmatically as she moved her right hand down and brushed over my bulge. �I�m horny now, Tiger. I�ve been horny all night. I wouldn�t trust myself with those people, but I trust you. I�need�you,� she husked. �Can you help me tonight?�
I smiled as her hand slipped beneath my waistband, her fingers circling around Big Ben. I leaned in and pecked her lips before pulling back and saying sincerely, �Forever and always.�
* * *
As gorgeous as Adrienne looked in that red dress, I couldn�t wait to peel it off of her. I was right about the tape. Without that invisible adhesion, her right boob would have fallen out a long time ago. As it was,�I�was the only one to get to see her naked breasts in all their glory tonight, as well as get my hands on them.
We were in no hurry. I found the side-zipper and then pulled the single strap off her shoulder, dropping the upper-half of her dress to her waist. I slid my hands up to cup her massive melons. And then she molded herself against me, seeking out my lips for our trademark slow-burn kiss.
That set the tone. We simply kissed for a long while, rolling around my bed mashing our lips and caressing each other�s bodies. She pulled my T-shirt off so we could feel our chests pressed together. And our tongues delved into every possible square millimeter of each other�s mouth.
But eventually, Adrienne gave in to her horniness and pushed me onto my back, with my head and shoulders elevated on a couple of pillows. She knelt on the bed and stripped down a red thong, tossing it off the edge of my bed before bending over and dragging my pajamas and shorts away.
While she was down there, the blonde bombshell took a few licks of my prick, but quickly moved up to straddle me. The hem of her dress was tight enough that it rode up her thighs while she spread her legs to the side, but it still obscured the sight of her holding my cock upright and sinking herself down onto it. No matter, I could certainly�feel�it just fine.
�Ohhh...� Adrienne sighed rapturously, letting her head fall back as she crooned her satisfaction to the ceiling. �It�s been WAY too long...�
And then we made love.
With Adrienne�s red dress bunched around her waist, I had a momentary flashback to the first time Cadence and I had sex. Then, the reason for not undressing was that neither Cadence nor I could wait to get to the fucking. And then we�d rutted like animals until finally achieving climactic release.
This time, there had been no rush. Adrienne hadn�t completely removed the dress simply because we didn�t need to, even though we�d certainly had time if we were so inclined. In fact, everything about this encounter felt less hurried, less frantic, and more sensual.
It felt ... more intimate.
Adrienne only solidified that feeling by pulling my head between her tits and then tilting my face up so that she could kiss me. We continued our slow-burn kiss while she undulated on top of my prick, moving to give herself pleasure while simultaneously pleasuring me quite well all the same. Mentally, I chuckled to myself. It was ironic that it was�Adrienne�of all people that I was sharing this slow, intimate dance with, given our wild and crazy beginnings. Even while we were dating, we very rarely shared this measured, deliberate lovemaking. But tonight we did, and in the end, she held me close and stared right into my eyes as our mutual orgasms swept through us.
Adrienne and I had both experienced better orgasms. But only on special occasions had we felt this special connection while doing it. And that made all the difference in the world.
We weren�t done yet. We�d shared our beautiful reunion fuck, but Adrienne and I were no longer a romantic couple. She was an adoptive sister, a friend, and above all else, a very beautiful and very horny girl. And she wanted to get LAID.
So she perked up and grinned at me, saying, �Okay, enough with the mushy stuff. Let�s FUCK!�
I smiled and twitched my semi-hard cock inside her now sodden pussy, flooded with the results of both our orgasms. �Working on it,� I grunted.
Adrienne just gave me a lopsided grin, moving up to push my face between her massive tits and let me motorboat on them while she slapped the fleshy globes against my cheeks. Then she hopped off and slid down the bed to slurp my soaked member into her mouth, rapidly reviving me for a brand new round.
This time, Adrienne let me pull off her red dress. But she took one look at the expensive garment as I tossed it onto the floor, complaining, �We�ve wrinkled it! Now I�ll have to get it dry cleaned.�
I grinned and reached for her. �Send me the bill. In fact, I�d be�happy�to pay for your dry cleaning on every single dress I get to take off your fantastic body.�
She giggled, �Deal.� And then she whooped as I suddenly grabbed her shoulders and threw her around.
Adrienne was not a small girl by any means. But flexing my muscles, I manhandled her with relative ease until I�d put her onto all fours, jerking her limbs left and right and lifting her midsection until she was in the position I wanted. I stared, nearly drooling, at the sight of her perfect ass, with winking rosebud and dripping wet pussy beneath.
With a solid grip on her hips, I rammed my pelvis forward and re-buried my cock into Adrienne�s cunt with a single lunge. She arched her spine, threw her blonde head back, and howled, �Aaaaaaghh!�
And then we FUCKED.
In, out, in, out, my cock sawed through her clenching cunt with ease, lubricated by an abundance of sexual fluids. My pelvis impacted against her buttcheeks with meaty slapping sounds; and about two minutes into my rough pounding of Adrienne�s compliant body, the sounds gave me a fresh idea.
[thwack!]
�Gah!� Adrienne gasped and threw her head back in surprise.
[thwack!]
�Unngh,� Adrienne moaned and dropped her head back down when she realized I was spanking her.
[THWACK]
�Unngh!!!� she groaned even harder, and her pussy clamped down around me, tightening up the friction.
[THWACK-THWACK-THWACK]
�Oh,�shit,� she groaned, her hips trembling on the verge of orgasm.
[THWACK-THWACK-THWACK]
�Oh, shit, Tiger. Hit me ... hit me...�
[THWACK!]
�Ohh!�
[THWACK!]
�OHH!�
[THWACK!]
�OH-OHHH!!!�
Without her expecting it, I suddenly shifted. And if I�d been on the other side of her body, I would have seen Adrienne�s eyes fly WIDE open and her face light up in surprise.��OH-AAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!!!�
I felt Adrienne�s entire body quake in orgasm right when my cock invaded her asshole. I�d been plenty lubricated by her pussy fluids, and her ass was so reddened that she didn�t even notice me prying her buttcheeks apart for my entry. She�d been on the precipice of climax to begin with and the sudden penetration of her anus sent her over the edge.
�Fuck, BEN!��Adrienne screamed.
I grinned when I realized she�d called me �Ben� in the middle of sex for the first time in a long time. But I didn�t slow down my invasion.
�Arrrrghhhh!!!� she groaned and twitched and grunted until I was balls deep up her asshole, my pelvis pressed tightly to her buttcheeks.
And then we FUCKED some more.
[THWACK!]
�Shit!�
[THWACK!]
�Shit-SHIT!�
[THWACK!]
�Motherfucking-SHIT!�
[THWACK!-THWACK!]
�Holy-URK!�
If Adrienne had been surprised that I was spanking her, she was even more surprised when my left hand clamped around her mouth, the index finger raised up to also block her nostrils. She couldn�t breathe for a second and instinctively panicked, bucking at me like a bronco and clamping her sphincter around my invading cock.
I didn�t let go of her mouth for a couple of seconds, letting her thrash about. But then I released her, letting her gasp for oxygen while I pushed down between her shoulder blades so that her arms buckled and she collapsed onto the bed.
�Oh, FUCK, Tiger,� Adrienne panted, twisting her body to the side. That presented her right tit off the bed and I eagerly reached out to grab it, squeezing the heavy meat in my palm and pinching the erect little nipple, looking so small against the expanse of titflesh. My left hand stayed on her hip, giving me the leverage to continue reaming out her anal chute. And with a maniacally devious grin, I continued fucking Adrienne�s ass in wild abandon.
�Fuck me...� she crooned. �Fuck my ass...�
[THWACK!] My left hand let fly to spank her in response.
�Mm ... take me ... use me ... abuse me whenever you want. I love you, Tiger ... I trust you, Ben...�
[THWACK!]
�Ohhh-FUCK! I�m cumming! I�m cumming with your cock up my ass and your handprints all over me. Fuck, Tiger! I�m fucking cumming!�
[THWACK!]
�Oh, hit me! Harder!�
[THWACK!]
�One more! I�m cumming!�
[THWACK!!!]
�OHHHHHHHHH!!!��Adrienne moaned.
�Unnngghhh,� I grunted.
And then we both came to a stop as the deluge poured out of me, spewing white hot lava into the depths of this stunningly gorgeous blonde�s anal depths. Her jaw quivered and her eyes fluttered, her mental vision turned inwards to imagine the pulsing jets bathing her bowels with sticky cream.
�Ohhhh!!!� a third voice chimed in, gasping cutely in the throes of orgasm. Adrienne and I both darted our eyes to the desk to find that Paige was sitting in the chair, a hand shoved down her own pajama pants as she brought herself to a self-inflicted climax. And when the petite redhead had finished as well, she sheepishly looked over at us with an apologetic, but satisfied, smile.
Adrienne just chuckled. And then she rolled forward onto her stomach, slowly extracting my cock from her distended anus. �Ahhh...� she sighed tiredly.
We were all quiet for a few long seconds. But once Adrienne had recovered her breath, she turned her head back to look at Paige. �C�mon, little one. Let�s hop in the shower and clean off our man. And then what do you say all three of us cuddle up in my bed tonight? We�ll change out Ben�s sheets tomorrow.�
Paige smiled brightly and I grinned. Sounded like a good plan.
* * *
The three of us slept wonderfully together, and I woke up to find my morning erection imbedded down somebody�s throat.
Adrienne smiled around a mouthful of my cock and then proceeded to blow me until I filled her belly with my spending. Paige stripped naked and jilled off while watching, but knowing I wouldn�t approve, she never made a move to touch me.
It all worked out though, because Adrienne had no such moral difficulties and the two girls rolled into a sixty-nine after Paige used her tongue to scrape all my cum off the inner walls of Adrienne�s mouth.
Then Adrienne cleaned up and went to her sorority fundraiser. Paige hooked up with Brandi, who took her shopping for bigger maternity clothes. And now sexually sated, I had a clear head as I finalized my belated anniversary date with Cadence.
I was going all out on this one to really treat my girlfriend like a Princess: Formal dinner in San Francisco. An exquisite tiara rented from a Prom shop. And even a horse-drawn carriage ride through Golden Gate park. The horses wouldn�t be magically-transformed mice, but we can�t have everything we want. I was going to show her I was committed to our relationship and that I had great hopes for a long and happy future together.
MARCH 20, 2004, SPRING BREAK
�You ready for this?� I held Paige�s shoulders in my hands, looking down at her reassuringly.
She took a deep breath, looked down, and patted her belly, now quite obvious as she started her fifteenth week of pregnancy. There was no way anyone could possibly NOT notice that the petite redhead was with child. Paige looked up at me and blanched. �I don�t know that I�ll ever be ready for this.�
�You�ll be fine. You�re a strong girl.�
�No, I�m not,� she whined. �I have no idea what I�m doing and I haven�t had any idea what I�ve been doing ever since I got here.�
I took a deep breath and squeezed her shoulders. �Just know that no matter what happens, I�ll be right back here in another week. Okay?� I gestured around where Brandi, Dayna, and Adrienne were right behind me. The Mustang was already packed. Adrienne was sticking around for the Spring Break week to do another modeling shoot and catch up on schoolwork. But Brandi and I were heading home for Keira McNeil�s wedding that very afternoon, and Adrienne was going to drop us off at Oakland airport so we could make it back in time.
�Right back here,� I repeated.
�I wish you could come with me. I�m going to be so scared to face them.�
I sighed. �I�m sorry.� I couldn�t imagine how difficult it would actually be for Paige to tell her parents she was pregnant.
�You won�t be alone,� Adrienne added. �I�ll be back in less than an hour, and me and Dawn will be right there with you when your parents get here.�
Paige nodded and then just pushed herself into my arms for a hug. I held her tightly and even scooped her up off her feet. And before I�d realized it, she lifted her head and pecked me on the lips. �I love you, Ben.�
I nodded. �I know.� She smiled at that and then I set her back down.
�If this goes bad, you�ll never get rid of me.� Paige looked up at me again.
�Bzzt, bzzt.� I mimed a bee buzzing around me and rolled my eyes before breaking into a smile. Paige smiled as well and then stepped back. And then at last, Adrienne, Brandi, and I hopped into the car.
The girls waved to us as Adrienne started the ignition, and we pulled out of the driveway.
I worried about Paige for the entire trip home.
* * *
Keira McNeil was more beautiful this afternoon than the day I first made love to her. She�d done a great job of losing her baby weight and looked trim and happy in a gorgeous white wedding gown. It didn�t hurt that her sizeable tits were bigger than I�d ever seen as she was still nursing little Colin; and the dress was cut to show off those nice assets. Her pale green eyes glistened with moisture as she fought not to cry happy tears. Her dark brown hair glowed in the sunlight reflecting off the ocean. And you couldn�t ask for better weather here in Laguna Beach.
It was inevitable that I would visualize what Keira looked like naked. After all, (A) I was a horny, teenaged male who wondered what�every�girl looked like naked. But (B), I could still remember the sight of her reclining across her bed, beckoning me to her and asking me to give her a baby. I could still picture her on all fours, bent over the couch�s backrest, looking over her shoulder at me and begging, �Fuck me, Ben! Fuck me hard!�
But I shook those images from my head. I�d been sixteen when we were really carrying on our affair, almost four years ago. It had been an�eternity�ago, and we were both very different people now. She was moving into the middle years of her life, focusing on starting her new family. I was in a vastly different point in my life, still slogging through college, yet to even begin my career. We were worlds apart and simply didn�t belong together.
So I mentally thanked Keira for everything that she�d given me. And then I let her go. She had her own life to live with a new husband and the baby she�d always wanted. And I had my own future waiting for me back in Berkeley.
* * *
On Sunday, I found myself lounging around the family room, idly flipping channels. The March Madness NCAA Basketball Tournament was still going on, but since USC, UCLA, and Cal had ALL missed out, I didn�t really care much. Stanford had been a #1 seed, but I was happy to see they�d been upset by Alabama the day before.
I was still flipping channels when the twins came down. Emma unceremoniously dragged me away from my comfortable spot in one of the couch corners, plopping me into the center cushion of the 3-seater sofa. Then one twin cuddled up on each side of me, using me as a backrest while draping their legs over the armrests in either direction.
Eden promptly swiped the remote control out of my hand and went looking for her own shows. I really didn�t mind as I found myself lost in thought over the two very pretty young girls leaning against me. The times had changed. Eden and Emma were fourteen, in High School, with nice tits and great asses and all those things that come with being a beautiful teenager. But for the first time in a long while, the vibes I got from them were from years and years past. These weren�t horny teenage girls wanting to explore their sexuality with me. These were just ... the twins, my baby sisters.
I felt no urge to let my hands drift down their chests to cop a feel. Neither twin made any move to grope me, either. We just sat there, watching TV, enjoying the familiar and comfortable presence of a loved one. It was like the twins were 10-years-old again. I imagined that if I whipped out the latest Grand Theft Auto, the girls would squeal for me to steal a pink car for them.
Right in that moment, I could scarcely believe all the sexual things the girls and I had done in the past couple of years. It seemed like another person, not me, who had french-kissed the twins and fondled their naked breasts and let them swallow his cum. Either that or it was really me and�they�were different young teenagers, not really my little sisters. I just couldn�t reconcile the acts that had taken place and the brotherly affection I felt for them right now.
The feelings confused me. After all, my brotherly affection had never interfered with me fucking Brandi�s and Brooke�s brains out. But after a few seconds of thought, I realized that I put those two sisters in a completely different category from the twins. Maybe it was the age gap. Maybe it was because Eden and Emma were just the babies of the family. Whatever it was, there was something about the twins that put them in a class of their own.
I thought about the future, and how my life was changing as I grew up. Lately, I�d been distracted by the dramas of my butterfly and my bee, developing this new relationship with Cadence and trying to figure out how best to support Paige. But when I expanded my thoughts beyond them, I realized just how�OLD�I was getting.
In a few months, Brandi would be graduating and moving on with her career and life beyond the core family. That meant in two more years, I would be doing the same. Already we were both in college, living 500 miles away from Orange County and from our parents. In another few months, Brooke would be arriving, having already gotten her admission to Cal as well. The three of us had this college life in common, or close enough to it. We were in a category of our own.
The twins, however, were at a completely different point in their lives. They were just barely in High School and had three more years of growing up to do. I had already seen how much the last two years of my High School career had changed me. My thoughts drifted back to Keira getting married yesterday. I had come to the realization that we were worlds apart, and that we simply didn�t belong together. Now, I realized that the twins and I were worlds apart as well. And as I realized that, I also realized that I was NOT the right person to take their virginities.
I didn�t regret the things we�d already done. The girls had been curious and na�ve. And as uncomfortable as it made me at times, I was much happier knowing the 13 and now 14-year-olds had explored their budding sexuality with me. I was safe. I loved them. And of course, the physical pleasure was pretty nice as well.
But that was then. This was now. The girls had grown up some and had their own experiences with boys. I wanted them to be safe, but they still had to try and fail and learn and grow, the same way Brandi and Brooke had during their teenage years. It wouldn�t do for them to be fixated on me, especially since I wasn�t around.
And that was the main point: I wasn�t around. Yeah, Brooke was two years younger than me. But after I took her virginity, I was still around her every day and night to satisfy her urges and teach her and protect her and generally BE a big brother. If I also took the twins� virginities, I�wouldn�t�be around for them. The simple fact was, once a girl started having sex, she�d want to continue. If I fucked them and went back to Berkeley, the twins would have no choice but to turn to their classmates and the people around them, whether they were ready to deal with those kinds of boys and men or not. And my ego added that if I gave the twins the greatest possible sexual experiences, everything else with fumbling High Schoolers would be a letdown. I just couldn�t do it to them.
My mind came back to the real world as I blinked and looked down at the tops of the twins� heads. The girls were still zoned out to the television, oblivious to the thoughts racing through my head. I tightened my arms, hugging them a little more firmly.
Eden noticed and looked up at me. �What�s up?�
I smiled back and leaned in to peck her forehead affectionately. �Nothing. Just thinking about how much I love you two.�
Both twins giggled and then snuggled deeper into my embrace. But again, there was nothing sexual about their movements. There were no indications that they might want to retire to a bedroom and practice kissing or giving each other oral pleasure. Whether consciously or not, it seemed that they�d also decided that they and I would be affectionate siblings, and nothing more.
That was fine with me.
It felt like I�d made a momentous decision. I wanted to share it, and I knew exactly who I had to tell. Patting the girls� shoulders, I said, �Let me up.�
Without questioning why, the girls simply sat up to let me scoot out away from them. Once I was gone, they turned themselves around and backed into the corners, letting their legs drape across each other�s. Their eyes were on the TV, big brother already forgotten. I smiled and turned away to look for Mom.
I found her in the living room, actually. She was chatting with Brandi about school and about her future plans. Both women looked up when I entered and Mom read the seriousness in my expression first. �What is it?�
�Uh, I don�t want to interrupt.�
�No, it�s fine. We�re just chatting.� Mom looked to Brandi for confirmation, and my sister just nodded seriously. It seemed both of them knew what I had to say was more than just a casual comment.
I took a deep breath to collect myself and glanced at Brandi, taking an extra half-second to decide that I didn�t mind if she was here for this. I took a seat on the couch next to Mom and looked right at her. �I know we had some talks about the twins and their, ah, development.�
Mom nodded and Brandi arched an eyebrow at the topic.
I took another deep breath and stated while shaking my head, �I am NOT going to have sex with the twins, even when they turn fifteen.�
Now Mom arched her eyebrow and she looked at Brandi while taking a deep breath of her own. Then she glanced back at me. �I see.�
Mom could tell that I had more to say, and very deliberately, I spelled out all the thoughts I�d just been thinking about on the couch, ranging from my belief that the twins and I were just worlds apart to how I wouldn�t be around for them in the aftermath if I DID go through with it. I explained that I didn�t regret a thing that I�d done with Brandi or Brooke, but that things were just very different with Eden and Emma. My narrative was a little disjointed as thoughts came back to me and I realized I�d zig-zagged around the logical progression of things. But I got my point across and in the end, both women were nodding in agreement with me.
�Aren�t you worried what will happen to them on their own?� Mom asked me when I was finally done.
I sighed and nodded. �Of course. I�m their big brother and I love them. But ... Brandi managed to work it out on her own, and she turned out alright.�
Brandi blushed and looked down in mild embarrassment.
�Besides, I think the twins have a good foundation. They�ve learned a lot � both of the positives and the potential negatives � from all of us older kids, including Adrienne. Brooke�s still around as an enforcer for a few more months at least. And I�m pretty sure you won�t have anything to worry about until next winter when the twins turn fifteen.�
Mom grinned. �We are NOT telling them about this little conversation. If I could convince them that they still need to wait for you until they�re eighteen, I would.�
Brandi and I chuckled. �You don�t want me to tell them?� I asked.
Mom shook her head. �No. I�m going to do whatever I can to keep them virginal and pure for as long as I can. Oh, I know they�ll need to learn eventually. But I�ve got the right to err on the side of caution.�
I sighed. �They�ll be disappointed though, next winter. I�m not sure they�ll really understand. I don�t want them to feel rejected or to hate me for it.�
Mom shrugged. �If it makes you feel any better, I�never�would have let you do it anyways.�
My head jerked back and I arched an eyebrow. �What?�
Mom grinned mischievously. �I never intended to let you sleep with the twins, Benjamin, for the exact same reasons you just laid out.�
�You didn�t?�
She shook her head. �But you realized it on your own, that it was the right thing to do. I�m very proud of you.�
My mouth gaped. I was still surprised at her declaration. �But if you were never going to let me, why did you let ME think I was going to do it?�
She shrugged. �Same reason I�m not telling the girls yet. Having that carrot out there helped keep all THREE of you in line. Like I said, I�m a Mom. I�ll do whatever I can to keep them pure and virginal for as long as I can. If we�re lucky, the girls will grow out of their infatuation with you by that time and it will all be a moot point.�
There was no mistaking the devious grin on Mom�s face. Brandi and I turned, looked at each other, and rolled our eyes. Then I looked back to Mom and sighed. �Fine. But if they don�t and the twins want to come skin me alive for making them wait and then not following through, I�m going to point them at YOU.�
�We�ll see...� Mom smiled. �We�ll see.�
* * *
I didn�t give the whole thing much further thought after that. It seemed that Mom was on the right track that the twins were growing out of their infatuation with me as they didn�t pursue me for physical pleasures at all that week. We did, however, share a lot of fun brother-sister time just chatting and loafing around the house. To my surprise, the twins had taken to playing on their Nintendo GameCube after they�d gotten home from school and finished with their homework. I got roped into playing Mario Party with them. And somehow they always got me to pick the pink go-karts or characters.
Brandi and I also did the sibling-bonding thing during the weekdays while our parents were at work and our sisters were at school, since the local district had a different spring break from Cal. Brandi was facing her rather permanent move out of Southern California as she�d already landed a job in San Francisco. And she seemed on a mission to visit all the landmarks she�d miss down south, like the Getty Center, Griffith Observatory, and Pink�s Hot Dog stand.
And of course, Brooke and I did our own version of sibling-bonding, the kind that involved my dick inside her tight pussy. With her own graduation and relocation up north fast approaching, she had no serious boyfriend and she�d been looking forward to this week for some time.
But after a pleasant week spent with family, I headed back to school...
... And back to my butterfly and bee dramas.
MARCH 28, 2004, SPRING BREAK
It was already evening when Adrienne pulled the Mustang back into the old familiar driveway, and I was quickly out the door and hustling around to the trunk. I grabbed both Brandi�s and my suitcases, trundled around to the front of the house, and went up the steps onto the porch.
The door opened before I got to it and Dawn stepped out, quickly hopping up to me and giving me a welcoming hug. �Hey, you.�
�Hey,� I replied warmly, hugging her back. But as happy as I was to see Dawn, my mind was on two other girls who were very important to me. �Is Paige back yet?�
Dawn looked at me sadly, holding my gaze for a moment before she blinked and shook her head. �No. No word. Not even a phone call since her parents came to get her.�
I winced at the memory. Dawn had called me on Sunday, after Keira�s wedding, to give me the recap. Paige�s parents at first didn�t realize she was pregnant, Paige�s mom even joking about her eating too much junk food. But deciding to get everything out then and there while she still had backup, Paige informed her parents that she�d gotten knocked up.
Dawn�s and Adrienne�s presence or not, the parents proceeded to verbally lash their daughter right there on the sidewalk until she was a sobbing mess. They caused such a scene that one passing bystander actually interposed himself between Paige and her outraged father, ordering the older man to back off.
Paige�s father just screamed that she was his daughter and he had the right to do whatever he wanted to her. Then Paige�s parents dragged her into their car and peeled out so fast they actually burned rubber. I wished I had been there for support, but Dawn assured me that my presence would have only made things worse.
In the here and now, I squeezed Dawn tightly and then took a deep breath. I told her I was heading out to see Cadence, and reminded Dawn to call me as soon as she had word from Paige. Then I headed back out and started walking to my girlfriend�s dorm a few blocks away.
I had absolutely no idea what I was walking into.
As concerned as I was for the Paige situation, I was in a happy mood as I rode the elevator up to Cadence�s floor. I could barely tolerate the two or three day gaps in seeing my girlfriend for the past couple of months as it was. Spending this last week without her had been an absolute torment, with only the phone keeping us in touch during the absence. Like everything, her style of chatting with me was more tease than content. She seemed to detest the phone even more than I did, and our cell conversations during the past week had all been quite short. As always, she left me craving more.
So I excitedly stepped off the elevator and briskly walked down to Cadence�s room. I�d told her my flight schedule so she knew about when I would be coming to her room. And I was expecting a happy reunion with open arms and maybe even a welcome back fuck. Our going away fuck had certainly been mind-blowing.
But as I passed the dorm lounge, a familiar face caught my eye. It was Peggy, Cadence�s roommate; and she was sitting on the couch with a textbook in her hands. She looked up when I came to an abrupt halt and gave her a little wave hello. She blanched and almost nervously returned the wave. And then her eyes swept over to the bedroom door.
There was a red ribbon around Cadence�s doorknob. At first, a sense of dread washed over me. Why would Cadence have put the red ribbon on the doorknob if I wasn�t in there with her? Bile rose up my throat and anger crept into my brain before my better judgment caught up with me.
Well of�course. Cadence knew I was coming home and she was preparing my welcome for me. Our anniversary date, with the carriage ride and all, had gone so well that maybe she was planning something REALLY special for me now. I bet she�d pre-emptively kicked Peggy out of the room and was likely waiting for me clad in some slinky lingerie designed to get me hard and out of my clothes as fast as possible. And with my burgeoning erection leading the way, I strutted up to the door.
�Motherfucking-shit! Fuck me! Oh, fuck me!�
My hand froze halfway to the doorknob. My jaw dropped and my heart thudded into my stomach as I heard the cries floating through the door.
�Pound me! Pound me!� Cadence cried through the door. �Shove that thick cock up my slutty asshole! Fuck me! Fuck me!�
My eyes went wide.�FUCK!
My arms tensed and I balled up my fists, readying myself to fucking BREAK down the FUCKING DOOR. But just as I reached up to start pounding, all the fight left my body and I felt like crumpling to the floor. Moisture formed in the corners of my eyes and a sense of anguish washed away the red anger in my mind. Why? WHY?
Feeling numb, I turned away from the door, away from the sounds of sex and away from HER. Staggering slightly, I headed right into the dorm lounge and moved beside Peggy, dropping my ass onto the couch while staring at the far wall.
�I�m sorry,� Peggy said softly.
Blinking, I asked while still staring at the wall, �How long have they been in there?�
�A half-hour. Maybe a little longer.�
My mind raced. I calculated the timing. Cadence HAD to know that I was coming. She�d even emailed me back to confirm my flight schedule. That meant she�d PLANNED for me to arrive right as she was fucking this guy. And at that realization, I�did�start crying and buried my face in my hands. �FUCK!�
Peggy was quiet, but I was sure she was watching me. I just tried to keep calm for a couple of minutes, but then I picked my face up out of my hands and looked over at her. �Do you know the guy?�
Peggy shook her head in the negative.
�She been with him before?� I asked.
�I don�t know. This is definitely the first time she�s brought anyone but you here, though,� Peggy said with a shrug, as if that piece of news would somehow help.
I sighed and then put my head down. We were both silent for a few minutes. Peggy just sort of sat there next to me, unable to return to her textbook and unable to just walk away from me. But eventually I turned and looked at her. �I�m going to stay here and wait for them. You don�t have to stick around here if you don�t want to.�
She was visibly nervous and glanced at the door and then back to me. �You sure?�
I nodded.
�Sorry,� Peggy apologized as if this whole thing were somehow her fault. She scooped up her book and bag and then almost raced out of the lounge, desperate to get the hell away from this situation. I hoped that this would somehow improve Peggy�s relationship with her own boyfriend. At least, then,�something�good would come of it.
And then I settled in to wait.
* * *
It actually didn�t take very long. I knew Cadence and I had some marathon sessions together, but twenty minutes later, the door opened and a tall, well-built guy came out fully dressed. Cadence was behind him, apparently wearing just a robe over her naked body. He turned to kiss her lips but she presented her cheek to him instead. And then he stood and said hesitantly, �I�ll call you sometime?�
�Sure,� Cadence shrugged noncommittally. Her eyes immediately darted over to me when she realized I was in the lounge. And then she almost pushed the guy out the door.
Obediently, he left and headed down the hall toward the elevators, shaking his head and muttering, �Crazy bitch.�
When he passed, I stood and headed to the door. Cadence looked at me with a curious expression, and then she tightened the robe around herself while going back into the room, running her right hand through her strawberry-blonde hair. I followed her inside and then closed the door behind me. My nose crinkled at the obvious smell of sex.
Cadence flopped onto the bed and sat upright. The robe parted slightly at her chest, revealing the deep cleavage of her 36D�s. She sighed and looked up at me, asking, �What are you doing here?�
I blinked and folded my arms across my chest, leaning against the wall. �I was coming to see my girlfriend after the Spring Break.�
She pursed her lips and looked away for a moment, then turned to face me. �How long were you out there?�
�Long enough.�
�And you stuck around?�
�I wanted to talk.�
Cadence sighed, tilting her head back and looking for the entire world as if she�d rather do ANYTHING but talk. I wasn�t too surprised. Deep conversations were NOT my butterfly�s forte. �Do we really have to?� she whined.
�I think we should.�
�I cheated on you. You hate me. We break up. Isn�t that how this is supposed to work?�
�Is that what you want to happen?�
She turned her head and then looked back at me. �Yes,� she stated firmly.
I arched an eyebrow. �You don�t want to talk about this and hope that maybe I�ll forgive you?�
�What?� Cadence looked shocked. �No, I don�t want your forgiveness! I want�out! That�s why I seduced that guy. That�s why I timed it for when I knew you were coming.� She stopped and rolled her eyes in obvious annoyance. �I wanted you to catch us so I wouldn�t have to fucking DEAL with this conversation!�
Just then my cell phone went off. I sighed and without looking, reached down and pressed the END button.
I folded my arms again and asked, �Why? Why did you want to break up?�
�Because this isn�t working, Ben. Because what you want and what I want aren�t the same thing. And because I thought this relationship would be fun!�
�Wasn�t it?�
�Most of the time,� she conceded. �But then we had these moments where you pulled shit like you�re pulling right now. You want to�talk�and you want to discuss our�future�and blah, blah, blah. It�s so boring! It�s not FUN!�
�And was�that�guy fun?� I pointed out the door. �Do you want HIM now instead of me?�
�Him? Eww, no! He was disposable,� Cadence flipped her hand. �I�ll never talk to him again. He didn�t mean anything to me.�
�So what? You used him? To hurt me?�
Cadence shrugged. �It�s worked before. Clearly I underestimated your feelings for me.� She shook her head. �And why is that? Huh? Just WHY do you have such strong feelings for me? What the fuck did I ever do that made you think we had a future?�
My cell phone went off again. This time, I held down the END button until the fucking thing powered off.
�Why couldn�t I think of a future with you?� I scowled. �Isn�t that why people get together?�
�No!� Cadence looked at me like I�d asked her if she wanted to eat live cockroaches. �I wanted a�boyfriend, not a fucking�husband! I wanted a reliable man who would open doors for me and treat me nice and fuck the ever-living-shit out of me whenever the hell I wanted! I wanted a date who would take me out to dinner and pull out my chair and then take me home and blast a load of hot cum up my ass! I wanted a steady source of dick, and you�re the best around!�
I chewed on that and glanced back at her. �Then ... then ... why weren�t we just fucking from the first date?�
�I don�t know! Why weren�t we?� Cadence glared. �Gawd, maybe that should have been my sign. I should have realized you were a romantic when you were playing it slow instead of jumping my bones like you did every other girl you met.�
�I�M a romantic? What�s with all that Princess crap?�
�A girl likes to be treated nice out in public, okay? That doesn�t mean I want to cuddle and get all mushy and talk about my�feelings.� She spat the word �feelings� as if it were the most disgustingly filthy curse word she could imagine.
�But if you just wanted to have fun, why were YOU waiting?�
�Because I don�t make a move until YOU show me that you want me. I just don�t. Except for that first time I asked you out � because I REALLY wanted to hook up with you � I�m not the kind of girl to initiate contact. What kind of Princess has to pursue a Prince?�
�You didn�t pursue...� I waved my hand in the general direction of the door. �...�him?� I questioned.
�Of course not.� Cadence rolled her eyes again. �He�s been after me for weeks. Yeah, I flirted with him and I teased him. And HE had the fucking balls to ask if he could come into the room with me the first chance he got.�
�Fucking hell...� I stared at her with a fury in my eyes. The S-word was on the tip of my tongue, but I was loathe to call anyone a slut, even her.
She recognized the foul expression on my face. Getting defensive, she growled. �Don�t get me wrong. I�m no slut. I turn down 99% of the guys that proposition me. But I turn down�100%�of the guys that DON�T, and it�s not my fault it took you�weeks�to get down to business.�
Still with the slut concept at the front of my head, I growled. �And how many of that 1% you DO accept happened since we got together?�
Her eyes flashed dangerously. �Before him? Zero. I was completely faithful to you up until today.� Then Cadence�s eyes dropped to slits and she sneered at me as she asked, �What about you?�
I snarled and looked away. I knew damn well I�d fucked both Adrienne and Brooke since getting serious with Cadence. While they didn�t �count� to me, I wasn�t entirely sure my girlfriend would have seen things that way. I started to compose a response, but Cadence beat me to it.
�Look, I don�t really care who you had on the side, be it Adrienne or even more than her,� Cadence sighed. �You never left me wanting, and that�s all that mattered. But right now, I just don�t want to waste any more time. This is already WAY more drama than I want to deal with, and there�s always another guy.�
I shook my head at how casually Cadence was dismissing our relationship. �Fucking butterflies...�
�Huh?�
�Nevermind,� I sighed.
�What do you want from me, Ben?�
�I wanted a�girlfriend, alright? If I just wanted to get laid, I could�ve just kept banging all your sorority sisters,� I griped, holding my forehead.
Cadence exhaled, dropping her chin into her hands. She looked as if this were the absolute worst torture she could imagine, trapped and having to TALK to me. �Sorry I�m not what you expected,� she drawled, not really sounding sorry.
But then a second later, she fixed those green eyes on me and stared at me seriously. �Look, when we first started, I didn�t know you wanted any deep commitments. I just wanted to have a good time and based on what I knew of you, seeing you flirt with all the other Tri-Delts, I thought that you were of the same mind.� She took a deep breath, this time looking truly apologetic. �I�m sorry. I should have realized it when you brought me to meet your friends on Valentine�s Day. I was just too excited to notice, I guess. I was hot and horny and really tired of waiting so long for you to make a move. And when you finally did, the sex was just so amazing that I forgot about everything else.�
Her candor and open honesty for once did wonders for calming me down. This was the most serious I�d ever seen Cadence, and I couldn�t help but remember all our naughty, nasty sex sessions. And unable to stop myself from smiling, I arched an eyebrow and drawled, �The sex�was�great, wasn�t it?�
She sighed. �I�m going to miss it. But sex alone won�t save us. Not when we want different things.�
�I want the intimacy and affection of a relationship,� I sighed.
�And I don�t. That�s our problem. And that�s why we can�t stay together.�
I nodded and turned to lean my back against the wall, tilting my head until I was staring at the ceiling. �There, was that so hard? Just talking to me? You didn�t have to debase yourself by fucking some random guy.�
Cadence chuckled and flashed me an impish grin. �But I LIKE fucking...�
�Still. This would have hurt less,� I growled. I still couldn�t get the vision of my girlfriend getting plowed by a random stranger out of my head. My hands balled into fists and I had to exhale slowly to keep myself calm.
�I�m sorry.� She shrugged. �Maybe next time.� I looked up to see that her whole posture had improved. She seemed to realize that our conversation was coming to an end and she wouldn�t have to deal with me and my emotions anymore. Like a true butterfly, she was already off to land the next flower.
I shook my head and cursed myself for being so stupid. Dawn had warned me that we were doomed to fail if we didn�t get on the same page. But I�d been blinded by a pretty face and great tits and never really paid attention to all the warning signs. I�d failed once with Adrienne, not realizing that we didn�t want the same things in our future. Now I�d done it again with Cadence.
What was this with me attracting girls who didn�t want to settle down? Maybe it was my own fault. Being the man-slut that I was, perhaps all the �nice� girls ran screaming the other way whenever I came around. No way would any of them want to put up with my wildly promiscuous ways. I�d made my own bed, playing around with the entire Tri-Delt sorority, and I had to sleep in it.
Cadence wasn�t going to change, and for me to waste any more time trying to make her was pointless. So shaking my head, I stood up straight and took a deep breath. I fixed the sleeves of my sweater as I looked wearily at my now�ex-girlfriend. �Fine. You�re free. We�re broken up,� I sighed. �You take care, Cadence.�
She measured me and nodded. �You too, Ben.�
I walked out the door, squeezing my eyes shut and trying to will the visions of Cadence and the other guy out of my head.
But the harder I tried, the more they stayed lodged in my brain.
I needed to PUNCH something.
* * *
I was quite morose and pissed off as I staggered up the steps to the house. I was also in pain, having attempted to knock down the wall in the lobby of Cadence�s dorm.
Wall 1, Ben 0. Fucking felt like I�d fractured my hand.
I went into the house to find the living room empty. I turned to head into my bedroom, but someone must have heard my steps on the hardwood because Adrienne�s door flung open and there was Dawn, glaring at me with a very pissed off expression on her face. �Where the FUCK have you been?� she squawked.
�At Cadence�s. You fucking KNOW that!� I barked right back, not in the mood. But I regretted the anger in my voice and softened, looking back at Dawn�s face. �What�s going on?�
�I�ve been frantically trying to get a hold of you. Your cell phone is off or something.� Dawn pushed the door wider open, to show Adrienne, Brandi, and Paige sitting on Adrienne�s bed. Paige was sobbing and the other two were trying to comfort her.
�While you were busy getting�laid, WE were dealing with this,� Dawn jabbed her finger at Paige.
�I wasn�t getting laid,� I spat back, too exhausted to try and argue with her right now. And I realized that now was not the time to argue anyways. So I pushed past Dawn and went into the room.
Paige looked up at me as I came in and just started crying even harder. She put her head down while the girls rubbed her back. The petite redhead was whimpering constantly, mumbling mostly. The only words I could make out were, �I don�t know what to do! I don�t know what to do!�
�Paige, Paige...� I said soothingly, shoving my own anger aside. It was actually good that there was some new crisis for me to focus on; it made me stop dwelling on Cadence. I reached my hand out to her and asked, �What�s wrong? What happened?�
Paige looked up me, her eyes dull and her face ashen. She reached out and took my hand in hers, crying, �My parents kicked me out.�
Ah,�hell.
Already emotionally wrung-out from the whole thing with Cadence, I simply sank down onto the bed and hung my head downward. Paige squeezed my hand and continued whimpering. Then she spilled the story for me.
�They were livid, of course, when they came to pick me up. They drove me straight to the church and we went in to see our priest. Then they kept me there almost the rest of the night, asking me questions over and over again until they were convinced I had told them everything.�
Paige took a deep breath and I managed to look at her, squeezing her hand.
Her eyes apologetic, she continued. �They don�t know much about you. I told them you were my boyfriend freshman year but we broke up. I told them you weren�t involved. They were more concerned with what was going on last semester.�
I shrugged and nodded. Her parents being mad at me wasn�t something I was worried about.
Paige sighed and looked at the other girls. They�d already heard this part, but being able to retell it had focused her narrative. �My parents know everything: the drugs, the sleeping around. They couldn�t believe that I didn�t even know who the father was. My dad was ready to excommunicate me right then and there.�
Paige grimaced and bent over, looking ready to start crying again. I squeezed her hand and said, �You don�t have to tell me everything. Maybe we should just get things calmed down right now. The girls can fill me in later.�
But Paige shook her head and looked stubbornly at me. I knew the look. When my little firecracker got something in her head, nothing would stop her. �I had to do some penance, saying prayers and things like that. My parents brought me home and then promptly locked me down. I couldn�t leave the house for any reason. We didn�t even celebrate my birthday. I turned 20 last Tuesday. Did you know that?�
She turned forlornly to Adrienne, who just pursed her lips and nodded. Adrienne was good about remembering people�s birthdays.
Paige sighed. �For the whole week, they gave me only bread and water � probably not the greatest diet for the baby. They made me pray or do these stupid rituals almost constantly. And then they did their best to show me the error of my ways and remind me how much I�d disappointed them. Like I didn�t know that already.�
She sighed and I just kept squeezing her hand, waiting until she�d talked it all out.
After a few moments to catch her breath, Paige looked at me and whimpered. She looked ready to cry again, her mouth a hard line with her lips pressed inwards. �Apparently I didn�t show them enough contrition. Never mind that I�ve already spent months beating myself up over it and I�m too tired of second-guessing myself.� She bit her lip and looked to the ceiling. �They never talked to me about what to do with the baby. I don�t know if they discussed any plans themselves. Nothing was talked about what to do in the future. It was only about the mistakes I�d made in the past and how they never should have let me leave home to go to college.�
Brandi and Adrienne were still rubbing Paige�s back and arms. They had tensed up, and based on their cues, I got the impression Paige�s story was coming to a close.
My little redhead took a deep breath and then looked at me. She was surprisingly calm at this moment, as if she�d accepted what happened. Or maybe it hurt so much that she was still in shock. Either way, her voice was clear and strong as she sat up straight and stated, �I had no idea what was going to happen when my parents drove me back to school. I was surprised they hadn�t talked to me about what to do with the baby at all. Frankly, I�d thought they wouldn�t even let me come BACK. But they drove me to Berkeley and dropped me off outside the dorm. Mom stayed in the car and Dad came around to pull my bag out of the trunk.�
Paige took a deep breath. I realized that everyone else seemed to be holding theirs in as well.
�He looked at me strangely and said, �You are no longer our daughter. We will cancel your credit cards and you are not welcome in our home. You have obviously chosen to take this sinful path in your life, and we will leave you to it. What you do from now on is up to you.� And then he got back in the car and peeled away from the curb.�
I blinked in absolute shock. She�d told me way in the beginning that her parents had kicked her out. But it still felt like�I�d�gotten kicked in the gut when Paige finally laid it out.
My male problem-solving instincts went to work. Perhaps it would have been better to be emotionally supportive. But then again, maybe Paige had been getting enough of that from the girls so far. I blinked a few times and then looked up, asking, �Is your tuition paid off through the end of the semester at least?�
Paige nodded and glanced at Brandi before returning to me. �I�m fine financially, for now at least. I got a full-ride, remember? Tuition, room, and board. Even medical. As long as I keep my grades up.�
I didn�t remember. I�d known Paige had some scholarships, and that she was a smart girl. But a full-ride? �Wow,� I breathed.
�So I won�t lose my dorm room,� Paige said carefully. �But, ah ... I mean, I know I said I wouldn�t be staying here long. But, I��
�You can stay here as long as you need. I won�t ever kick you out,� I said firmly. Only then did I look to my roommates for confirmation. Neither of them looked like they were going to disagree. Even Dawn was nodding her head.
Paige nodded and looked at her hands. Now that she�d told her story ... twice ... she seemed remarkably calm. Resigned, but calm. There was no imminent danger of losing a roof over her head or having to drop out of school. There was, of course, the impending arrival of a baby. But now with her parents no longer an option for support, maybe I could still talk Paige into an abortion. Or at the very least, adoption. She was in no condition to raise a child.
I�d been ruminating on these things for a few seconds, still holding Paige�s hand but staring off into space. It was Dawn�s urgent, �Ben!� that roused me, as I looked over to see that Paige�s eyes were fluttering and she was on the verge of passing out. Oops, she hadn�t been calm and resigned. She�d been in shock. And as her emotional reserves of energy were leaving her, she was toppling forward right at me.
Quickly I scooped my arms and caught her. Then without thinking about it, I lifted Paige like a little child and brought her into my lap. Her legs were on either side of me. Her arms were over my shoulders. And her head was pillowed on my shoulder.
�Hmm...� the little redhead whimpered and wrapped herself more tightly around my body.
Without a word to the girls, I pivoted and then stood up off the bed, still holding Paige in my arms. I walked out of Adrienne�s bedroom, straight across into mine. A few seconds later, I gently lay the little redhead down in my bed before turning and kicking off my own shoes and uncomfortable jeans. She pulled off her own jeans as well before tucking herself beneath the covers, shivering slightly at the cold touch. Then I slipped in beside her, cuddling the young, frightened girl against me and giving her my body�s warmth. I slowly talked to her, giving her soothing words about how I was there to help her. And eventually, we both fell asleep.
* * *
The pain didn�t go away in my sleep. Once I was out, my subconscious took over and kept me tossing and turning fitfully, never quite enough to wake me up but not letting me really rest, either.
I kept running through every conversation I�d ever had with Cadence. I kept seeing all the clues I�d missed: clues that she never wanted a permanent, romantic commitment. And I mentally thrashed myself over how stupid I�d been and the mistakes I�d made.
And I wasn�t the only one tossing and turning. Paige was having a rough night of her own, no doubt trying to cope with the idea that her parents had disowned her and that she was all alone in the world. It�s a frightening thing for a young girl who�d grown up very sheltered, to suddenly find herself tossed out into the real world. I couldn�t imagine what was going through her head that night.
At some point, my tossing and Paige�s tossing woke us both up. It was the darkest part of night, but there was enough illumination from clocks and the moon that we could see each other�s eyes as we turned to each other. And for a few seconds, we both calmed down seeing the face of someone special, someone who truly cared about us.
I was feeling abandoned by Cadence. While I wouldn�t have said I�d fallen in love with her, I�d put a part of my heart into our relationship and a lot of my hopes for the near future at least. I was feeling lonely and angry. I wanted to lash out at something and wanted to feel good at the same time. I am a sexual creature, and drowning myself in a sea of orgasmic bliss was always an option I looked for in moments like this.
Paige was feeling abandoned by her parents. She was tired and scared and alone. She was looking for comfort and love, in any form. And in me she saw a possibility for happiness. Wouldn�t it be wonderful for her if the only man who had ever stepped up to defend her came to love her again? Wouldn�t it be wonderful if she could once again be with the only man who had ever been a protective, considerate boyfriend? And how wonderful would it be if her greatest love married her and raised her child with her, sheltering and providing for her and her baby. She wouldn�t have to be alone ever again. And she could be happy for all eternity.
Of course, I knew what was I was thinking at the time. I wouldn�t find out what Paige was thinking for another day. But it didn�t matter. In that moment, we both wanted the same thing. I reached out to hold her cheeks in my hands, tilted my head, and closed my eyes as I puckered up. Paige trembled with excitement and eagerly met my lips, her eyes wide open for the few seconds as our mouths molded together. And then she whimpered in surprised elation before closing her eyes and giving herself over to the passion of our kiss.
From that point on, there wasn�t much more thought from either of us. It was sometime after 3am. We were both physically and emotionally exhausted. �Thinking� just wasn�t part of what happened next. We simply�moved.
We�d both fallen asleep in the T-shirts we�d been wearing the previous day, plus our underwear. Maintaining our liplock, I rolled us over so that I was on top. And then we started to pull off our clothing. Paige and I broke our kisses long enough for me to drag her T-shirt up over her face, up her arms, and then to leave it somewhere above the pillows. She reached behind herself to unsnap her bra, and then I snaked a hand up and underneath the loosened cup to fondle one of her pert 32B�s. All the while I ground my crotch against her hip bone. And our tongues dueled together inside of and between our mouths.
Paige�s hands then tugged at my boxer shorts, jerking at them hurriedly. I pulled away long enough to drag them down my ass, not even quite to my knees, but low enough to free my cock and balls. For a brief second I thought about taking the time to fully undress, but the urgent need to be inside her was too great. So reaching down, I pulled the crotch of her panties to the side, slotted my dick, and started pushing.
Paige tore her mouth away and grunted when my battering ram parted her tight pussy lips. She was wet, but not that wet, and her vaginal lips were no longer used to opening. She strained and groaned, spreading her legs to the sides to help. I lowered my chest onto hers, feeling her bra cups against my chest just beneath her neck. And I gripped her hips for leverage to continue pressing my thick member deep inside her moistening canal.
The petite redhead groaned as I sank in inch by inch. Her fingers bunched up my T-shirt, slowly dragging it up my back without trying to take it off. And eventually she raised her legs around my hips, crossing her ankles behind me and yanking inward, helping me force my way through her extremely tight tunnel.
�Oh, God, Ben!� Paige moaned right into my ear before licking the lobe. �Deeper ... deeper...�
�Ughhhh...� I groaned, pushing with desperate urgency. At last, I felt my pelvic bone mash up against hers and I collapsed onto her petite body, panting for oxygen after realizing that I�d been holding my breath.
�Mmm ... So good inside me...� Paige moaned.
Those would be the last coherent words either of us spoke until the very, very end. Like I said, �thinking� wasn�t a big part of what we were doing. And all we could muster from that point on were the grunts and groans of two young people fucking in the middle of the night.
�Gahhh ... Nnggaaahh...� Paige groaned as I started pumping in and out of her tight snatch. Her voice was breathy as she let her head fall back and let the rest of her body relax. She wasn�t quite a limp fish beneath me, but she was certainly content to let me do most of the fucking work.
�Unnnghh ... Hhuunnghhh...� I grunted with the exertion of thrusting myself through her clenching cunt, feeling her vaginal walls resisting me on the way in and then gripping me on the way out.
�Mmm ... hmmm...� Paige moaned as she moved her lips to my shoulder, tugging my T-shirt away from my neck and nibbling on the flesh she�d exposed while clutching my back as if her life depended on it.
�Ohhh ... Nnnghhooo...� I groaned as I felt her clamping her pussy around me even more, trying to match my rhythm by loosening to allow my entry and then holding me tightly as I withdrew. My hands scooped beneath her shoulder blades and held her still while I levered my torso up with my elbows so I wouldn�t keep crushing her.
�Ugghhh...� Paige groaned when I changed the motion, keeping my dick fully embedded inside her and gyrating my hips to carve my meat pole along the walls of her cunt to slowly stretch her out while also setting off all her inner nerves. But that only lasted for a minute or two before her heels tug into my ass and she jerked down on my shoulders, collapsing my chest onto hers once again. She then began to undulate her hips, fucking back at me to get the in and out motion she so desperately craved.
�Oh, fffuhhh...� I began, unable to complete the word as I gave myself over to the ecstasy. I�d been trying to watch her face, to show Paige the love and care I felt for her with my eyes. But now I just let my forehead burrow against the pillow and closed my eyes as I concentrated on driving myself through her tight pussy, feeling the exquisite pleasure shooting up my dick.
Our fucking had all been instinct. Neither of us really thought about what we were doing. This close to 3am, neither of us was really awake enough to think, period. And now our instincts driving us to find the ultimate pleasure were driving us to fuck harder and faster and deeper than before. Paige repeatedly flexed her legs, pulling her ass off the mattress and fucking herself against my invading prick as if I were a stationary sex apparatus. I kept my eyes closed and my head down as I rammed myself rhythmically, feeling like I was on one of those rowing machines in reverse as I drove my entire body forward forcefully before retreating back to do it again. And soon we were racing to our climaxes.
Thankfully, Paige beat me to it. I wasn�t thinking clearly but I would have regretted it if I somehow finished before her. Her petite body was dwarfed beneath me, but she was fucking back at me just as hard as I was fucking her. Careless for the jostling the baby in her belly had to be feeling, she flung her hips at me with abandon and started wailing out as her orgasm approached. �AAHHH! AAHHH! AAHHH!!!�
�UNGH! UNGH! UNGH!� I grunted right with her, fucking her so hard that tears started squeezing out from under my eyelids.
�AHH! AHH! AHH!� she chanted, her voice getting higher pitched as she sped up as well.
�UGH-UGH-UGH-UGH!� I followed right along, my hips flying as my cock pistoned in and out of her body at an uncontrollable speed.
And then she was there. �AAAAAAAAHHHHHH!!!� Paige screamed as the orgasm ripped through her body, an explosion of relief and pleasure that detonated deep inside her core and radiated outward until it seemed that her limbs were jerking from electric shock.
She actually threw off my rhythm when she came, jerking so violently that my cock was almost dislodged from her convulsively clenching cunt. But so close to my own orgasm, I gritted my teeth and moved my hands down to her hips, pinning them in place while I thrust frantically into her spasming snatch, desperate to cum as well.
Paige was just winding down when I finished. I gave three last herky-jerky thrusts before burying myself to the hilt inside her pussy. My cockhead banged against her cervical wall, tightly closed and sealed to prevent my entry. And then that cervical wall was bathed by hot, sticky jism as I started pouring out my frustrations, desires, and love in a seemingly endless stream of cum.
�ARRRGHHH!!!� I grunted as I came, my body jerking spastically with my cock as the epicenter. My back was arched and my hands gripped Paige�s hips so tightly I nearly bruised her. But she didn�t cry out against the pain. Already sated herself, she simply slid a hand beneath my T-shirt and stroked my spine soothingly, moaning pleasantly into my ear as I poured out my pleasure into her warm, willing body.
I collapsed again on top of her chest. The petite girl was barely a hundred pounds, but she supported me without complaint and kept rubbing my back while humming with deep satisfaction. Her legs were still wrapped around my waist, holding me deep inside her. And my cock slowly softened inside her now saturated pussy while the two of us cooled down from our nocturnal act.
�I love you, Ben,� Paige whispered softly, clutching my shoulders even more tightly and pulling my heavy weight even more firmly onto her.
�I know,� I replied and nuzzled her neck. �I love you, too.�

Chapter 19: Dawn�s Story

DAWN
AUGUST 17, 2002, SUMMER BREAK
My heart was already racing well before I saw the house. It felt like�ages�since I�d last seen Ben and Adrienne and Brooke and everyone else, even though this was actually the shortest wait to see them after a summer camp since they�d moved to Orange County.
Then my heart nearly stopped when I saw the family van parked in the three-car driveway behind a cherry red Mustang and Dayna�s Impala. They were already here.
Ben�was already here.
There was so much I wanted to tell him. There were so many feelings I wanted to share with him. I loved him beyond anything I�d ever felt or would ever feel for anyone else. He was my destiny, and I knew deep in my heart that we would be together when it mattered most.
I loved him so much that I was willing to wait for him. I wanted him to be happy, and that meant not interfering in his relationship with Adrienne. It hurt. It really, really hurt to not be with him. But I had faith that we would find each other again.
Dad parked our van on the street since the driveway was full. DJ popped the door even before we came to a complete stop, and she made a beeline into the house. I took a moment to calm myself, then more sedately stepped out, walked down the sidewalk, and headed up the steps onto the front porch. My luggage could wait for later. Right now, I HAD to see him.
I froze when I saw him. I mean, I was�expecting�to see him, but it was still a shock when I finally did. Every time I saw him again, I was amazed at how much he�d grown up in the past few years. Ben had always been a cute kid. Good bone structure, kind eyes, strong jaw. But he�d been short, even shorter than me, up until he showed up that summer camp when I turned sixteen. Now he was a 6�0� tall hunk of man meat, handsome and well-built. The boy attracted girls like he was made of chocolate. And he had a casual confidence that oozed out of his pores every time he moved.
And there he was. Ben was coming out of a bedroom, dusting off his hands and chuckling about something he and Adrienne were talking about. I wanted to run up and tell him that he meant the world to me. I wanted to tell him to leave Adrienne because only I could ever make him truly happy. I wanted to tell him that we belonged together.
But I couldn�t do that to him. I wouldn�t. Someday; but not right now.
Giving myself something else to focus on, I turned to Ben�s right. �Adrienne, hey!� I stepped forward with open arms.
Slightly surprised, the blonde bombshell nevertheless welcomed me with a hug. �Dawn! How was your summer?�
�August has been kind of a drag, actually. After the incredible highs of camp, it�s always ... I dunno ... kind of a letdown, you know?�
Adrienne smiled. �Yeah. I won�t miss the bugs, but I missed hanging out with you, DJ, and Felicia.�
I rolled my eyes, thinking of all the�wonderful�things Ben and Adrienne must have been doing without me. �Missed ... You can�t have been�too�bored having Ben all to yourself for a few weeks.�
Adrienne snorted. �To myself? Yeah, right. Brooke was always around, for one. And then a bunch of Ben�s girls all had to have one last farewell before going away: Heather, Candy, Allie, Helene. Believe me, we�ve been busy,� she laughed.
I arched an eyebrow. If Ben were mine, I�d want to keep him by my side as much as possible, not have him running around with other girls and leaving me alone to pine after him. �You don�t mind all that? I dunno. If I was still his girlfriend, I don�t think I could let him out�quite�that much.�
Adrienne shrugged and then grinned evilly. �Nah. As long as I get to join in. Think you had fun with Felicia?� Adrienne chuckled. �This one girl, Helene? We played her like a piano. Seriously, do-re-mi and the girl goes unconscious from too much pleasure. She wasn�t even into girls until we got a hold of her. But up until two days ago she practically had her face in my crotch 24/7.�
Ahhh ... That made more sense. Sharing Ben was completely different from letting him go off alone. And I started giggling at the thought of sharing him with Adrienne. She really was stunningly�gorgeous. �Speaking of faces in your crotch...�
The gorgeous girl in question grinned, running her eyes up and down my body with obvious interest. �Later. I promise,� she replied with an extra husk in her voice.
I nodded and then finally turned to Ben. The little interlude with Adrienne had calmed me down, but the nerves came back to me as I stopped a foot away and tried to smile. A month after parting at camp, my feelings for him hadn�t changed one bit. I was madly in love with him. I wanted us to be together ... forever. And I wanted to marry him. But I couldn�t have him; not right now. I wouldn�t do that to Adrienne. �Hey...� I began.
�Hey, you.� I could feel the war going on behind Ben�s eyes. He loved me. He really and truly loved me. But he was also IN love with Adrienne and wouldn�t abandon her.
My mind was racing again with all the jumbled thoughts and emotions that had paralyzed me before. But thankfully, Ben decided for the both of us what to do as he stepped forward, wrapping me up in the warmest hug imaginable. I sagged into his embrace and smiled, patting his back while he stroked my spine. And in a warm voice that sent tingles all over my body, he softly murmured, �It�s good to see you.�
�You, too,� I sighed before pulling myself back, an arm�s length away with my hands still on his shoulders. Our eyes met and our very�souls�reconnected. And with that knowledge, a sense of peace fell over me. I smiled and said, �We�re finally here. And now we�ll never have to be apart again.�
* * *
The new house had to have walls that were made of tissue paper. I was used to home, which while not 100% soundproofed, still muffled things well enough that you couldn�t hear someone fucking in another room unless you were listening very hard for the sounds. When I�d wanted to rub myself listening to Dayna or DJ entertaining a guest, I could. But when I�d wanted to do something else, any stray noises just faded into the background.
This Berkeley house was NOT like that at all. Ben and Adrienne were fucking up a storm and every moan, whimper, and passionate groan filtered out of their bedroom and through what seemed to be a hollow door. If the whole house was like this, either the five of us would have to confine our lovemaking to the late hours when no one was around, or we�d just have to accept that we were being broadcast to our friends and whoever else happened to be visiting. Knowing how horny we all got, I was expecting the latter.
I wanted to join them. Adrienne had certainly made reference to faces in crotches. And of course, I was simply DYING to feel Ben ... MY Ben ... deep inside me, filling me in ways that only he could ever do.
But I couldn�t. Ben and I couldn�t have sex anymore. I had a boyfriend now, and I�d promised Ryan that I wouldn�t. No sex. No intimate touches. Not even kissing. And besides ... it would HURT too much. I would be intimate with Ben, and yet, not WITH him. I just wouldn�t be able to handle it.
And so ... aching deep inside ... I leaned against the wall and listened to them.
A few minutes later, Adrienne screamed in orgasm. I also heard what sounded like open-palmed spanks to her asscheeks along with the accelerated pounding of the mattress on the bed frame. And then I heard Ben�s grunt of relief as he was no doubt spewing gob after gob of cock cream deep into Adrienne�s body.
I gave them a minute, trying to calm my own rapid heart rate. And then I opened the door and slipped inside. The still-naked couple glanced over at me and smiled while I turned to them with a smile of my own.
�I knew you�d come,� Adrienne beamed. Then she spread her legs, planting her feet on top of the mattress. �Come get your Ben fix!�
We�d agreed on this back at camp. I wouldn�t be able to do anything directly to Ben, but I could still do this. He was my drug; I was addicted to him. And I already knew there would be many more days like this when I could suck his cum out of Adrienne�s pussy, tasting his unique flavor and fantasizing about getting it directly from the source. I quickly crossed the room and sank to my knees between Adrienne�s spread legs. Without the slightest delay, I rammed my tongue into the gorgeous blonde�s slit and began slurping noisily, tasting the mingled orgasmic cream of the both of them. And I moaned happily, feeling like I was tasting the most heavenly dessert imaginable.
�No, Ben. Don�t.� Adrienne�s voice rang out above me.
Though I couldn�t see him, I felt Ben�s presence behind me. I arched my back and thrust out my ass, beckoning him to undress me just enough to shove that beautiful cock into my welcoming body. I wanted him. I WANTED to fuck him.
�You can�t, remember?� Adrienne said softly. I wasn�t sure if she was talking to him or me.
The tears started rolling down my eyes as I realized that I could quite literally taste my Ben, but nothing more. I couldn�t be with him, no matter how much we might want it. Not right now at least. I clung to the �not now� part, dreaming of �later�.
And then I felt Ben�s lips against the back of my neck as he brushed my hair to the side. He kissed me with a tenderness that melted my insides. These kisses were our most intimate of platonic gestures, and the touch of his lips felt so pure and wonderful.
But I wanted more. Right here, right now, I was willing to throw all my rationalizations away. They made sense when Ben and I were 500 miles apart; but here, in the same bedroom, it just couldn�t work. I couldn�t be�this�close to him and NOT want to be�with�him.
I didn�t love Ryan. I loved BEN. I didn�t care if I fucked up his relationship with Adrienne, as much as I liked her as a friend. I wanted MY BEN. And as I felt him pull his lips away from my neck, I pulled my head out of Adrienne�s crotch and turned around, getting to my feet.
�Ben!� I reached for him, my jaw covered in honey and spunk. My eyes pleaded for him to seize me, ravish me, and never let me go.
�It�s okay,� Ben gestured for me to stop with both hands. He smiled at his girlfriend adoringly, clearly in love with her. In love with HER. Not ME. And I felt my heart cracking as I saw the expression on his face.
�Go ahead and get reacquainted with each other,� Ben continued. �I�ll be outside.�
I blinked several times, feeling sadder than I had in my whole life. How could he reject me?
But a few seconds later my rational brain caught up with me. Ben was right. This was what we had decided on. This was best for the both of us. There would be time for us later, when we both grew up. We would be together again, when BEN became the man I knew he could be. It wasn�t our time just yet, and I didn�t want to ruin our future for a few fleeting moments of lust today. It hurt, but I could wait for him. So I nodded in understanding.
�But Ben,� Adrienne sat up, a frown on her face. �Don�t you want to watch?�
Ben sighed and bit his lip. I saw the same pain I felt reflected in his eyes. �I would�, he said. �You�know�I would. But I can�t; it would just be too hard.� And then with all the same anguish I felt inside etched across his face, he grabbed a pair of shorts and left.
I looked at the closed bedroom door for a few seconds before I felt Adrienne�s fingers softly caressing my cheek. �He loves you. You know he does.�
I nodded.
Adrienne smiled beautifully before sighing and saying, �I�ll give him back to you someday; I promise.�
I turned to look at her, arching an eyebrow.
�I love him,� she continued. �I love him with all my heart. But I�m not the kind of girl to marry him and give him kids and all that jazz. I need him, Dawn. I love him and I need him. I know it�s not fair that I�m keeping the two of you apart, but God help me, I�need�him.�
I bit my lower lip, remembering the pain of that first week at summer camp and not sure how to feel right now about this girl who had stolen my soulmate. I didn�t blame her. A lot of things, including my own decisions, had led all three of us to this point. But it still hurt.
Adrienne stroked my cheek again, giving me a hopeful smile. �Still ... Maybe when I�m a stronger person, maybe when I don�t NEED him so much, I�ll give him back to you.�
Still biting my lip, I looked at the gorgeous girl with a simultaneously hopeful and scared expression.
She just cupped my cheek, her hazel eyes twinkling, and stated, �You�re destined to be together. And someday, all your dreams will come true. I�ll just keep him out of trouble until that day comes, okay?�
I took a deep breath and nodded. Then Adrienne pulled my face to hers and planted the softest, sweetest kiss on my lips. Our tongues intertwined for a few moments and then a little sigh of pleasure escaped my mouth.
Adrienne smiled and stroked my back lovingly. �Come on. Let�s get reacquainted and celebrate our friendship in a sea of bliss.�
AUGUST 18, 2002, SUMMER BREAK
There was an awkward moment at breakfast. I�d made pancakes and eggs for everyone, but the eggs were all eaten by the time Ben and Adrienne made it to the table. It was their fault they were late. I�d heard Ben grunting from what sounded like a morning blowjob.
In any case, I was perfectly happy to make more eggs. I was already cooking and I knew just how to make them the way Ben liked. But Adrienne had insisted that she take over, giving me a �Hey,�I�m�his girlfriend� look. We�d shared a moment yesterday, coming to the understanding that she�d give him back to me eventually. But for now, Adrienne was still the outsider to our group and a little protective of her position.
Throughout breakfast, Ben looked like he wanted to talk to me. And when the time came to head out and give Adrienne a tour of the campus, Ben changed the plans and had Dayna and Brandi escort Adrienne so that he and I could talk. I felt myself starting to get tense the very second he suggested it.
And so Ben and I ended up on the couch together, leaning sideways against the backrest while looking at each other nervously. Ben actually looked more nervous than me, which made me smile as I watched him trying to organize his thoughts. At the same time, he looked like he wanted to just seize my head and shove his tongue down my throat.
I wanted him to. And I was contemplating starting a volcanic kiss myself, damn the consequences, when he abruptly asked, �How was your date with Ryan last night?�
I blinked a few times, surprised by his question. It had been my first date with Ryan since seeing Ben again, and the whole evening had been a little awkward. Ryan had gone so far as to ask if I�d fucked Ben already, and he didn�t believe me when I told him I hadn�t. It took a half-hour to convince him otherwise, and even then he seemed skeptical throughout the rest of the night. We didn�t even have sex, and I came back to Berkeley unfucked and unsure that I ever really wanted to again with Ryan. My whole relationship with my boyfriend felt different now that Ben was here, and I just couldn�t relax.
But I didn�t tell Ben all that. How do you talk to an ex-boyfriend about your problems with a current boyfriend? I just replied some stuff about Ryan dealing with a new school, just like us. Ben asked about some of my other friends as well and I reminded him that Gwen and Robin were attending Cal as well.
Still, eventually the conversation worked back to me and Ryan, and I finally told him, �When it came right down to it, I just couldn�t.�
�Why not?�
We edged around the issue until I finally admitted, �Because ... I knew you were here.�
�Dawn...� Ben looked sad for me.
�I just couldn�t. Not while you�re in the same zip code, Ben.�
�He�s your boyfriend,� Ben said gently.
�YOU should be my boyfriend,� I whimpered, looking at him sadly. �That�s the way things were supposed to be.�
�So what do you want?� Ben sighed helplessly. �You break up with Ryan and I break up with Adrienne and we fall in love and get married and pop out a few kids?�
�YES, � I wanted to exclaim, but didn�t. I wanted it desperately, but it would never happen. I turned and pushed my forehead into my palm. �Doesn�t matter. You�re not going to break up with Adrienne.�
�No, I�m not,� he stated firmly, staying loyal to his girlfriend.
Seeing his devotion, I sighed and thought about my boyfriend as well. As much as I loved Ben, I appreciated Ryan. He�d been a great boyfriend, always attentive and caring. And he�d been HERE for me when Ben wasn�t. I guess my expression changed because Ben looked at me sharply and breathed, �And�you�don�t want to break up with Ryan, either.�
He was right. I didn�t. I wanted them both. I wanted the love of my life, my destiny. But I wanted the big, strong man who�d held me in his arms so many times, who had comforted me and loved me and been around for me this past year. Why couldn�t I have both? �Am I a bad person?� I whimpered. �When you�re around, I want you so badly. And when you�re not around and it�s just Ryan, I feel so much for him.�
I shuddered in agony. Ben reached forward and bear-hugged me, surrounding me with strength and warmth. �It�s okay, Dawn. You�re not a bad person. That�s just being human.�
My breath came in heaving gasps. I was shaking and sobbing in Ben�s arms, wracked with guilt. �I�m sorry, Ben. I know I should only want you! I�m sorry...�
�No, shhh ... You have nothing to be ashamed about. I understand.�
�But I�m�supposed�to be with you.�
�Life doesn�t always happen the way it�s �supposed� to.�
I sobbed, not understanding my life and the way things were unfolding. Wasn�t it supposed to be easier than this? Wasn�t everything supposed to magically make sense when Ben and I could be together in one place again?
My breathing eventually slowed, and then without moving my face away from Ben�s chest, I exhaled forlornly. �I knew it. I always knew it. At camp, I even said things would be this way. But I guess it didn�t really hit me until just now.�
He just patted my back.
�Here we are, at Cal, the way we always said we would be,� I sighed. �Only you and I aren�t the way I�d thought we would be.�
�I never thought things would turn out this way either, if it�s any consolation,� he replied softly.
I pulled away and looked up into Ben�s handsome face, searching his eyes. He would have the answers. He would think clearly for us and tell me what to do. He was my Ben. I had faith in him. �What do I have to do?�
He brushed my hair back against my scalp. I LOVED it when he did that. Looking strong and serious, he asked, �Dawn, are you my friend?�
�Yes, Ben. Forever.�
�Can you be just my friend? Not my girlfriend?�
My eyes tightened but I set my lips in a determined line. �I�ll be whatever I have to be.�
�But can you really just be my friend?�
�I have to. I need you in my life, Ben. It physically�hurts�when you�re nearby but I can�t be around you. I was in absolute AGONY that first week of camp.�
�But I�m in love with Adrienne.�
I thought about what Adrienne had told me before, about loving him and keeping him busy until our time had come. I smiled, relieved at knowing she would give him back to me someday. �Then I�ll wait for you.�
He puckered his lips and I quivered at the thought of him kissing me. My heart raced for a second, then calmed when he kissed my forehead tenderly. �I�ll always love you, Dawn. Never forget that.�
�I won�t.�
�You have to do something for me, Dawn.�
�Anything, Ben.� Anything, anytime, anywhere. I LOVED him.
Ben took a deep breath. �You have to not be IN love with me.�
I sighed, a long, long exhalation filled with mourning and resignation. �I know.�
But knowing was one thing. DOING, on the other hand, would be a lot tougher.
AUGUST 19, 2002, SUMMER BREAK
The introductions went well. Ben looked surprisingly relaxed, smug even. I wondered if Adrienne had given him a little therapy to calm him down for this. However he managed it, his sense of calm did wonders to settle Ryan down a bit as well. My boyfriend was still edgy, but at least he was under control.
So Ben introduced Adrienne and I introduced Ryan. We chatted about personal history and the usual over a couple of beers. I had to admit I was quite proud that Ryan kept his eyes on Adrienne�s face for the entire time. Even�I�had a hard time not ogling her fantastic tits every time I saw them.
Things got a little tense when the boys hashed out me having sex with Ben at camp, and then me having sex with Ryan last Thanksgiving. But Ben started calming things down as he explained that we would now just be friends.
�She still loves you,� Ryan said stiffly.
�And I�ll always love her,� Ben replied. �But Dawn�s my best friend, not my lover anymore. That�s a boundary we won�t cross, I promise you. I�m IN love with Adrienne, here.�
Ryan was skeptical. So Ben finally put everything up front and in the open. �You once told me that if I let her go, you wouldn�t give her back,� Ben said. �Here we are. The choice is yours.�
My eyebrows shot up. I didn�t remember them having THAT conversation before.
Ryan took a deep breath and replied, �No. It�s not.�
The room went silent and you could cut the tension in the air with a dull spoon it was so thick. Ryan took a deep breath, then turned and held both of my hands in his while staring me dead in the eyes. I felt instantly nervous and under a very, very powerful microscope. �Dawn, the choice is�yours,� my boyfriend stated. �I love you. I know you�re not in love with me, but I know you care about me and I still see the potential in �us�. But I don�t want to be trapped in a relationship if you don�t really want to be with me.�
My chest suddenly felt constricted, as if I couldn�t breathe. My jaw was tense and my eyes clicked back and forth staring into Ryan�s penetrating gaze.
�So Ben�s right there, Dawn,� Ryan said softly. �For the first time in a long while, you�re looking at the both of us at the same time. It�s no longer a choice between a live me and a phantom soul mate 500-miles away. I need to know: Do you want to be with me?�
I didn�t look at Ben. We�d made our own choices together, and I was afraid that if I looked at him now I would change my mind. I had to do this quickly, before I second-guessed myself, so I took one deep breath, squeezed Ryan�s hands, and said firmly, �Yes. I do.�
I watched my boyfriend�s eyes light up at my words. Hurriedly, he jerked on my hands and grabbed my head, planting his lips on mine and sealing us together in a passionate kiss. All of Ryan�s desperate love and fear poured out at the same time as he lost himself in me. It felt�good.
It felt REALLY good.
He wasn�t my Ben; but it felt really good to be loved by�someone. And now all my old arousal was back.
I hadn�t gotten laid in a LONG time. Yeah, I�d had sex with Adrienne a couple of days ago, but I hadn�t had anything nice and hard and throbbing deep inside me in far too long. Ben and I wouldn�t work out just yet, but I had a big, strong boyfriend who loved me and made me feel so good. I wasn�t IN love just yet, but Ryan made me happy and I knew I cared a great deal about him. Plus, he was damn good in bed.
My skin was flushed as I stared at this gorgeous hunk of a man: 6�2�, muscles on top of muscles, square-jawed, and with beautiful, crystal clear blue eyes. He was my boyfriend. He was all MINE. There were no doubts about that. There were no other girls to compete with. Ryan adored me and only me. And I felt a pleasurable tingle racing up my spine as I fondly remembered all the wonderful times we�d already spent together.
I was gonna get FUCKED. No more hesitations. Ben and I had made our choices. So panting with arousal, I turned to Ben and Adrienne. �Uh, I think I�m going to go drive Ryan home now, okay?�
Ben chuckled and nodded. Adrienne chirped, �Have fun you two.�
I stood up and pulled my boyfriend with me. Ryan at least had the sense of politeness to stop and turn back, saying, �It was nice to meet you, Adrienne. Ben, see you later.�
And then I couldn�t wait any longer. Giggling, I practically dragged Ryan out the door.
AUGUST 23, 2002, SUMMER BREAK
Mmm ... I loved my life. My boyfriend had fucked my brains out every which way every day since Monday, and I still had a house full of gorgeous women to play with. Don�t get me wrong, I love men and I love cock; but there�s something so sensual about another woman�s touch, especially a woman who knows me so well.
I had two such women already working with me. Brandi was fully naked and lying flat on her back. An equally naked Dayna was straddling her best friend�s face and oriented to lean down and fondle Brandi�s upright tits. And I was happily tonguing away at Brandi�s bare-shaven pussy. Not only was Brandi a dear friend and an excellent lover, but I got an extra naughty thrill knowing she was Ben�s big sister. Somehow, that knowledge made her taste even sweeter.
�Ohhh, eat me, Dawn,� Brandi cooed, pulling her mouth away from her best friend�s snatch for a few seconds. �Dayna, I think that girl�s even better than you!�
�Ha!� Dayna giggled and then shoved her cunt back into Brandi�s face. I looked up to see my big sister winking at me while she tweaked the brunette�s nipples. �Well, we�ll have to do a comparison, won�t we? After Dawn�s finished with you, I�ll take a turn and we�ll�see�which Evans girl is the best rug-muncher in the family.�
I picked my head up, my jaw coated with feminine nectar, and added, �Then we�ll have to drive you down to get reacquainted with DJ, just to make sure.�
�Hey, for all you know, our mom could be the best pussy-licker,� Dayna drawled.
�Eww! Dayna!� I squealed.
And then they arrived. Ben and Adrienne finally came in to�their�bedroom, where the three of us roommates were already having sex. Adrienne giggled something about a plan and then raced toward us, already stripping out of her own clothes. The busty blonde bombshell practically tackled Dayna off of Brandi�s face and rolled her over to do their own thing. Any further discussion of an Evans-family competition was forgotten.
Now, all my attention was on where Ben was and what he was doing.
Freed of her oral obligations, Brandi set to guiding my head between her thighs. I heard Ben moving around behind me and for a moment, fantasized about him thrusting his cock into my dripping wet snatch. Already, I was feeling even more turned on knowing he could see my naked body, glistening with sweat. I even wondered if my pussy lips were flowering open for him, giving him quite the view from my back side.
And then I felt him kiss the back of my neck. Ben kissed me with a soft tenderness that let me know he was there, and that while he might have wanted to plunge himself inside me, he wouldn�t. We were still intimately connected, but ... platonic.
Instead, he moved around the bed next to Brandi�s head. The beautiful Junior with dark hair and blonde highlights turned her face to eagerly suck her brother�s dick. I moaned and felt a fresh surge of arousal watching the siblings� incestuous blowjob, and I smiled at Ben before resuming my cunnilingus on his sister. Our eyes stayed locked together, though, sharing a quiet moment as we double-teamed Brandi between us.
That set the tone for the rest of the night. Ben and I never touched each other again. But in a way, we still made love through the girls between us.
We started with me sitting back against the headboard, Brandi on all fours eating me out while Ben shafted his sister�s cunt from behind. I felt like I was on fire, staring intensely at Ben, cramming Brandi�s face a little harder against my crotch while I imagined it was MY cunt Ben was slamming into over and over and over again. �Fuck me...� I mouthed. �Fuck me...�
Harder and harder Ben pounded Brandi, his ab muscles clenching and his pelvis jarring his sister�s body with each rhythmic impact. �Oh, fuck,� Ben grunted, nearing his orgasm. And then with a final lunge he slammed forward and began spewing his load into...�me...
I closed my eyes as I lolled my head back and moaned in orgasm. �Fuuuuuuck...� I imagined I could feel each spurt of cum ... Ben�s cum ... jetting into my body. Perhaps Ben was imagining it too.
But the reality was: I couldn�t feel it. I couldn�t even taste it. Part of our new agreement to keep things platonic was that I wouldn�t even seek out his cum, not out of Adrienne�s pussy or anyone else�s. To taste his cum would be �sexual contact�; and if I was really going to commit to my relationship with Ryan, I couldn�t let myself do that anymore.
Instead, it was Adrienne who returned, promptly rolled Brandi over, and then dived her face between Brandi�s legs to slurp out all of Ben�s jism. That left Ben and I just staring at each other, recovering from our orgasms, thinking of what could have been.
Maybe this wasn�t such a good idea.
But then Dayna rolled Ben onto his back, knocking him away from looking at me. My own big sister slurped his dick into her mouth, sucking like a vacuum and bobbing her head up and down to rapidly bring him back to hardness. The process was made much faster when my big-titted sister sandwiched his cock in her double-D tits, wrapping him up in warm titflesh and fucking him with her chest. And soon Ben was recharged and ready to go.
Ben then grabbed Dayna and rolled�her�onto her back. He grabbed her ankles, lifted them up, and wrapped her legs around his waist before gripping her hips and ramming his dick into her juicing cunt in a single thrust.
Dayna had just barely stopped her first scream when I climbed aboard, straddling my sister�s face to continue getting orally serviced. I couldn�t have Ben, but I could play with whoever he WAS allowed to fuck.
This also put Ben�s face just inches away from my own, as I rode my sister�s lips and Ben leaned forward to continue pumping her pussy. It would be so ... easy ... to kiss him. And it was certainly tempting. But this was our test. This was our first chance to prove we could handle the boundaries of our relationship, and I wasn�t going to fail him now.
So Ben and I stared at each other from just inches away, watching the contortions of ecstasy crossing each other�s faces. And I stared into his eyes while feeling the sucking lips and nubile tongue swishing around my pleasure centers. Dayna was always sooo good at munching pussy.
�Eat me...� I groaned. �Eat me...� And then my eyes half-closed and I grimaced as a fresh orgasm swept through me. Ben�s eyes went wide and he seemed energized watching me cumming. And he started drooling a bit while fucking Dayna even harder, staring at me and my big, wobbling tits all the while.
Eventually, I came down from my high and urged, �Switch with me, Ben.�
Ben arched an eyebrow, not totally understanding. But he obeyed and gingerly slid out of Dayna�s sopping wet pussy while I dismounted my sister�s face. Below us, Dayna was gasping for oxygen and trembling from the latest orgasm Ben had given her. Then I moved around to take over tonguing my sister�s snatch while Dayna frantically beckoned for Ben to come around to her other end.
�Fuck my tits, Ben,� my slutty sister urged. �Fuck these big puppies and cum all over them. Cum on my face and spray on my tits!�
I pretty much heard more than saw the rest. Ben wound up straddling Dayna�s chest for the titfuck. That put his gorgeously tight ass right in my face, egging me on while I nibbled on my sister�s clit. Ben really had a NICE ass: tight and muscular, without a trace of flab. I�d lovingly caressed it more than once in my time.
I brought my sister to an orgasm, making her scream somewhere above me. Her thighs clamped around my head while my tongue wrapped around her clit. But then her focus was back to the big dick in front of her face. I didn�t blame her. I would have been focused on it myself. �Do it! Cum on my face,� Dayna urged. �Hose me down, Ben!�
�Arrghh!� Ben grunted, about to blow. I picked my head out of Dayna�s crotch and crawled up the bed to watch the money shot. Ben was gripping her breasts tightly and thrusting uncontrollably through her mammaries. His whole body jerked as if he�d been electrocuted, and he gasped, �Fuck!� at the moment of climax.
One ropy string of jism shot out and splattered against Dayna�s forehead, painting down the eyelid and onto her right cheek. Ben jerked again and a second shot ran from her chin down her throat as she angled her head away to scream in ecstasy. And then he lifted his dick from her cleavage and aimed the big thing downward as he emptied out the rest of his cum all over her chest, coating Dayna�s big tits with creamy globs that splattered pretty much everywhere.
�Cumming!� Dayna screamed. �I�m cumming! Ben�s cumming! On meeee!!!�
I returned back to Dayna�s crotch, shoving my tongue into her twat and vibrating my entire head to prolong her orgasm. She kept going for what seemed like five minutes. But eventually the gorgeous older babe went limp on the mattress beneath me. And then I picked my head up and called to Brandi and Adrienne, �Come clean her up!�
Ben and I then moved out the way, sharing knowing smiles as Ben�s sister and his girlfriend promptly pounced onto Dayna and began slurping jism off her tits with their tongues.
I watched them jealously for a moment before coming to my own resolution: This was the way things had to be. This was the choice we�d made ... together ... Ben and I hadn�t lost each other. We were friends � best friends � forever. As friends, we could be eternal. And as friends, we would always have the possibility of becoming more.
Impulsively, I raised my hand up to Ben in salute, palm outward and fingers extended up like I was giving him a Native American greeting. I wasn�t sure how he would react, but a second later Ben smiled and raised his hand to match mine, lining them up together. Our hands didn�t quite touch; the palms never got closer than half an inch apart. It was a symbol of our relationship, and both of us smiled as we realized that no matter what else we were going through, we were still on the same wavelength together.
Still with our hands just a fraction of an inch apart, I beamed at Ben while he beamed right back at me with a happy grin. �Come on,� I told my best friend. �There�s one more girl to go. Let�s figure out how we can double-team Adrienne.�
AUGUST 30, 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Pick your jaw up off the floor, Bert.� I chuckled and nudged the tall but skinny Korean-American guy standing next to me. He was a decent-looking man, and with a little bit of work and a few extra pounds, I thought he could be considered quite the hunk. But he seemed to really get flustered around beautiful girls.
Right now, Felicia had just walked through the door, the gorgeous 22-year-old fashion model looking like a walking wet-dream in some slinky sleeveless dress that hugged her willowy body and ended just a scant inch below her ass. She exchanged greetings with Ben and then turned to his girlfriend, who was right beside him. �Hi, Adrienne. Thanks for the invite.�
Adrienne blushed. �No problem. You should actually thank Dawn. It was her idea.�
Hearing my name, I stepped forward next and exchanged hugs with Felicia. And then almost deferentially Felicia cast her eyes downward. �Thank you, Dawn,� the brunette said quietly.
I fell right back into a pattern from summer camp, when Felicia was my slave and I her mistress. I didn�t think either of us took it too seriously now that we weren�t at camp anymore; but playing along, I condescending patted the model�s shoulder and intoned, �You�re welcome.�
Then Adrienne collected Felicia and dragged her off to the kitchen. They definitely made for the better pair of friends. And Dayna meandered by, bumping her hip into mine. �Hey sis. I know you told me, but I never really believed it,� she said while nodding toward Felicia.
I giggled. �Oh it was easy. Once Ben fucked her brains out, it was a simple matter to go in and re-wire her new brains to my liking.�
Dayna and I exchanged grins and then we went off to enjoy the rest of the party. And it�was�a great party ... well, maybe more of a �social gathering� than �dance party�. But it was early in the year and everyone was still happily in getting-to-know-you mode. Younger freshman mingled with older upperclassmen. Guys mingled with girls. And people weren�t shy about meeting new strangers or asking them probing questions. Others were just looking to hook up.
Some�people were a little more aggressive about it than others.
It wasn�t a huge party. There were about twenty-five people in attendance, the five of us roommates plus a smattering of Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends. Little Paige Jacobsen, the petite redhead that Ben and Ryan had rescued earlier in the week, was also in attendance, chattering so fast it was hard to keep up. I didn�t really like the girl. She had glommed onto Ben right from the beginning, following him around like a lost puppy and clearly appearing to have the mother of all crushes on him, despite the presence of his girlfriend Adrienne.
But I figured Paige would grow out of her crush eventually and besides, Ben was being Ben: wandering around on his own flirting with every pretty girl in sight. Given that most people were Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends, there were a LOT of pretty girls around.
There were also quite a few cute guys. The boys had to be pretty handsome or charming or something to keep up with Dayna�s crew. And while I was always cognizant of Ryan�s presence beside me, I did some mild flirting of my own.
Most of my time was spent with Dayna�s friends. They all knew me as Dayna�s little sister and the girls were eager to take me under their wing and give me advice about boys, school, and everything else under the sun. They also enjoyed flirting with my handsome stud of a boyfriend, and Ryan seemed to be enjoying the attention himself.
The problem came because the male friends ALSO knew me as Dayna�s little sister. Dayna was a wild one, with a corresponding reputation for being a wild one. And unfortunately, one of the guys in particular assumed I was just like her.
At some point, the girls had brought their boys together for an organized meet and greet. Well, the boys didn�t know we�d organized it, but we girls liked doing things like that to them. So Ben, Ryan, Brandi�s boyfriend Matt Kanemura, and Dayna�s boy toys Aaron Collins and Kevin Weiss came together for a couple of drinks and a chat. Then we girls slipped away, giggling to ourselves and speculating on what our men would end up talking about.
A few minutes later, I ended up back in my bedroom with Gwen and Robin. My friends didn�t know many people and while they�d been mingling some, they felt more comfortable with me. But we�d all been drinking and nature called, so I stepped outside to use the bathroom.
I had to wait a minute, since Marian Liu was using it first. We exchanged hellos when she got out and I went in to do my thing. Afterwards, I checked my appearance in the mirror. And then I opened the door with my left hand and started out.
�Dawn! Heyyy, sugar!� a male voice called out.
I�d still been looking at the mirror and turned my head to see Aaron Collins waltzing up to me with arms outstretched as if he wanted to hug me or something. There was a goofy grin on his face and a half-empty beer bottle in his left hand. �Uh, hey, Aaron,� I replied casually and then started heading back to my bedroom.
[whump]
A meaty hand came out of nowhere and plowed into the wall next to my head. Aaron had thrust his arm out to block my passage, and I jumped a little in surprise when I found him leaning over me, his breath stinking of alcohol. �Hey, I wanted to ashk you a queshtion,� he slurred.
I blinked rapidly, feeling uncomfortable, but not yet threatened. Aaron was one of my big sister�s boy toys. He would know better than to mess with me. I figured he was just drunk.
�Maybe later,� I said and took his wrist, pulling his hand off the wall to let me pass in that direction.
�No. Now!� Aaron grunted and slammed his hand into the wall in front of me again. Then he leaned forward, putting his face just inches away from mine even though I backed up against the wall myself, having nowhere further to retreat. His left hand, beer bottle and all, came up and pushed against the wall on the other side of my head.
I was effectively trapped, and NOW I was feeling threatened. My breath sped up and my heart started racing as he leered down at my boobs. I saw a trickle of drool leak out of the corner of his mouth and start dribbling down his chin. At this angle, it would actually drop right onto upper slopes of my breasts in another few seconds. �Aaron...� I pleaded quietly.
�I jusht want to know if you�ve ever given your boyfriend the sishtersh-fantasy,� he slurred. ��Cuz if you and Dayna have, I jusht wanted to know when it�sh MY turn!� His right hand dropped down my side, grabbing my ass and giving it a harsh squeeze.
�Hey!� Ben�s voice rang out, clear as a bell. I closed my eyes and sighed with relief. He was here to rescue me. How he knew I was in trouble, I didn�t know. But I just�knew�he�d felt my panic from wherever he was.
Aaron was suddenly yanked off me, Ben jerking his shoulder around and pushing him back a couple of feet. I�d never seen Ben so angry; it was almost scary. But if HE looked scary, Ryan looked downright terrifying. And a second later, Ryan pushed past Ben to grab Aaron by his shirt, bodily yanked the guy away, and slammed him into the opposite wall.
The commotion alerted everyone around. Some girls poked their heads out from the archway to the living room. Gwen and Robin appeared in my bedroom doorway. Ben�s and Adrienne�s door opened as well, with their friends looking out. And after thirty seconds of Ryan growling something unintelligible at Aaron, Dayna and some of her other friends came around as well. It felt like everyone at the party was suddenly around us.
�What�s going on?� Dayna stared at Ryan and Aaron.
Ryan just physically pulled Aaron off the wall and shoved the guy towards Dayna. �Tell your boy-toy to keep his hands off my girlfriend.�
Dayna�s eyes went wide open in shock and anger. �Did you touch Dawn?�
�Dayna, please,� Aaron mumbled.
�Did you�touch�her?� Dayna�s voice got even louder.
�Well, I��
�Get out,� Dayna barked coldly.
�Dayna!�
�Go�home, Aaron.�
�Fucking bitch,� the guy grunted and suddenly Dayna rushed forward, slapping the guy�s face loud enough for the sound to carry through the whole house.
�Go�HOME, Aaron!� Dayna�s voice was the definition of �Hell Hath No Fury�.
The guy wizened up and left. After that, most all the upperclassmen cleared out, leaving just my friends in one doorway and Ben�s in the other, along with me, Ryan, Ben, and Dayna in the hallway. Ryan was protectively cuddling me beneath his arm.
�How�d you know?� Ryan asked Ben.
�Huh?� Ben looked surprised.
�How�d you know she was in trouble?� Ryan nodded down to me.
I looked over and my eyes met Ben�s. Time slowed down for a moment as his eyes sparkled, while I communicated all my gratitude to him in my eyes. He smiled. I smiled. And the world once again made sense.
Ben looked back to Ryan, shrugging and saying, �I just knew.�
And then Ben and I were smiling at each other again.
SEPTEMBER 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
�You look a little frazzled today,� I bumped my hip into Ben�s, momentarily knocking him off balance while we trudged up the hill. He looked handsome in a short-sleeved polo shirt Adrienne had picked out for him at some boutique shop, with jeans that showed off his great ass without being too tight.
�Don�t wanna talk about it.�
�What? Big Ben goes a night without sex and he wakes up all cranky?� I teased. He and Adrienne had been going through roommate conflicts ever since they moved in together. Once, it was about laundry and the hamper. Yesterday, it was about grabbing the wrong Comparative Lit books. I was almost HAPPY I wasn�t Ben�s girlfriend. I wasn�t sure I ever wanted to deal with those kinds of nitpicky problems.
�I said I�don�t�want to talk about it, Dawn,� Ben grumped.
�Hey, what good is it being your best friend if I can�t tease you every now and again,� I giggled.
�Dawn...� he growled.
�What? You gonna get mad at me? Come on, I�d like to see that. You�re NEVER mad at me,� I laughed mockingly.
�Grr!� Ben turned and dipped his shoulder, pushing it into my midsection and lifting me up. I squealed in surprise and then started laughing as Ben stood up straight with me flopped over his shoulder like a rag doll.
�Ben! Ben!� I shrieked and giggled at the same time.
�I�ll show you mad!� he laughed and spanked my butt.
�Ben!� I exclaimed in surprise, feeling the warmth of sensation crawling up my ass ... and maybe a different kind of sensation in a slightly�different�spot as well.
Ben spanked me again. �Naughty girl!� [spank]. �This�ll teach you to tease me!� [spank]
�Okay! Okay! I�m sorry!� I laughed and immediately he set me back down onto my feet.
�Whew...� I sighed, slightly out of breath from the excitement. I put my hands on my hips. �Sometimes I forget how strong you are.�
Ben shrugged. �Fucking improves muscle tone.�
�Maybe...� I grinned mischievously. I just�couldn�t�resist teasing him some more. �But unfortunately you missed your regular workout last night.�
Ben rolled his eyes and then darted forward. My eyes went wide and I turned and ran away, cackling gleefully.
Ben gave chase, and I ran at only half-speed. I kind of�wanted�him to catch me. I wanted him to hold me close, bend me over, spank my ass, kiss my throat, squeeze my breast, pull down my panties, and ... ohhh...
But Ben deliberately didn�t quite catch me. So I kept on bobbing and weaving and giggling excitedly. I hadn�t had this much fun in WEEKS as I ran in circles around a tree or a bench or up a little hill, my wonderful best friend chasing me the whole time.
And then finally, I stopped and turned right in front of Ben. He couldn�t help but run into me, grab me around my waist and lift me into the air. We spun around together, laughing gaily and smiling radiantly at each other.
But at last our breaths started giving out, and I felt the strain in his arms from holding me up. I patted his shoulders and Ben looked at me longingly for the briefest of seconds. I�m not sure he even realized he was doing it. Then he set me back down, the both of us pausing to replenish our lungs with oxygen.
Smiling sweetly, I then wrapped myself around his arm and squeezed it warmly. And hand-in-hand, we set off to get to class.
OCTOBER 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
Great, now I�m actively HELPING Ben maintain his relationship with his girlfriend.
I sighed inwardly and forced myself to focus. The most important thing was for Ben to be happy. And right now, if his relationship with Adrienne fell apart over something as stupid as video games, he would end up miserable.
Yeah, the selfish part of me hoped he and Adrienne would just break up naturally, and then I could be there to pick up the pieces. But then I didn�t want to be Ben�s rebound. I wanted him to really WANT to get back together with me. I wanted him to actively choose me.
Plus, I wasn�t entirely sure I wanted to be with Ben just yet. Ryan was being a great boyfriend. Yesterday, I�d barely noticed my feet were hurting; but Ryan noticed and without being asked, walked up and started giving me a foot-massage while I was studying. He still brought me drinks whenever he was up, knowing I was thirsty before I did. And then he�d been so sweet about not even mentioning the word �sex� around me when my last period left me cramping and miserable.
Maybe Ben and I worked better as best friends. There were no fights. We saw each other every day. And without all the sex stuff getting in the way, I was truly getting to know him as a grown-up person. Yeah, I fell in love with his soul when we were like 4-years-old. But as friends, he�d been learning all my little foibles like my strange fixation on country music (not a common thing in the Berkeley-Oakland metro area), the fact that I was a pretty bad driver (�You�re scary when you think and drive,� he�d commented), and my nervous habit of picking at my cuticles.
These were all the little things we hadn�t learned seeing each other only one month out of the year since we were ten; and there was a lot of catching up to do. We were becoming best friends in practice, not just in name. And I had to admit it was easier to do not having the pressures of a romantic relationship.
So I took a deep breath and focused on fixing my best friend�s relationship with his girlfriend instead of thinking about getting him to re-start ours. �Ben, you�ve heard of the three S�s?�
He shrugged. �Sure. Study, Socialize, Sleep.� Ben grinned. �Pick two.�
�Picking only two is for slackers. C�mon, Ben, you�re smart enough and balanced enough to do all three. I am. Adrienne is. But you seem to be skipping Sleep. And for what?�
�I�m doing okay,� he said defensively.
�On sleep? That�s just for now; it�s only been a few weeks. But if you keep this up, those lost hours will catch up to you.�
Ben frowned.
�But even the sleep isn�t the point. Cuddle time with your girlfriend is really important to her. There�s a fourth �S�, especially for you two: Sex.� Great, now I�m telling Ben he needs to improve his sex life with another girl.
Ben grinned, �The most important �S�.�
�Not for you, apparently. Adrienne says you�ve turned down sex a few times lately. Now THAT is not the Ben�I�know.� I shook my head.
�So what are you saying?�
�I�m saying you need to stop and think about what your priorities are. And I�m saying that every relationship is built on communication. You need to talk to your girlfriend about this gaming addiction, not me.�
�But��
�No �buts�. Talk to her.�
Ben rolled his eyes. �You sound like Brandi.�
�Good,� I grinned. And then I put my hand on his. �We all love you, Ben. We�re all looking out for you. And we won�t LET you screw this up.�
Ben smiled. I smiled. And I realized that I really did like this new relationship between us.
NOVEMBER 2002, FRESHMAN YEAR
Hot and sweaty, our boys returned home from the gym as victorious champions. Well, not�champions, but they�d won their basketball game.
�So Ryan had his man biting on head fakes all day, and just when it was game point and we really�needed�a play, Ryan goes all Kobe Bryant, taking the ball at the top of the key with an eye on the basket.� Bert said excitedly, waving his hands around to illustrate the positioning. �He dribbles left and then head fakes right, and��
Robin rolled her eyes, looking at Ben. �Does he ALWAYS talk this much?� she asked in her classic Robin-esque deadpan.
Ben snorted and looked into his Coke. �You tell me. YOU started dating him.�
Robin sighed and smiled at her boyfriend, who just looked hurt for a moment. Fortunately, Ryan spoke up to save the day. �Relax, Robin. Bert�s just getting to the best part.�
I smiled proudly at my boyfriend. He was always such a good friend to the others: polite, supportive, and loyal. He�d never throw one of them under the bus for any reason. He�d even become pretty good friends with Ben, as far as I could tell. Yeah, they didn�t exactly hang out together. Fact was: Ben was my ex-boyfriend, which would be awkward enough for any guy. But since Ben and I had gone out of our way to make clear that ours was now a platonic relationship, Ryan was becoming friendlier. And basketball had been bonding them lately.
Robin looked to Ben, who nodded in confirmation, leaning in. �Bert just wants to tell you about how he made the game-winning shot. Your boyfriend�s quite the athlete.�
Gwen snorted. �Really?� She shook her dirty-blonde head doubtfully.
�Really,� Ryan chimed in sincerely. �Game MVP. Couldn�t have won it without him.�
Ben nodded seriously and Robin actually cracked a smile. �Really, baby?�
�Really,� Bert was beaming now. And he was even happier when Robin pulled his head to hers and pressed her lips to his.
�Aww...� I smiled and kissed Ryan�s cheek. Adrienne was doing the same to Ben. And that just left Gwen and Paige to quietly simmer in jealousy.
Robin then pulled back, smiling at Bert before fixing her boyfriend with a dead-serious expression on her face. �Okay now really. How many points did you score?�
Bert blushed. �Uh, just the three.�
�And how many did Ryan score?�
Bert chuckled. �Twelve. Ben had six. Matt had the other four.�
�And you just played the one game?�
�Uh, no. Three.�
�And how many points did you score in the other two games combined?�
�Uh, I think five.�
�So you scored the least on your team?� Robin smiled.
Bert steeled his spine, picked his head up, and looked at Robin confidently. �Yeah. But they were the most important three points in the game.�
We all grinned at that.
Fifteen minutes later, we were all separating to get cleaned up. Robin was taking Bert back to her place since the two of them were going out for dinner. Ben was going to take a shower. And we were sending Ryan upstairs to Dayna�s and Brandi�s bathroom at the same time.
Ryan had stashed his backpack in my bedroom while the boys had gone to the gym, and he went in to retrieve a change of clothes and his towel. When we came out, the door to Ben�s and Adrienne�s bedroom opened up and the pair of them came out wearing nothing but their towels, arms around each other and giggling.
This time, Ryan couldn�t resist ogling Adrienne�s spectacular body. The towel wasn�t nearly big enough for her 5�10� frame, the top barely high enough to cover her nipples while letting those massive tits bulge out the top. The bottom didn�t quite cover her asscheeks, the last inch or so of her globes curving downward in the naked air.
If Adrienne noticed Ryan�s stare, she didn�t react. Her eyes were all on Ben as they went into the bathroom together, giggling the whole time.
My own eyes were on the half-naked pair as well. I could already imagine what they�d be up to in the shower together, and I could imagine what WE�D be up to in the shower. So moving up alongside my boyfriend, rubbing his bulging bicep, I murmured in a husky voice, �That looks like a good idea. Gimme a second to grab a towel.�
I started moving away but Ryan grabbed my arm. �Wait. No!� he hissed and looked around nervously as if we weren�t the only ones around. The house was completely deserted except for the four of us, and Ben and Adrienne were already in the bathroom.
�Why not?� I frowned. �Don�t you want me to wash your back?�
�No, not really.�
I pouted. �C�mon. Don�t you remember when I gave you a blowjob in your shower back home?�
�That was back home,� Ryan stammered, still looking around nervously. �This is...�here. I�m just not comfortable.�
�Ryan-Ryan-Ryan,� I sighed. �There�s nobody around.�
�People could still hear us. This place has paper-thin walls.�
�So? The only ones who might hear us are Ben and Adrienne. I assure you that they don�t�care.�
�Well,�I�care,� he said defensively, clutching his bag over his body like he was ashamed to show me his body.
I rolled my eyes in sudden annoyance and pushed him away. �FINE. Go. Don�t want to keep you waiting.�
He realized he�d upset me. Ryan was DEATHLY afraid of ever upsetting me. �Dawn ... please...�
�No, no,� I waved him off. �Go take your shower. I�ll be right here.� I shrugged and turned back into the living room.
Ryan watched me go for a second. And then I heard his footsteps going up the stairs.
I flopped onto the couch while Adrienne�s giggles and then moaning started to waft out of the bathroom. Ben�s grunting soon followed.
Rubbing my temples with my fingertips, I cursed my prudish boyfriend and sighed, trying not to imagine what Ben and Adrienne looked like beneath the shower�s spray.
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�Wait, WHAT?� Ben blinked several times, not quite believing what Adrienne had just told us.
�Come ON, Tiger. It�ll be fun!� Adrienne said gleefully. �And I want to watch!�
�So do I!� Ben protested.
I chuckled to myself, imagining a blindfolded Ben frantically darting his head left and right, wondering what the hell was going on.
�Pssht. That would defeat the whole purpose.� Adrienne shook her head. �And it�s not like you aren�t used to me blindfolding you.�
�C�mon, Ben,� Dayna drawled. �Isn�t a blindfold a small price to pay for fucking a bunch of hot girls?�
Ben rolled his eyes. �It�s no fun if I don�t know WHO it is. I figured that out last time,� he glared at Adrienne. �It was interesting, yeah. But I�m not just a living dildo to be used by a faceless stranger. I like some emotional connections with a girl, you know?�
Dayna sighed but shrugged. �It�s your call. You don�t have to be there. But we�re gonna kick you out of the house on Saturday.�
I decided to pipe up. �If you�re uncomfortable, Ben, I�ll hang out with you. We�ll go visit the others somewhere. Maybe even drive out and spend the day in San Francisco or something.� I had been thinking to ask Ryan to do this for me, but if Ben wasn�t going to be there, then a double date with Ryan and Adrienne might be fun instead.
But then Ben barked in alarm, �Wait, are YOU staying, Adrienne?�
Adrienne sighed. �If you�re not there, no. I wanted to play with some of the girls and watch you...� She exhaled. �But, if you don�t want to do this, I�ll hang out with you guys, too.�
The disappointment in Adrienne�s voice was obvious. Ben�s face fell as he heard it, and I watched the gears turning in his brain. Clearly, his girlfriend wanted to do this, not for the guys but for the other girls, oddly enough. That warranted its own conversation until Dayna started commenting about how girls got just as horny as boys.
�People look at us as sluts if we act on our feelings like boys would,� Dayna said. �This is a chance for the girls to cut loose and enjoy themselves without fear of how a guy will look at them afterwards or give them any negative reputations. Plus ... yeah, you�re living dildos; but you�re also gonna get to fuck a dozen hot chicks. Everybody wins.�
Adrienne added, �And it�s just a blindfold. You�ll have free use of your hands and everything else. You can feel and touch and everything. Just keep your mouth shut if you figure out who any of them are.�
Brandi chimed in. �Look at the bright side. We�re actually asking you and giving you the option of agreeing or disagreeing instead of just dragging you into this. It�s really your call.�
Ben took a deep breath and looked at Adrienne, who had such a hopeful expression on her face. And after another moment�s thought, he started nodding. �Okay. I�m in.�
Brandi snorted. �Don�t seem so depressed about it.�
Ben chuckled and then furrowed his eyebrows. Then he looked straight at me. �Ryan in on this?�
I blushed. The girls had told me their plan yesterday, and I was thinking it would be pretty fun. The simple fact was that I had not had any male lovers except for Ben and Ryan (Mark had ceased to exist in my mind). And Dayna was right on point about the desire to cut loose a little bit without being labeled a slut. I took a deep breath and answered, �Not yet. But if you�re in, I will be asking him.� Then a little sadly I added, �Our relationship has needed a little spice in it anyways.�
Ben nodded thoughtfully, watching me intently. I was sure he could see right through to my heart, sure that he would recognize the horny bitch inside me that wanted to go wild and crazy, even if just once in my life. Ben didn�t judge me. I already knew he accepted me and accepted this curiosity of mine. Of course, I�d only had two lovers and he more than I could count. He had no place to judge.
And I sighed at the rut my relationship with Ryan had fallen into. He was a sweet, generous, wonderful boyfriend. It�s just that he could get ... boring ... sometimes. There was just no spontaneity in our relationship anymore.
Maybe this would shake him up a bit.
* * *
I was nervous as hell when I walked into that room, wearing a simple bra and panties. At first, I�d thought of wearing something slinky or sexy; but then Dayna reminded me that all the boys would be blindfolded and couldn�t see a damn thing.
Still, I wore something�nice. There would still be nine other girls who COULD see me, and I wanted to look good for them, too.
At first it was just me, Dayna, Brandi, and Adrienne. The six boys were spread around the living room, either on couches or comfy chairs pushed against the wall. Dayna marched to the middle of the room with an imperious tilt of her head, and she laid down the rules. �Rule 1: You do NOT remove your blindfold. You do and there will be a LOT of pissed off girls who will make sure you never get laid in this town again. Rule 2: The girls are in charge. You stop if they tell you to stop. Rule 3: You only exist as living dildos for us. If you get too worn out to continue, we will escort you out. No sense in spending more time risking you learning the girls� identities. Rule 4: No names. Even if you manage to identify a girl, don�t say her name out loud. And the girls won�t say your names, either. And Rule 5: You all swallow these.�
I put a water bottle and two pills into Ryan�s hand. He turned his face toward me when the bottle touched him, and I instinctively shrank away from the blindfolded man, even though he was my boyfriend. Unable to see me, he then slowly panned left and right, trying to relocate me as I realized I�d pulled the bottle and pills away from him. Nervously, I put them back. One was a tablet of ecstasy to loosen the boys up and make them susceptible to our touches. Some of the girls had taken them, too. The other was Cialis to keep the boys hard.
After checking to make sure all six boys had dutifully swallowed their pills, Brandi went to the stairs and called up, �Ready!�
Angela Chan, Monique St. Claire, Kerri Trainor, Julie Carpenter, Marian Liu, and Tracy McMillan all trooped down wearing nothing but lingerie. Then we girls fanned out, and the party began.
For comfort, I started next to my boyfriend. I wasn�t yet sure how to approach another man, not even sure I wanted to go through with this. Dayna was right: even girls get horny and want to fuck. But we like a little personal connection to go along with it, and my instincts were resisting this plan to experiment around.
Julie Carpenter also came over by me. I knew the pretty brunette girl had a thing for my boyfriend, and she was grinning almost over-excitedly as she approached. The older girl reached for my hand, squeezing it gently while her eyes questioned whether or not I was really okay with this.
Could I watch my boyfriend fuck another girl? Yeah. I�d seen Ben do it enough times, with my own sisters, Gwen, and Felicia. It was just sex. Ryan didn�t even know who the girls were, so I really wasn�t concerned with him losing his attachment or affection for me.
I was more worried about me fucking another guy.
But that was for later. Right now, Julie had put her hands on Ryan�s thighs, stroking them firmly. Ryan was panting softly, looking nervous as all hell. He clearly could tell that it wasn�t my touch, and he tensed up when Julie reached for his shorts.
�Relax, babe,� I soothed into his ear. �I�m right here. And I�m totally okay with this.�
Ryan relaxed enough, and he turned his face to me. Impulsively, I leaned down to kiss him, and he welcomed me eagerly. We kissed with the familiarity of old lovers, his tongue exploring the inside of my mouth. But just when�I�started to relax, Ryan tensed up again and pulled his head back, grunting urgently.
I looked down to see that Julie had completely swallowed Ryan�s cock, fully seven-and-a-half inches of turgid man meat right down her throat with her lips sealed around the base. �Oh, shit!� I gasped in surprise.
This was it. I was watching my boyfriend getting sucked. And I had to admit ... It turned me on.
I found that my hand was absent-mindedly rubbing my own crotch through my panties, and I leaned in to whisper into Ryan�s ear. �Feel good, babe? You�ve got a pretty girl with her mouth wrapped around your dick. And it isn�t me.�
�Unnghhh...� Ryan groaned. He did very well at professing his love for me, keeping his eyes from straying and being steadfast in his loyalty. But he was still a male, with a male�s instincts to spread his seed. And whether he wanted to admit it or not, he was more turned on right now than he�d been with me in over a�month, just knowing he was getting sucked off by someone else.
I kinda wondered just�who�he was fantasizing about though...
Meanwhile, I looked over to see Tracy McMillan going down on Ben while Adrienne egged her on. I realized that there was even less jealousy in me than I would feel over Ryan. Ben was just a sexual creature, and monogamy wasn�t in his DNA. Even if we did get married someday, I knew that I would never be his only lover. I might put him on a tighter leash, but he would always roam.
Elsewhere, the boys were getting into action a little faster. Brandi�s boyfriend Matt was already flat on his back on one of the mattresses while Dayna was straddling his waist, obviously bouncing up and down his cock. Marian Liu was sitting on his face at the same time, and Dayna was presently leaning forward to tweak the much smaller girl�s perky titties.
On another mattress, Alan Kwok was leaning over Angela Chan, plowing her good. Kevin Weiss was with Monique St. Claire. And Brett Benson was with Brandi. Heck, Adrienne had left Ben and was dyking it out with Kerri Trainor nearby. It seemed that I was the only one not doing something.
I rather nervously looked around the room. Just what did I want to do? More to point, WHO did I want to do? Ryan was the obvious choice. But then, I could fuck him any time and did I really want to deny him a chance with another girl? This was a once in a lifetime opportunity for the both of us. Ben ... Ben was off limits. Ben was off limits.
Ben was off limits.
I sighed ... Ben was off limits.�Don�t even GO there, Dawn.
But Ryan will never know.
But YOU will.
I sighed. Ben was off limits.
Matt Kanemura was pretty hunky. I really liked his features and Dayna was certainly enjoying herself right now. While I�d never be quite so ... slutty ... as my older sister, I could appreciate her taste in men. And for that matter, Kevin would likely be a wonderful partner because of Dayna.
Alan was pretty cute. And Brett was certainly well-built. Oh, what to do...
�FUCK! FUUUUCK!�FUUUUCK!!!� Tracy started yelling. Every other girl had kept words out of her mouth, only moaning or whimpering. Even Julie had started humping up and down my boyfriend�s pole, her bra-clad tits rubbing against his chin as his thick cock spread its first pussy that wasn�t mine. But she only moaned quietly while absorbing the sensations.
I smirked. Leave it to Ben to drive a girl so completely up the wall that she forgot herself. And then my hunky best friend slumped on top of the athletic blonde, grunting into her ear as they chatted quietly, clearly both enjoying the aftermath of their orgasms.
Okay, fuck this indecision. I�m going to get laid.
* * *
I decided to start slowly, working myself up to my comfort level. From what I gathered, everyone in the room had done some wild and crazy sexual shenanigans at some point in their lives except me. While they might never have done something quite this outrageous, the closest to an orgy�I�d�ever gotten was that Thanksgiving when Ben gave me to Ryan for the first time.
So I approached Julie Carpenter after my boyfriend had nutted a load into her. She was dizzy from her own orgasm, panting softly, and I pulled her away from him before brushing her hair back and looking deep into her eyes.
Clearly aroused, she invited me in before I kissed her. And with that little icebreaker out of the way, I worked my lips down her body, unclasping her bra and then nursing on her swollen nipples.
�Mmm, you�ve done this before,� she murmured.
I looked up at her and smiled. �I�ve got a�little�bit of Dayna in me,� I whispered so that only she could hear.
Julie grinned and then started working my lingerie off as well. She quickly pulled us into a sixty-nine on our sides, but I rolled her on top of me and parked my lips in her shaven crotch so I could begin to lap out my boyfriend�s spending from her stretched pussy lips.
My tongue feathered in and around Julie�s labia. She had a very pretty pussy, if I had to say so myself. She was very clean and neat and her juices tasted quite sweet whenever I wasn�t sucking down a creamy glob of Ryan�s cum. The aromas and sounds of fucking all around me soon took over, and I closed my eyes and lost myself to the bliss.
I didn�t even realize I�d given Julie an orgasm until I blinked and found my face soaked with a fresh layer of girlcum. Her thighs were squeezing my head and a few seconds later, I was moaning into her crotch as I released a flood of my own. And when we were done, I turned my head out to look at her and grinned, �You�ve done THAT before.�
Julie giggled. �Many times ... Sometimes I think I love fucking girls more than guys. Sometimes...�
I just grinned and then looked around. Time to get laid. But even now, my mind was working. Purely on physical attraction, I probably would have picked Matt. I liked his exotic look, but at the same time, I knew he was Brandi�s boyfriend. The other girls might be able to fuck him and never think twice about it, but I wasn�t sure I�d be able to do it and then still be �normal� around him the next day. Even if he never knew it was me,�I�would know. Most likely, I�d be seeing a lot of Matt as he visited the house to see his girlfriend, and I would just feel WAY too weird about it. The same went for Kevin. How could I be around my sister�s boyfriend after this?
So that left only Alan Kwok and Brett Benson. Both were Seniors and would be graduating next Spring. Both were handsome, virile men. And I wouldn�t have to be around them nearly as much as the others.
Two guys were plenty; that would double my experience. Two guys, near-strangers, I could handle. And at the moment, Brett looked like he was available as Brandi had left him gasping after their fuck.
So gathering up my courage, I patted Julie�s ass and then got up, moving over to the slightly panting, well-built older man. Brett had cum recently and was just enjoying the afterglow of anonymous sex, not even bothering to try looking out through his blindfold as he just sagged against the overstuffed armchair and panted slowly.
But when I purred in his ear and started walking my fingers up his leg, he turned and blindly smiled in my direction. I wrapped my hand around his semi-hard cock, stroking experimentally, and a tingle of power went down my spine as the cute guy groaned in pleasure.
This could be fun.
* * *
�I�d like to wait for ... uh ... you know,� Ryan muttered softly. Clearly, my boyfriend wanted to wait for me.
I felt a pang of guilt hearing him say that. Even though he�d just fucked three or four or however many girls who weren�t me, even in the middle of a crazy blindfolded orgy like this, he was still loyal to me. Ryan loved me with all his heart, and I felt like I�d betrayed him.
True, I hadn�t let either Brett or Alan cum inside me. It was a mental thing I�d told myself not to let them do, saving that as sacred for my boyfriend. I�d swallowed Brett and let Alan spray my tits. That part had been extra fun since Angela Chan had come over and licked me clean. Then of course�I�had to lick her clean. And ... well, you get where I�m going. I think I spent more time with the girls than with the guys.
Still, I felt a little guilty. My body was supposed to belong to my boyfriend. But then again, what was good for the goose was good for the gander, and Ryan�s body certainly hadn�t belonged to me for the past couple of hours. Besides, I was still red hot and horny and flushed from some of the most amazing orgasms I�d ever experienced since ... well ... since Ben.
Speaking of Ben, he was in the middle of a threesome, still plugging away. Leave it to Ben to keep going and going and going like an Energizer Bunny. Hell, I figured he�d outlast ALL the girls, even if all ten of them ganged up on him. As it was, Brandi, Julie, and Angela had all called it a night by now. Only Matt, Kevin, and Ben were still functional from the guys.
My eyes glazed over slightly as I watched Ben�s muscular body thrusting down into Tracy�s sodden snatch. Unlike Ryan, Ben had more of a wiry strength, not really bulky at all. But his muscles were well-defined, built for endurance more than raw power.
Tracy was built very much the same. The athletically-built girl had her strong legs wrapped around Ben�s waist, tugging him into her with each thrust. She actually had six-pack abs that flexed as she hunched her hips to meet him each time. And the other Energizer Bunny of the group, Marian, was sitting on Tracy�s face, wriggling and making cute little �Eep!� noises like she could continue on for another 24-hours.
I was drawn to the fucking threesome. Even blindfolded, Ben stared down at the girls beneath him purposefully, almost as if he could see the way Tracy�s big, firm tits wobbled with each thrust. I thought back to the times he stared at me the same way, such raw�intensity�in his eyes. No one had ever looked at me the way Ben could do sometimes. His brown eyes were just so expressive, communicating his love and lust and passion for me all at once. It was a shame � for Tracy � that she was deprived of the chance to see him looking at her that way.
And it was so unbelievably arousing to watch Ben fucking the pretty blonde into the floor. Watching their two muscular bodies humping away, plus the added eroticism of Marian �eeping� and humping Tracy�s face, was such a turn-on. And I found myself absentmindedly rubbing my own tits and snaking a hand down to my crotch as I heatedly watched them going at it.
�Mmmm...� I moaned softly.
A hand beat me to my own crotch, though. Kerri was beside me, leaning in to rub her own well-formed tits against my arm while she snaked her right hand down to diddle my clit. I moaned and turned my face into the crook of her neck, gasping with pleasure while keeping my eyes on Ben fucking Tracy�s brains out. Kerri then wrapped her left arm around my body to cup my breast from the other side, the both of us moaning now as we watched the fucking threesome come to their climaxes.
Marian was first. Tracy popped a finger up the petite Chinese girl�s ass, and she screamed at such a high-pitch we actually stopped hearing it. I�m sure a dog started wailing somewhere down the block. And then Marian toppled off, flat on her back as Angela moved forward to help her friend.
Tracy was next. Her ab muscles rippled as her entire lower body jerked and then trembled with her climax. She gritted her teeth and then let out a keening wail of completion. At the same time, her legs clamped around Ben, trapping his cock at full depth inside of her. And Ben jerked as well as his mouth dropped open and a guttural grunt escaped his mouth. From the tension in his neck, I was sure he was flooding her pussy with his latest load of spunk.
�Aaaaagh!� Tracy gasped.
�Urggghh!� Ben grunted. And then their two bodies slowly came to a halt.
When he finished busting his nut, Ben rolled onto his back, his chest heaving up and down rapidly. But my eyes weren�t on him anymore. I picked my face out of Kerri�s neck and stared, enraptured by the sight of a creamy trickle oozing out between Tracy�s thighs.
It was cum. It was Ben�s cum. He was my drug. He was my addiction. �Please,� I said hungrily before my brain caught up to what I was saying. �I want it.� And then I was crawling forward to put myself between Tracy�s legs.
Just then, my brain DID catch up and my eyes flew wide open. Ben had HEARD that! And I clapped my hands over my mouth.
Marian shifted to the side and sat up, looking back and forth between me and Ben. �Relax,� she said. �He can�t see you.�
I blinked twice and then without pausing another second to think about it, I ducked my head down.�CUM.�Ben�s�cum. I wanted it. I�needed�it. And as I tasted the familiar flavor against my tongue, I hummed happily and immediately started hoovering out every droplet I could find.
I could feel a part of Ben�s soul touching mine.�This�was heaven. So good. So FUCKING good...
And then I tasted MORE.
My eyes fluttered open as I felt the thick cock stretching my lips wide. I hummed happily again as more and more of his semi-hard cock � Ben�s cock � pushed into my mouth. I didn�t know how I�d gotten over here and I didn�t really care. I let the bliss carry me away into la la land as I luxuriated in the ecstasy of sucking on my Ben�s cock.
A gasp of surprise shook me from my reverie. I blinked and glanced around to see Adrienne, Ben�s�girlfriend, with a look of shock on her face. She�d clapped both hands over her mouth and her hazel eyes were open wide as she stared at me. And only then did I realize just what it was I was doing.
Oh,�SHIT. I couldn�t believe I�d sucked on Ben�s cock. Actually, I was STILL sucking on his cock. It was still in my mouth and I was loathe to pull off him. Yeah, this was a swinging party, and other girls had done much more than I had to Ben. But Adrienne knew and�I�knew that I shouldn�t be doing this. We�d�agreed�that I wouldn�t be doing this. But I WANTED to do this. And I pleaded with Adrienne for understanding while apologizing with my eyes.
Then I felt Ben�s hands running through my hair, simultaneously keeping my mouth around his dick and subtly encouraging me to continue. All he knew was that there was a girl�s warm mouth sucking his dick and he wanted her to continue.�I�wanted to continue. And then Kerri was next to me, husking softly, �Go on. Fuck him. You know you want to.�
I moaned, sucking a little harder on Ben�s prick, which was rock hard and ready for copulation.
�I�ll sit on his face,� Kerri whispered. Then her voice dropped and I could barely make out the rest. �Just keep yourself quiet and he won�t know it�s you.�
I moaned once more, squeezing my eyes shut as my jaw trembled around Ben�s thick shaft. I couldn�t do this. I couldn�t do this. I couldn�t do this. I wanted to. GAWD DAMMIT I wanted to! But Ben was my friend. Ryan was my boyfriend. My conscience couldn�t take this anymore. Abruptly, I pulled away and turned my head to Kerri. In a panic, I whimpered, �I can�t. I can�t do this to Ryan.�
�We�ll never tell,� Kerri said quietly.
I shook my head, glancing one last time at Ben. The weight of the wrongs I�d already committed weighed down on me. Quieting down so that Ben couldn�t hear me, I moaned forlornly, �I probably shouldn�t have even sucked him.�
�But ... You love him,� Kerri said simply.
My heart cracked. The tears flooded my eyes. And without another word, I got up and ran away.
DECEMBER 2002, WINTER BREAK
�I think we need to talk about that night,� Ryan said out of the blue. We were sitting in his car, parked on that frontage road off 101 with a nice view of the San Mateo Bridge across the bay. It had been another quiet evening. Nothing was particularly wrong about it, but we�d been far less talkative with each other for the past week.
I already knew exactly which night he was talking about. Neither of us had even�mentioned�Dayna�s blindfold party since it ended. I didn�t ask if he enjoyed it. He didn�t ask if I enjoyed it. I didn�t ask how many girls he was with. He didn�t ask me how many guys I was with. Maybe he thought I already knew exactly what he�d done, since I hadn�t been blindfolded. Maybe he just didn�t want to think about me with any other guys.
One thing was for certain. The party hadn�t added any spice to our relationship. If anything, it had just made the whole thing far less stable. We weren�t fighting over it or anything...
... But we weren�t talking. Period.
I exhaled slowly and nodded. �Yeah. We do.�
�Did you enjoy yourself?� he asked me warily, afraid of my answer.
I thought of my Sapphic caresses with Julie, Angela, and Kerri. I thought of fucking Alan and Brett. And I thought of Ben. I had been so thrilled while I had those moments to touch him, to feel him throbbing deep inside my mouth. But the mental anguish over it all wasn�t worth that momentary happiness. I grimaced and looked down. And instead of answering him, I asked, �Did you?�
�I asked you first,� he hedged.
I sighed and collected myself. �It had its moments. But if I could go back in time and make the choice again, I don�t think I would have done it.�
�Why not?�
Because it�s torture to be�this�close to Ben and yet not truly be WITH him, I thought to myself. That was the whole point of our agreement not to make any sexual contact with each other. The temptation wouldn�t be fair to either of us. It wasn�t Ben�s fault. I�d broken the rules. And I�d gotten hurt while he was probably oblivious to the whole thing.
But I couldn�t tell Ryan that. I just winced and said, �It wasn�t what I thought it would be.�
Ryan nodded in agreement and looked forward, squeezing his hands a little tighter around the steering wheel.
�You?� I asked.
�Same. Wasn�t what I thought it would be.� He took a deep breath. �I admitted I was curious. When you first proposed this crazy thing, my conscience immediately said that we didn�t need this. I love you Dawn, and only you.�
�I know,� I replied softly, closing my eyes in shame.
�But ... I was intrigued. It�s not every day a guy gets asked by his girlfriend to fuck a bunch of other girls. I was horny. I admit that I wanted it. And while it was happening, I was thrilled.�
�I know,� I said softly again. I remembered the groans of pleasure and the expressions on his face, even through the blindfold. �You looked more turned on than you�d been with me since�October, Ryan.�
He sighed. �I�m sorry.�
�Don�t be.� I shook my head. �That was the point. It was just sex.�
�I�m so sorry...�
I grumped, �Ryan, seriously. Stop with the apologizing. You were allowed to enjoy yourself.�
�But you didn�t.�
�I did. I did,� I waved. �There were parts that I enjoyed. I was certainly horny and turned on. And I had lots of nice orgasms. But it wasn�t worth it. I�m not saying I totally regret going to that party. It was an experience I�ll never forget, that�s for sure. But it all just amounted to throwaway sex. It was meaningless. It was ... soulless fucking. And there�s a limit to how much I could enjoy myself knowing that.�
�Exactly!� Ryan sat up eagerly, excited for the moment. �Dawn, I love you. And as physically pleasurable as it all was, it didn�t MEAN anything to me. It was an experience, sure. But it�s not one that I�d ever want to repeat. With the blindfold and everything, I just felt kind of ... used, you know? I mean, I�m not a girl, but I do know what it feels like to be ogled as a piece of meat. And getting fucked while I don�t even know who I�m with just felt, yeah, soulless.�
I reached over and squeezed his hand. �Are you upset with me for talking you into going?�
�Dawn, no.� Ryan looked at me softly. �I understood why you did. And I don�t regret it. If anything, that night made me remember just how special you are to me.�
I furrowed my eyebrows. �Then why have you been so tense around me?� I exhaled. �I thought I�d�ruined�our relationship!�
�Ruined? No!� Ryan squeezed my hand back. �I�m sorry, Dawn. I thought YOU were mad at me. I definitely could tell you were a little unnerved after the whole thing. I was convinced you didn�t enjoy yourself at all. And that made me feel sooo guilty for enjoying even a little bit. I didn�t want you to get the impression I was all excited and happy and wanted to do it again right away.�
I barked a short laugh of relief. �Is THAT it? You�ve been so cold and distant because you were worried I was mad at you?�
Ryan stammered nervously, �Uh, well, yeah.�
I chuckled and quickly scooted across the bench seat, wrapping my man up in my arms. �Oh, Ryan. I thought you were mad at ME!�
He chuckled and squeezed me tight. �Oh, Dawn. I love you. I could never be truly mad at you.�
I rolled my eyes and pecked his lips. �I�m gonna remember you said that.�
He gave me a lopsided grin and said, �Sure thing. Just do me a favor.�
�What�s that?�
�The next time you�re worried our relationship is getting stale, let�s just talk about it and figure out how we can spice things up ourselves. Okay?�
I shook my head in disbelief. 6�2�, handsome, muscular, gorgeous blue eyes, and the softness of a teddy bear. I had the perfect man.
�Okay, Ryan. Okay.�
JANUARY 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
I was floating on air as I walked with Ben up to our first class of the new semester. And for perhaps the first time, it had absolutely nothing to do with Ben himself.
I was falling in love.
I mean, I had always cared for Ryan. He�d been my boyfriend for over a year, and I�d grown to be quite attached to him. I had HATED feeling so lonely for those months when I was Ben�s girlfriend but we were 500 miles apart. I�d been horny and even the best efforts of Brandi and my sisters hadn�t been enough to keep me satisfied. And Ryan�s arrival in my life had been so amazingly wonderful. He was kind and considerate and passionate. I�d gotten very used to his presence in my life, so much so that when he worked his ass off to get into Berkeley, JUST to be with me, I couldn�t help but feel flattered and a little obligated. He�d given me so much and expected so little in return.
I�d stayed with Ryan so far because I needed him. I couldn�t have Ben, and I would have gone crazy without having someone with me. The fact was: it felt really good to be loved. Yeah, I felt a little guilty for using him, stringing him along until Ben was ready for me. But I was weak. I was lonely. And Ryan gave me his entire world without pressure. He knew I didn�t love him, but he kept trying anyways.
And this winter, he�d started to make me see that he really could make me happy. He visited my family for Christmas and brought me to his as well. Mom and Dad really took a shine to him, Ryan being polite and helpful and having excellent manners. He wasn�t Ben, but then no one but Ben ever would be; my parents knew that.
For the first time, I started to think about a future with Ryan. He was hard-working, even if he wasn�t the most apt student. He was graduating in another year and a half, on track to get a good job with a good career. And I didn�t have to worry about him being a bum or financially being a burden to me. He didn�t drink much and stayed away from drugs. He was an All-American Ken doll, and I couldn�t find a major flaw in him. Thousands of girls would kill to land a prize like him for a husband.
We certainly looked good together, and I had a tingle of hope that we�d make beautiful blonde, blue-eyed babies someday. I even tossed around a few boy�s names that started with �R�. Nothing serious, but I was considering them.
And most importantly of all, Ryan made me feel good. Physically, he was a kind and considerate lover. He gave me wonderful orgasms and I felt so warm and protected in his strong embrace. He was a skillful masseuse too, and enjoyed giving me massages almost as much as I enjoyed getting them.
Emotionally, he was a wonderful listener without being a pest about it. He was available to me anytime I needed. He did a good job keeping his anger in check and we rarely had fights. We had compatible temperaments and enjoyed each other�s company.
He had been perfect in every way but one: he wasn�t Ben.
But Ben had Adrienne. Ben had a dozen other girls in his orbit. And Ben was still my best friend even though we were with different people. Maybe that�s how things should be between us. Not having romantic complications certainly had made our relationship easier in many ways. And sometimes I wondered just why I was so obsessed with him. Was it because I was used to being in love with Ben? Or was I really in love with the IDEA of Ben? He was my destiny, right? At least, that what my parents had always told me.
Maybe it was time I opened my eyes and really took a hard look around me. Maybe it was time I really evaluated what I wanted to do with my life and with my future? The past was past. Nothing was going to go back and change that. But moving forward, WHO could really make me the happiest?
Ben understood me and loved me like we were already family. But he would forever have girls pulling at him and he would always be fighting his own temptations to stray. On the other hand, Ryan was ever-loyal and committed. Ten years down the road, which kind of guy would I prefer?
I hadn�t ruled Ben out. I hadn�t decided I would be with Ryan forever.
But ... I started to think about it. And the more I thought about it, the more I let Ryan into my heart.
And the more I let Ryan in, the more attentive he became, if that was even possible. For almost an entire month of Winter Break, it was just Ryan and me. No Ben. No school. No outside distractions. Just me and my boyfriend.
And I was falling in love.
That and I�d had such a�wonderful�orgasm this morning. It was the first Monday of the new semester, and I�d spent the last night of our Winter Break at Ryan�s place in Hayward, taking the BART to school with him. I�d woken up early to find him grinding his big cock against my ass in his sleep, and feeling warm and cozy in his strong arms, I�d reached back to start stroking him with my hand.
Well, he woke up pretty fast. And a few minutes later my big, strong boyfriend was pinning me to the mattress with his turgid cock buried to the hilt inside me, filling me up so nicely. Missionary had always been my favorite position. I�d simply loved to feel my man�s weight crushing me down, his bare chest against my big tits. And I came so beautifully when I felt Ryan�s hot jism splashing down inside me.
I still had his spunk swimming around inside me right now, actually. And I giggled to myself as Ben and I headed up to class.
�You�re in a good mood,� Ben grumped, not quite awake.
�Yeah, I am,� I smiled radiantly. But I tamped down on the smile. If I continued, Ben would ask me WHY I was in such a good mood, and I really didn�t want to tell him it was because I�d gotten so wonderfully laid that morning. I just figured Ben wouldn�t want to hear about that sort of thing.
I didn�t have to worry. Ben was so out of it that he barely noticed. For all I knew, HE was so sleepy because he�d been up all night fucking Adrienne�s brains out as well. Or Brandi�s ... Or Dayna�s ... Or all three of them ... That was just Ben being Ben.
In fact, Ben fell asleep in the middle of class. I rolled my eyes when he started drooling, and a naughty idea popped into my head. I knew I�d promised him I wouldn�t do it anymore, but I was in such a goofy mood that I simply couldn�t resist.
I moved my ball point pen over to his right hand ... centered it into position ... and DOWN!
�HRRRK!� Ben gritted his teeth just in time to prevent himself from screaming in the filled auditorium. His eyes flew wide open and he looked down at his hand as if he expected blood to be spurting out of it like a fountain.
Then he turned and glared at me.
I just grinned and turned forward to face the doddering, old professor as he wrapped up and dismissed the first class of the new semester.
Ben was still annoyed with me after we exited the building. Once we got some distance between us and anyone else, he grabbed my hand and jerked me to a stop. �Dawn, you promised you wouldn�t do that anymore!� Ben hissed.
I smiled impishly at my best friend. �You should know better than to think I�ll never poke you with my pen for the rest of our lives; I only keep�real�promises.�
�Real�promises?� He rubbed his sore hand while scowling in annoyance. �What, you mean how you kept your promise to Ryan not to stick my dick in your mouth?�
Holy�SHIT!�Ben KNEW? My eyes flew WIDE open and I gasped in absolute shock and terror, cupping a hand over my mouth.
Ben winced and grabbed my hand, instantly looking apologetic. �Oh. Dawn. I�m sorry, I know I shouldn�t have said anything, but��
�You knew?� I cut him off.
Ben sighed. �At Dayna�s blindfold orgy? Yeah. I�m sorry. I wasn�t intending to say anything.�
I paled and asked, �How?�
�It�s ... it�s you, Dawn. Of course I knew.� He looked away from me in shame.
I was still freaking out. Ohmigod-ohmigod-ohmigod. If Ben knew, who else knew?�Well, DUH, all the girls who SAW you.�Oh, SHIT! What if Ryan found out? �You won�t tell Ryan, will you?� I whimpered.
Ben snapped his head around. �What? No! Of course not.�
I saw the honest concern in Ben�s eyes and relaxed, realizing that he would NEVER do anything like that if he knew it would hurt me. He probably would never have told me he�d figured it out if he hadn�t been seething in pain and anger over the pen-thing. Looking apologetic, I gripped both of his hands and stepped in closely to my best friend. �I�m so sorry, Ben.�
He snorted, his eyes rolling away as he seemed to be thinking of that night. �No need to apologize to me. I just kinda wish you�d finished me off.�
�But it�s not fair to you,� I whimpered. �I don�t know what I was thinking, but I shouldn�t have done it. I cut you off from doing anything sexual with me and I can�t be just ... taking from you when you�re helpless like that and then cutting you off again.�
�Dawn, Dawn. Relax. I�m fine.� He looked me firmly in the eyes and then sighed. �Yeah, that whole night made me want you again, I�ll admit. But that�s just hormones and sex. You�re still my best friend. You�re still my Dawn.�
�You�re still my Ben,� I said sweetly, blinking rapidly. He would ALWAYS be my Ben, my best friend. Even if I ultimately wound up with Ryan.
Then Ben grinned a little shit-eating grin. �And I have to admit, it�s kinda nice knowing you still want me like that.�
The smile vanished off my face. I was falling in love with�Ryan. I didn�t want to lead Ben on because really, I was starting to think that Ryan was my future, and I didn�t want Ben to think that I wanted him like that anymore. �But we�can�t�be together like that Ben, remember?�
He sighed and nodded. �I know, I know.� Then he reached his hands up to my shoulders, twisting me in the direction of our next class while simultaneously sliding himself behind me. And then holding onto my hips gently, I felt him lean in and tenderly kiss the back of my neck.
�You�re my Dawn ... forever.�
Forever. The word ping-ponged around my brain. Forever is a looong time.
JANUARY 24, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
Good morning, beautiful. How was your night?
Mine was wonderful with you by my side
And when I open my eyes and see your sweet face
It�s a good morning beautiful day.


I hummed along with Steve Holy, unable to contain a happy smile. Ryan had burned this CD for me, filled with sweet love songs.
I didn�t see the light.
I didn�t know day from night
I had no reason to care
But since you came along I can face the�dawn
Cause I know you�ll be there.


Still with that happy smile, I managed to finish putting on my makeup. I was pretty happy with it. Rosy cheeks. Dark eyeliner. Blue eyeshadow to make my irises pop. My hair was piled high on my head and clipped in place with bobby pins that had little diamonds attached to them. And for once I was wearing a stylish cocktail dress that really pushed my big tits up and together, drawing one�s attention to them and then down to my thin waist. I was fucking HOT and I knew it.
Ben confirmed it for me when I stepped out of the room and he immediately let out a long whistle. �Wow...� he drawled, then lay back across the couch and folded his arms behind his head as he admired me. I always knew Ben liked the way that I looked, but it had been a while since he expressed his appreciation so obviously.
�Dawn, you look�amazing,� he breathed.
I giggled and pirouetted for him, letting my dress hem twirl up to expose a little more leg while I smiled coyly at him. Yeah, it was good to be beautiful.
Adrienne also whistled. �I agree. What�s the special occasion?�
�I don�t know,� I said breathlessly, still excited and still humming �Good Morning Beautiful� in my head. Maybe I could get Ryan to sing it to me in the morning... �Ryan just told me to dress up for tonight�s date. Sometimes he can be�sooo�romantic.�
Just then, the doorbell rang and I tittered excitedly. Adrienne just grinned and gave me another once over, clearly showing her lust for me with her eyes. If I didn�t know better, I�d think she enjoyed checking me out more than she checked Ryan out. But I quickly forgot about Adrienne as I started for the door.
�Wait,� Ben interrupted me. �Go into your room. I�ll get the door and make him wait for your grand entrance.�
I arched an eyebrow at my best friend but grinned. That was a GREAT idea. Smiling excitedly, I ducked back into my bedroom and did a quick little happy dance all by myself.
When I heard the Ben welcome Ryan inside, I pressed my ear to my bedroom door to listen in.
�Dude,� Ben moaned. �You�re gonna make the rest of us guys look bad.�
�She�s worth it.� Ryan�s response made my heart flutter and impossibly, I started smiling even wider.
�I know it,� Ben answered with just the slightest hitch in his voice. �Just give her a minute. She�s making sure she looks absolutely perfect.�
�Dawn looks perfect every day of her life,� Ryan sighed.
I started doing my happy dance again, but then I heard footsteps approaching and I stepped away from the door. Ben soon knocked, saying, �He�s here. And yes, he�s in a very romantic mood.�
Out of sight of Ryan, I opened my door. I was so unbelievably happy and feeling so amazingly good that I impulsively reached out for Ben, taking his hand and pulling him toward me. Then I held his face and pecked his cheek with love and thanks and general good feelings.
Ben blushed, then stood up straight and smiled happily for me. �Have fun tonight.�
I beamed. �I will.�
I then exited the room and went into the living room to watch Ryan�s jaw suitably drop to the floor. My boyfriend was positively studly in dark slacks and a blue button-down shirt that went really well with my dress. And I sizzled happily knowing that we�d somehow managed to coordinate our outfits without even trying.
Ryan then handed me a bouquet of pink roses, and I took them happily and pressed my nose into them, inhaling their sweet scent. Over the top of the flowers, I leveled my gaze at my boyfriend, my eyes hungrily saying, �You are SOOO getting lucky tonight.�
He just smiled and moved up alongside me for a welcoming kiss. And then Adrienne was helpfully beside me to take the flowers out of my hands and put them into a vase for when I came back.
Arm-in-arm, my handsome boyfriend escorted me out of the house, wrapping my coat around me. And I stared adoringly at his face the entire way out to his car.
I was falling in love.
JANUARY 31, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Good lord, girl. Are you even wearing panties?� Ben looked me up and down, his eyes lustfully roving across my body and settling on my ass. I purposefully posed, showing off a bit and feeling a little thrill at getting such a reaction out of him.
And I SHOULD be getting a reaction out of him. After all, I�wasn�t�wearing panties. The ultra-tight miniskirt molded to my body so well that I couldn�t even get away with a thong, let alone full panties. No matter, I wouldn�t be wearing them for long tonight as it was. I was in a�mood. And Ryan was going to have to stock up on fluids to keep up with me.
�Why? Wanna find out?� I teased Ben as I turned and wiggled my panty-less ass in his direction.
�It�s pretty cold out there, isn�t it?� he said skeptically.
I shrugged. �I�m bringing a jacket on our date.�
Ben rolled his eyes and folded his arms over his chest. �Well? You freeballing it or what?�
�I don�t have balls. You should know that.�
�You know what I mean.�
�I�m naked and bare underneath...� I crooned seductively before giggling. �I�m just trying to be a good girlfriend for my boyfriend.�
�Don�t remember you going out without underwear when we were dating,� he grumped.
�We barely dated outside of summer camp. And getting me naked was never difficult.� I smirked. I was very,�very�tempted to flash him right then and there, to see how he reacted. Like I said, I was in a�mood. I�d also freshly shaven my pussy, and I tingled every time I felt the slightest puff of air against my bare labia. But before I could do something that reckless, Ben shook his head and walked into the living room. I gathered myself back up and headed into my room to double-check my appearance.
Ryan had better hurry. I was horny enough to fuck him in the car.
FEBRUARY 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Almost home. It�s been such a LONG day...� I bumped my hip into Ben�s, knocking him off balance while we went around the final turn towards the house.
�Whatever,� he sighed.
�Come ON, Ben.� I patted my best friend�s arm. �You used to be so�excited�to head back!�
Ben snorted. �That�s when I had a loving girlfriend waiting for me at home.�
I frowned. �Today�s Tuesday. Adrienne�s usually home because Grace has that late class or something, right?�
Ben furrowed his eyebrows in confusion before perking up and smiling. �It�s Tuesday? I totally thought today was Wednesday.�
�You wish.� I giggled and shook my head. �You must have had an even longer day than me.�
�Don�t ask,� he said wearily.
I was concerned for Ben. Just as my relationship seemed to be taking off, I�d slowly been seeing his crumble ever since we got back to school. I tightened my arm around his, pulling him closely and rubbing my shoulder against his. �Still, it�does�seem like Adrienne�s never home anymore. And if it bugs you that much, why haven�t you talked to her about it?�
Ben shrugged. �I�m not the smothering-type. Adrienne�s entitled to hang out with her friends.�
��Hang out� is one thing. But you�re her boyfriend. You deserve some quality time, too.�
He looked at me defensively. �She comes home every night. And it�s not like I�m not getting laid often enough.�
I sighed. �There�s more to a relationship than sex. You two used to spend every available minute together. Last semester, I know you spent the whole day with me because your schedule and hers didn�t line up at all. But once you got home, you couldn�t get enough of each other. But lately?�
Ben sighed. �I know ... And I miss her...�
�You should. It reminds you that you still love her. With how much time the two of you spend apart, start worrying the minute you�don�t�miss her.�
He smiled and patted my hand that was still wrapped around his arm. �You�re right. I need to talk to her. Communication, right?�
I nodded and Ben went into the house. Ryan, Adrienne, Paige, and Gwen were already present and waved to us as we entered. Almost immediately, Paige got off the couch and ran over to Ben, jumping into his arms for a hug. �Hiya, Ben!�
I rolled my eyes as Ben greeted the little redhead, and scowled beneath my breath. I liked Paige enough as a friend, but her obsessive crush with Ben had not gone away in the past six months or so. He was still her white knight, and she a doting little sister to make him feel big brother-ish. But something about her made me uncomfortable. Paige was the lost puppy constantly following Ben around, clearly in love with him. But it was just as clear that he didn�t love her in that way; and I didn�t like that she wouldn�t take the hint and back off. Something about her just screamed �unstable stalker� to me, and I was worried that somehow Ben was going to get hurt by her.
I could see it. Why couldn�t he? But I didn�t have anything concrete, just a feeling. And it wasn�t my place to shut Paige out of our lives. After all, Ben clearly liked her.
Still, right now, I needed Ben to take my advice and talk to Adrienne. Now was a time to work on his relationship, to keep HIM happy, which was all that really mattered to me.
�Hey, wanna go on a nugget run with me?� Ben asked Adrienne.
�Ooh! Can I come?� Paige wormed her way in.
Adrienne looked up and shrugged, replying, �Let Paige go with you. I just want to finish this up before I go anywhere.�
I scowled again, thinking of a way to intervene on Ben�s and Adrienne�s behalf. But Ben beat me to it. �Really, A.D. I wanted to take a walk with you,� he said seriously. �Sorry, Red.�
Good for you, Ben. Good for you.
FEBRUARY 15, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Oh, hey guys.� I stood in the entryway, blinking in obvious surprise at the scene before me. Ben was eating a bowl of cereal. No problem. The bathroom shower was running, likely Adrienne.
But�Paige�was sitting at the table with Ben, dressed in nothing but one of Ben�s button-down shirts with a well-satisfied and well-fucked expression on her face, and her hair mussed up from bed. THAT part of the scene, I wasn�t quite expecting.
Paige stared right at me, a smug expression on her face. And matter-of-factly, as if she wanted to rub it in, she stated, �Yes, I spent the night with Ben. And yes, he popped my cherry. Any questions?�
Ooh, Paige could be cuttingly evil when she wanted to be. It made me wonder what other devilish impulses she was hiding beneath her innocent schoolgirl fa�ade. My jaw just waggled up and down a couple of times with no sounds coming out. But I recovered as quickly as I could. �Uh, okay.� I focused on moving into the kitchen, opening up the refrigerator.
At first, I grabbed the box of eggs. But with a shaky hand, I let go of it and realized I was in too much shock to actually cook something. So I grabbed the milk and set about making my own bowl of cereal. Damn that smug look on Paige�s face. It was as if she KNEW I wasn�t her biggest fan when it came to Ben, and she was showing off like an insolent brat.
I sat down at the table and took two bites before I found my voice again. I sat up straight, darting my eyes back and forth between Ben and Paige before finally turning to him with a stern expression. Without actually speaking, I told my best friend under no uncertain terms: �You and me need to talk.�
Ben blanched at first, but then nodded. He knew I was dead serious. But in the meantime, I would have to play nice with Paige. She was Ben�s lover now, and that meant I�d have to learn to co-exist with her until I could show him that this was a BAD idea. At the same time, I wanted to dig for details. So smiling sweetly, I put a happy expression on my face and asked, �Did I ever tell you Ben took my virginity, too?�
�No. Really?� Paige was instantly perky and into gossip mode. But there was a tightness to her eyes that betrayed her wariness about me. Our words sounded happy but there was an underlying tension between us. Sitting right next to Paige, Ben was completely oblivious. Men. I�m sure he had NO clue right now that I was NOT happy.
But I played the game. Smiling, I nodded to Paige. �Back when we were sixteen. It was beautiful. How about you? How�d it go?�
�Perrrfect!� Paige exclaimed brightly, that smug expression back. �It was even better than I imagined!�
Feeling uncomfortable, Ben just stood up and shook his head, abandoning his bowl of cereal. I knew this discussion of lost virginities would scare him away.
Once Ben was gone, I half-thought of dropping the pretense and warning the little shit to stay the FUCK away from my best friend. She was a leech who wouldn�t give him anything but headaches. She didn�t have the maturity to deal with a relationship like this, and somehow, someway, I knew she�d get into shit WAY over her head and need Ben to rescue her again. Only the next time, he might not be able to do it without getting hurt himself. Shit, was the girl even protected? The last thing I wanted was a knocked up Paige, carrying�MY�Ben�s baby. THAT would royally fuck up our futures.
But I couldn�t drop the pretense yet. I didn�t have enough information, and I needed to know just what was going through Paige�s little head. And fuck? Was I even supposed to have a future with Ben anymore? My relationship with Ryan was going so well!
I sighed, looking at the smug grin on Paige�s face. I was�dying�inside.
FEBRUARY 18, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
�So how does it work?� I hooked my thumbs through the shoulder straps of my backpack. It was the first day of class since Valentine�s, and therefore the first time Ben and I could spend a protracted amount of time alone together. He�d spent all weekend holed up in his bedroom with his newly de-virginized girlfriend. But on school days, he was all mine, walking to classes and sharing lunch and spending all his time with me.
I had every intention of grilling Ben about this new development with Paige. But I wouldn�t actually�grill�him. That would put him on the defensive and it would be harder to find out what I wanted to know. So I�d have to do it a little more sneakily.
�I don�t know yet,� he replied. �This is all so new.�
�You�ve dated two girls before. With ... ah ... Megan and Cassidy, right?�
�But this is completely different.�
�Why?�
And we were off. Ben talked about different personalities and the difference of being in a triple versus two separate relationships. I gritted my teeth, seeing as how Ben wasn�t carrying on a cohesive three-way relationship. This two �separate� relationships just screamed disaster to me. When one relationship pulled in a different direction from the other, which would Ben choose? This was�exactly�why I couldn�t be in a three-way relationship with Ben and Adrienne. I liked Adrienne, but we weren�t in love with each other. We would HAVE to share Ben in two different directions, and I knew eventually Adrienne and I would tear each other apart, whether we liked it or not.
I tried to ask if Paige would be okay with Ben�s extra-curricular sex life. I knew that would be a big deal-breaker to most. But Paige was totally accepting of it. Hell, she even accepted�Brandi. I�d have thought the incest thing would be totally against her religion, but according to Ben, she quoted some obscure Bible history to explain it away.
�Huh?� I looked at Ben like he�d just spoken Chinese. Something about Moabites and ammonia ... I think.
Ben smiled and shook his head. �Nevermind. The point is: Paige is fine with it.�
I whistled. �How do you find these girls, Ben?�
�I have no idea. They always seem to find me.�
* * *
Later that evening, Ben and I returned to the house, expecting to see Brandi or Dayna in the kitchen and Adrienne waiting eagerly for her boyfriend.
Not today.
The place seemed absolutely deserted. Ryan had a group project tonight and he would be heading straight home when it was done, so I wouldn�t be meeting MY boyfriend. Bert had made plans to �study� at Robin�s dorm room. And Gwen had been spending more and more time with her new boyfriend Rick and his group of friends. And of course, if Adrienne wasn�t here, she was probably with Grace.
I�d seen Adrienne drifting away from Ben for the past several weeks. I scowled, thinking of how Adrienne was just foisting Paige on Ben to keep him distracted, and he probably didn�t even realize it. This whole 2-girlfriend thing was NOT going to work out. And the fact that Ben couldn�t see it made me so mad that a part of me wanted to deliberately NOT help him pick up the pieces when it fell apart, just so he might learn from his mistakes.
Ben looked at me and arched an eyebrow. It took me a second to realize he was referring to the empty house. �Weird, huh?�
I nodded. Well, more time to grill Ben. �So much has changed since last semester,� I commented. �That�s cool. I�ll make us something for dinner.�
With that, we headed to our respective bedrooms to drop off our bags, but when we got outside the doors, a low, feminine moan quite obviously wafted out from Ben�s bedroom.
Ben and I froze, and then I arched an eyebrow in surprise. �Did Adrienne bring Grace by again?�
Ben shook his head in the negative. �That was Paige.�
Another moan flittered through. I gasped and rolled my eyes. �And THAT was Dayna.�
Ben immediately twisted the knob and pushed the door open. A chorus of musical giggles started up and then both he and I poked our heads in. My jaw dropped immediately.
�Hi, Ben!� Paige chirped happily. The little redhead was completely naked and perched on all fours. Lying beside her was an equally naked Brandi, flat on her back and panting at the ceiling with Paige�s left hand still rubbing her breast. And between Brandi�s legs was Dayna while my naked, busty blonde sister slowly pumped a glass dildo in and out of her best friend�s snatch.
The three girls all turned to look at us, and Paige continued, �Dayna�s showing me how to eat pussy. I�ve done it before, but she�s teaching me things I never even imagined!�
�Don�t let her fool you,� Dayna laughed to Ben. �Your little redhead is a natural.�
My jaw dropped. Was the little rat worming her way through the rest of my family? Paige sat upright on her knees, opening her arms to her boyfriend invitingly. �Come play with us, Ben! The girls were just telling me about creampies. I�ve never done it before. And wouldn�t it just be so...�sinful�... for me to suck your semen out of your big sister?�
�But don�t swallow it. Keep it in your mouth and then feed it back to me on your tongue. That�s �snowballing�,� Brandi added in a husky voice.
I could see the way Ben�s erection was tenting his shorts. Already I knew he was going to dive in, dick first. And I sighed in resignation. Nothing I could do from here on out.
But Ben stopped and turned to me, a hopeful smile on his face. �Come join us?�
I shook my head, unable to totally conceal my frustration. �Nah. You go ahead. Your girls are waiting,� I replied dispiritedly.
Ben pouted as his eyes roamed up and down my body. We hadn�t even been naked around each other since Dayna�s blindfold party. And he didn�t even get to see me that time. �C�mon ... It�ll be fun. Aren�t you the least bit curious about Paige?�
�Yeah! C�mon!� Paige encouraged eagerly, a wicked smile on her face.
My eyes flashed at the petite redhead, uncontrollable hatred pouring out of me. If looks could kill, I would have executed her on the spot. She hadn�t done anything to me, but my gut instinct told me that her very presence was a bad idea. She looked like an innocent little Catholic girl, but I was convinced she was really the Antichrist.
Still, I couldn�t keep Ben from his pussy. So I turned and hugged my best friend, my lips moving around to tenderly peck the back of his neck. �Go have fun. I�ll have dinner ready when you guys are done.�
And then I turned and headed into my own bedroom, trying not to think of the orgy to come.
APRIL 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
�Don�t let it bother you, babe. Ben�s a big boy,� Ryan said soothingly as his strong hands stroked up and down my naked back. I was topless and facedown on my bed, my arms folded underneath my chin. I tried to focus on the sensations Ryan was giving me, but I couldn�t quiet my mind down.
�Paige is a poison. She�s not good for him, but he won�t listen to me. And because of her, he�s losing Adrienne. She�s falling in love with GRACE, of all people.�
�Well, you�did�say she decided she was lesbian.�
��Mostly lesbian�. She still loves Ben.�
�Whatever. It�s her call. And it�s THEIR relationship. It�s not your place to interfere.�
�He�s my best friend. Of�course�it�s my place to interfere,� I sighed.
�And I�m your boyfriend. How come I don�t warrant this kind of concern?�
I frowned and rolled onto my back. Ryan�s eyes yo-yoed down to my naked breasts, which jiggled and stayed pretty upright despite me lying flat on my back. And when his eyes tracked up to mine, he could see that I was looking at him adoringly. �What do you mean?�
�I�mean�that just when I think you�re starting to love me��
�Ryan...� I was close. I was SO close to telling him those three little words. But I held back, not entirely sure why.
He sighed. �Sometimes I just think you spend so much effort worrying about�Ben�s�relationships and not enough on�ours.�
�What do you want from me? I spend a LOT of time on us. We do everything together as often as we can together. Ben and I just�talk�when going from point A to point B. Nothing more.�
He sighed. �How do I know that?�
�Ryan!� I put on a hurt expression. �After everything we�ve been through. And after me finally opening up and letting you into my heart, you doubt me?�
He bit his lip nervously, looking away. �No, of course not.�
He was lying. There was still a niggling of doubt in him and I knew there would ALWAYS be a niggling of doubt, as long as Ben was my best friend. Ryan was just too threatened by Ben to ever completely relax. Shaking my head, I rolled onto my stomach again, resting my cheek against my arms.
�You know, I wasn�t going to bring this up, but I found something the other day,� he said wearily.
I arched an eyebrow. �Found what?�
Ryan sighed and stroked my naked spine. �I didn�t mean to snoop. Honestly, I wasn�t. But you�d left your jewelry box open and a silver bracelet caught my attention.�
I pursed my lips and put my head down. I knew exactly which silver bracelet he was talking about: the one with �Ben Forever� stenciled on it. Not looking at my boyfriend, I asked innocently, �Oh?�
�I thought you threw it out.�
�I never said that.�
�I thought you would.�
�He�s my friend; nothing more.�
�Then you can throw it out.�
�I won�t do that, Ryan.� I kept my gaze straight ahead, not looking at him. I had gotten tense all over, but there was no question about this one. I was NOT throwing away that bracelet.
Ryan sighed and went quiet. He wasn�t the type of guy to get all petty about it, whining �If you really love me� or some bullshit like that. But I could still feel the sentiment coming back from him. He was hurt, and I didn�t know how to make him feel better about it.
I turned onto my side, letting my naked breasts spill out in front of him again. Looking my boyfriend dead in the eye, I told him sincerely, �Ben is a dear friend, but I chose YOU to be my boyfriend. I care a great deal about you. And you have to believe that you mean a lot to me.�
Ryan sat on his heels, pushing himself upright. His bare chest tightened as he tensed his whole body. His crystal clear blue eyes burned brightly, and they bored right down into the depths of my soul. �I more than just�care�about you, Dawn,� he rasped, his volume rising. �You don�t mean a�lot�to me. You mean�everything�to me. You�re more than my world; you�re my universe. You are every season of the year. You are the warmth of Summer, basking me with the brilliance of your beauty. You are the melancholy of Autumn, causing me worry as if every falling leaf is a part of you I�m losing. And you are the starkness of Winter, leaving me cold and lonely in your absences. But you are also the hope of Spring, filling my senses with the bloom of love, so that I might hope for the brilliant warmth of Summer again. You are my sunrise and sunset; and at night I eagerly await the new coming of the Dawn.�
I just blinked in astonishment at what he�d just said. Ryan could be romantic, but he�d never come up with anything like that. Especially off the cuff. �Wow...� I gasped.
He panted as if out of breath, and then a goofy grin spread across his face as he blushed in embarrassment. That little speech had been TOTALLY out of character for my usually macho man who didn�t talk about his feelings.
Ryan wasn�t known for his sense of humor, but he looked rather�cute�right now. �Guess my Modern Poetry class rubbed off on me,� he said sheepishly. �Sorry it wasn�t very good.�
�No, no,� I breathed. �I loved it.� And then smiling broadly, I lay back and stretched my arms out to my boyfriend, beckoning him to me with my hands, eyes, and tits. �Come here.�
He hesitated, but a quick glance at my erect nipples made his decision for him. Ryan crawled over me until I grabbed behind his shoulders and pulled him down, crushing his bare chest against my bare boobs. I sought his mouth with my own and let my tongue come out to run along his upper lip. �C�mon, babe. Why don�t we get these shorts off you and I�ll show you just how much I want to be with you, and only you.�
Ryan pulled his mouth away and he looked at me intently. �Only me?�
He already knew the answer. I�d not only given up Ben or any other men, but I�d also given up other women. I hadn�t had sex with Dayna or Brandi or Adrienne or ANYONE else this semester. Except for a few small little romps with Dayna and DJ over Winter Break (that of course, Ryan didn�t know about), neither of us had done anything sexual with anyone but each other since Dayna�s blindfold party. And that�s the way we intended it to be for the foreseeable future. It was the way Ryan wanted it. One man. One woman. Dedicated, monogamous, and committed.
So I kissed my boyfriend again, looked him in the eyes, and said confidently, �Only you.�
Ryan flowed into my arms then, his muscular biceps pushing like steel into the backs of my arms as he squeezed me in his grasp. He nibbled on my lower lip while I licked my tongue across his upper. Then he sucked my tongue inside as I moaned and pressed my face a little harder against his. I�d already started to get wet just hearing him talk about how I was his everything. But now I was soaking my panties as I felt my strong, masculine boyfriend passionately consuming me.
My fingers slid through his hair as I pulled my head away and back so that he could nibble down my neck. He couldn�t help himself as he almost sloppily slathered his lips, teeth, and tongue along my skin. I kinda liked it when Ryan lost his finer skills of lovemaking. The physical pleasure might not be quite as good, but the mental thrill of knowing he loved me SO much that he was losing control more than made up for any deficiencies.
A hand came up and roughly grabbed at my boob. My own hand reached into the back of his jeans, gripping that rock hard ass. Many a girl on campus had ogled my boyfriend�s fabulous ass. But�I�was the one gripping a bare buttcheek in my palm.
Soon, Ryan kissed his way down my chest to swirl his tongue around one of my rock-hard nipples. He suckled several inches of titflesh into his mouth while his hands went to the button on my skirt, fumbling a few times before he got it open and then pulled the zipper down. I lifted my hips to help him as he dragged the skirt and my soaked thong panties away, leaving me gloriously naked before his heated gaze.
I loved these moments, lying naked beneath my lover. I felt so vulnerable and yet so adored at the same time, watching his eyes rove all over my body. My skin tingled and goosebumps formed wherever his gaze fell. And when his eyes finally tracked up to mine, I pointedly looked at his crotch and Ryan grinned as he started to work off his own jeans and underwear.
I sat up and my hands went to Ryan�s cock as soon as he freed it. �Beautiful,� I groaned as I caressed it�s length, feeling the juxtaposition between hard rigidity and baby-soft smoothness. He throbbed and twitched against my fingers� caress. I just HAD to feel him in my mouth.
There are few things more satisfying for a girl than hearing her man moan in mixed agony and ecstasy. A thrill shot up and down my spine as Ryan made that moan, his fingers raking through my hair as his hands gripped my head with urgent need. I felt like I could feel his heartbeat pulsing against my tongue as I surrounded him with my hot warmth.
But as much as I loved this feeling, I�craved�even more. I pulled my head away and lay back across the bed, once again beckoning my man to me. �Come to me,� I urged.
Ryan blinked and hesitated for a brief second. He started to duck down between my thighs, intent on returning the favor. Bless his heart, Ryan went down on me almost every single time we had sex, the only exceptions being our unplanned quickies. But as his head descended, I grabbed him by the hair and pulled him up my body. �I�m already�soaked�for you, babe,� I groaned. �You can do it to me later.�
He smiled and nodded. One thing that made Ryan unique among all the other guys I�d known or even heard about, he�d still eat me out even if he came in my pussy. Not even Ben would willingly do that. Sure, Ben really got off watching another girl eat a creampie out of me, but he�d only reluctantly do it himself.
But this evening wasn�t about Ben. It was about ME. And it was about Ryan, the man who loved me with every fiber of his being. I could see it in his eyes. I could feel it in his touch. And I could REALLY feel his love as that big weapon of his started pushing into my body.
�Ohhh...� I groaned as he began filling me up. Ryan wasn�t lunging into me this time, skewering me with a single powerful thrust. He eased himself in, keeping up a steady and constant pressure as I felt each successive inch of his cock stretch the walls of my vaginal tunnel. And with every passing second, I felt the heavenly fullness becoming better and better and better.
�Oh, gawd, Dawn,� Ryan grunted into my ear, sounding as if he were dying of pleasure.
�Oh, Ryan...� I moaned in return. I hooked my arms around the back of his shoulders and tugged his chest back down onto me, so that my tits and his pecs were as pressed together as they would ever be. I raised my legs and crossed my ankles behind his waist, digging my heels into his ass to drive him even deeper.
When we were fully enjoined, he turned his face to mine and we met in another sloppy kiss. And halfway through it, he retracted his hips, pulling almost all the way out of me before reversing course and gently, but insistently, pushing his way back in.
�Oh, Ryan...� I moaned again, knowing he loved it when I called him by name.
�Oh, Dawn...� he whimpered, settling into a steady rhythm. He pushed himself off my chest, supporting his weight on his elbows so that he wouldn�t crush me. I inhaled sharply, taking full breaths for the first time since before he entered me. But I could still feel his chest rubbing against my sensitive nipples and I�m sure he could feel them scraping against him as well.
I loved this. I loved this feeling. Sex with Ben had been special, and I�d never felt orgasms as intense or even a connection as deep with Ryan as I had with Ben. But I still loved this. Ryan was fully and completely�devoted�to me. He loved me, and it felt good to be loved.
�Love me, babe,� I groaned. And I was rewarded with Ryan�s next powerful thrust.
�Love me,� I repeated, arching my back and driving my hips up to capture his entire cock. I clenched my pussy muscles around his shaft and pulled him back down to the mattress with me, so that when I settled flat again he was all the way inside me once more.
Somehow, his skin beneath my hands flushed and felt even hotter than before. We�d both heated up as we�d exerted our bodies for this fuck, but his temperature was even greater than that. My body felt warmer as well, as if the love I was unleashing from my heart was also flooding my body with extra heat. And suddenly every square inch of my skin was tingling.
�Ohmigod,� I gasped, feeling the surge of energy through my body. THIS was the difference in the pleasure between what I�d done with Ben and what I�d been doing with Ryan up until now. It wasn�t necessarily that Ben was doing things to me that Ryan couldn�t match. It was that I�d never completely opened up to Ryan like I had with Ben. It was more than physical sensation; it was the�connection�I felt to my lover. And right now, in this very moment, I could feel Ryan ALMOST getting me to the same point.
�Fuck me, Ryan,� I urged, desperately, yearning for that incredible peak to come. �FUCK ME.�
He moved immediately, pulling back and then ramming his big dick deep into my body.
�FUCK ME,� I grunted again, my voice asking him to thrust even harder. And he did.
�Oh, Dawn,� Ryan groaned, his face tensing up as the pleasure started to overtake his body. We�d been going for little more than five minutes, but despite my man�s usual control, he was losing it and fast.
I didn�t care. I was groaning and gasping and Ryan�s wonderful cock was throbbing while he stabbed into me over and over and over again. My hips were kicking off the bed and my legs clenching while my lover pounded me with every ounce of energy he had, hammering his hips as he desperately tried to cram even more of himself into me with every thrust.
�FUCK ME!� I screamed. �FUCK ME!�
�I LOVE YOU, DAWN!� he yelled.
�FUUUCK!� I yelled right back.
�I LOVE YOU!� he repeated.
�FUCK ME!!!�
His whole body jerked as his hips slammed into me one final time. And a victorious growl burned up from his throat. �HRRRRGHHHH!!!�
Sooo close. It was wonderful. It was great.
But it wasn�t quite the same. Not yet.
Still, the pleasure overtook my body and sent me into orgasm. I threw my head back as I felt the explosion deep inside my body. His liquid expression of love poured out of him like a fire hose to fill me up even more than I believed possible. The sensations were too intense, too overwhelming to keep controlled, and I shrieked in my own expression of mixed agony and ecstasy as my climax roared out to meet his. �RYYAAAANNNN!!!�
His body bucked, firing another blast inside me. I felt each pulse of his cock expanding in time with the impacts against my inner walls. They hit me with little starbursts of pleasure that exploded in my brain. I wanted the feelings to continue forever. I wanted this moment to never end.
And then Ryan fell on top of me. He�d collapsed, crushing me beneath him so wonderfully. We both gasped for oxygen, me having to struggle a bit with more than 200 pounds of man crushing my chest. But I got what air I needed and my heart rate gradually slowed.
Ryan turned his head and kissed my forehead while I nuzzled my nose against his neck. I hummed happily and squeezed all four limbs around his body, holding his comforting weight on top of me for just a little longer.
This was great.
But he still wasn�t my Ben.
MAY 19, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
Ben looked mighty pleased with himself when I met up with him for lunch. While most of our classes were the same, they ALL weren�t, and he�d had a morning final while I�d slept in.
Ben had always been an excellent student. He had an eidetic memory or something, being able to recall pretty much anything he ever read. It was unfair sometimes, but I couldn�t hold his gift against him. And I assumed the self-satisfied expression on his face had something to do with that morning�s exam.
�You�re looking good,� I drawled from the bar stool where I was waiting for him. �Ace your final?�
Ben shook his head, still grinning goofily.
I knew the look. It was the �I got�laid� look. And then I remembered where Ben was last night. �Ah. Something to do with your little anniversary date with Adrienne?�
Ben nodded. �I gave her a promise ring last night.�
What?�I nearly choked on my soda. �Excuse me?� I sputtered.
Ben laughed, patting my back to help with the choking. �A promise ring. Remember those?�
It took a few seconds for me to regain my composure. When I did, I took a deep breath and gave my best friend a serious look. �Are you sure Adrienne�s that kind of girl?�
�I�m sure she�s my kind of girl.�
Oh, this was BAD. Ben wasn�t ready for this kind of commitment. �But a promise ring is pretty serious, Ben. You�re still nineteen.�
He shrugged like it was no big deal. �Relax. It�s not like we got engaged or anything. But with Adrienne dating Grace and me dating Paige at the same time, it seemed the perfect opportunity to remind Adrienne just how special she is to me. We�ve been through a lot.�
I looked at him skeptically. �I know. But a promise ring?�Adrienne? Seriously?�
�What? Jealous?�
�No!� I said very quickly. For some reason, I thought of my �Ben Forever� bracelet. It was still in my jewelry box. �Of course not. I�m happy for you.�
Ben grinned. �Good. And don�t feel threatened, Dawn.� He slapped my back encouragingly. �You know I�ll always be your Ben.�
�Forever,� I mumbled mournfully, looking away. Was this it? Was this really the end of me and Ben? I felt like crying.
* * *
It was really unfair for Ben to spring that on me right before a final. I knew he was happy for himself, but couldn�t he see how much that news affected me? FUCK. Stupid Ben. Stupid�boys. Always selfishly thinking of themselves and never paying attention how they might affect the people around them.
Not that I should be affected. After all, Ben was highlighting exactly how much our relationship had changed. We were best friends, not lovers anymore. Why shouldn�t he want to share his happiness with me? Wasn�t that what best friends did? He was dedicating himself to Adrienne. And I was in love with Ryan. Everything was peachy-keen, right?
[thump]
I had just stepped into my bedroom, Ben and I having returned to the house from our afternoon final. I looked over to the source of the loud thump and saw that Ben�s bedroom door was open, so I went over to investigate. I took one look at the scene and gasped.
Ben was to the right, and the look of absolute shock and anguish on his face was unmistakable. Adrienne and Grace were to the left, the two girls holding hands firmly. Adrienne�s body posture was all wrong, definitely not looking happy. As I entered in, she picked her head up, her red-rimmed eyes showing that she�d been crying and still was crying. Her hazel irises were a murky yellow, and she glanced over at me for a brief moment. Then licking her lips, Adrienne winced and turned to set down a gold ring with small diamonds onto the nightstand.
The cool metal band hit the wooden surface with a surprisingly loud bass [thunk]. It certainly sounded much heavier than it appeared to be, or maybe that was just in my head. But there was no imagining the pain and anguish in Adrienne�s voice as she cracked out, �I�m sorry, Ben. I love you. But I just can�t do this.�
Without another word or thought, Adrienne suddenly turned and strode straight at me, practically dragging Grace with her. The pair of them bumped me in their hurry to get out of the house, and then moments later they were gone.
Another [thump] brought my attention back into the room. Ben had sunk onto his knees. My heart went out to him as he closed his eyes, bent his head, and sobbed his heart out.
Holy�shit. I covered my mouth in shock, just trying to process everything that just happened. Clearly, Adrienne hadn�t taken Ben�s promise ring very well. I�d known she didn�t want some permanent commitment with him, but didn�t think she�d leave with�Grace�over him. Wouldn�t they have talked about this sort of thing before Ben sprung some grand gesture on her? How did I not see this coming?
How did I not know Ben was THIS close to committing to another girl? That I was THIS close to losing him forever? Belatedly, I realized that Ben and I really hadn�t talked much about his relationship with Adrienne this past semester, or his relationship with Paige either, for that matter. I mean, we�talked. But we didn�t talk that much, especially in the last month after Ryan asked me to concentrate more on him.
So I hadn�t known just where Ben�s relationships were going. Maybe his little fling with Paige was on the verge of cracking, too. But for all I knew, he was ready to propose to the little witch.
Presently, Ben finally collected himself and rocked back into a full squat, rubbing his knees before standing upright. He looked up at me, and then slowly walked right to me.
This was it. I had been so afraid I�d lost my Ben when he gave that promise ring to Adrienne. But she�d turned him down, just like she promised she would. She�d set him free. She was letting him finally return to ME.
My heart thudding in my chest, I reached out to him. I wanted to hug him and hold him and tell him everything would be alright. My best friend, my Ben, looked like a shell of the man he used to be. I NEEDED to somehow make everything alright. And I NEEDED him to know I wanted him back. FINALLY.
But Ben ignored my outstretched arm and walked right past me, heading out into the hallway. He stopped and looked at the closed front door, staring at it for what felt like an entire minute.
Ben was a statue, and I nervously looked around. Paige, Ryan, Bert, and Robin were all already in the house, hanging out to study since none of them had an afternoon final today. And when Ben finally turned around, the four of them looked at him in wonder and curiosity.
To this day, I don�t think I�ll ever understand exactly what was going through Ben�s head after that. His face was expressionless. There were no indications he was about to do what he did next. And so he caught us ALL by surprise.
None were more surprised than Gwen. She had been in the bathroom for this entire time, and she came to a dead stop when she came out to find six people staring at her. Her mouth opened slightly and she quickly glanced around at all six of us, silently standing around the hallway. �Uh, what�s going on?�
Without warning, Ben reached out and grabbed Gwen�s arm, yanking her abruptly through his bedroom doorway and slamming the door shut before I could even react.
�Ben!� I called in alarm. I quickly jiggled the doorknob, only to find that he�d already locked them inside.
�Ben! What�s going on?� Paige rushed up and called plaintively as well.
Nothing greeted us but the sounds of two bodies landing on the bed. And I frantically jiggled the doorknob even harder.
�Ben!� Gwen gasped, loud enough for us to overhear. �What�s going on?� Moments later, she squealed, �Oh, SHIT!�
Realization dawned on me as to what Ben and Gwen were doing in there. My eyes flew open wide and I clapped a hand over my mouth again in shock. The others were crowding around me, and one by one, they seemed to realize it as well.
�Ben!� Gwen squealed, confirming our guesses. �Ben we can�t do this! I�m a slut! Not a cheater!�
�You wanna stop?� Ben growled. �Just say �stop�.�
Gwen didn�t. And then there were no more cries except for those of two people royally fucking each other�s brains out.
* * *
The sounds of sex died out after about an hour or so. An hour of pure, non-stop fucking. Sometimes I forgot just how much of a machine Ben could be when he got going.
It was almost another two hours before Gwen finally opened the door, still wobbly on her feet. Robin and I rushed to her, helped her into the bathroom, and got her cleaned up. Then Robin took her back to the dorms. I, on the other hand, went into the bedroom to check on Ben.
Despite everything, there was still a look of infinite sadness on his face. He was asleep and flat on his back, and I covered him with a blanket while sliding onto the bed. I pulled his head into my lap, looking down with concern at him while stroking his hair back from his forehead and along his scalp. I couldn�t imagine the torment going through his mind in the aftermath of what Adrienne had done.
About twenty minutes later, he stiffened and seemed to wake. I increased the firmness of my stroking, urging him to remain calm. His eyes stayed closed as he just lay there and enjoyed my touch. And without needing to open his eyes and recognize me, he asked, �What time is it, Dawn?�
�Almost nine. PM,� I answered. �You�ve been asleep for more than two hours.�
He cracked his eyes open and stared at me for a long few moments. �Where�s Gwen?�
I told him and we had a short discussion about what Gwen would make of all this. I wasn�t sure, but while Gwen had been surprised by what happened, she didn�t seem angry. For his part, Ben didn�t seem to understand why he�d grabbed Gwen, either.
The conversation then turned to Adrienne, and almost immediately Ben started sobbing. Not wanting to let Ben devolve into self-flagellation, I grabbed his cheeks and stared down at his face. �Hey!� I barked loudly to get his attention.
In surprise, he blinked his eyes open and stared at me. Satisfied that I�d momentarily distracted him away from his sorrows, I asked, �You want something to eat? We ordered pizza and there�re plenty of leftovers.�
Ben winced and then shook his head. He closed his eyes again as I went back to stroking his forehead. At least right now he didn�t look like he was going to become hysterical again.
�Ahem.� Ryan�s voice from the doorway drew both of our attentions. He was dressed to spend the night with me. We�d already planned it since he had a morning final. �You coming back out?� my boyfriend asked warily.
I glanced down at Ben. My best friend � my Ben � was unhappy, and he needed my comfort. I wouldn�t leave him for the world, boyfriend or not. I worried about what I would tell Ryan when Ben suddenly grabbed my hand, holding it tightly. �Don�t leave me,� he pleaded, his eyes more convincing than his words. �Not right now.�
I sighed and glanced back up Ryan, looking apologetic. This was my Ben and he was going through one of the worst nights of his life. I couldn�t leave him. I�wouldn�t�leave him. �Not right now,� I told Ryan. �Okay?�
Ryan exhaled, a slight note of frustration in the sound. He didn�t like the idea, but it wasn�t like Ben and I were getting naked behind a locked door. So with a grudging nod, he walked away.
I went back to stroking Ben�s hair, whispering soothing words to him. And somehow, we both fell asleep.
MAY 20, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
My senses stirred with pleasure before my eyes opened. I was surrounded by warmth as I felt Ben � MY Ben � holding me in his arms. His beautiful cock was erect and pressed against my ass. His strong hand held my breast and squeezed it wonderfully. I could feel my crotch moistening and I rubbed my thighs together as pleasant thoughts of a morning spent making love filtered through my brain. This was what I�d been waiting for. Finally, after so long, we would be together again.
I realized that Ben was awake as well, and I turned my head around to face him. I felt the sun�s rays shining down on my face as I smiled happily at the sight of my soulmate, and I said brightly, �Mmm ... morning, Ben!�
�Hi...� He smiled happily and squeezed me a little tighter, his hand idly rubbing my breast as if it were the most natural thing in the world. He dipped his face toward mine, puckering his lips. And I closed my eyes with a smile and moved in to meet him.
But before we could kiss, Ben�s eyes popped open and he jerked his hand off my boob. My eyes popped open and I backed away from the anguish on his face.
�Oh, Dawn, Dawn. I�m so�sorry,� Ben muttered. He peeked beneath the blankets to confirm that he was fully naked, and that his bare cock was rubbing against my bare buttcheek where my thong panties failed to completely cover me.
�No, no. It�s okay. Not your fault,� I flustered and tugged my shirt down to my waist, hiding my own semi-nudity. I wanted him. I WANTED him.
�It is. It is,� Ben stammered, still thinking that he was doing something that I didn�t want him to do. How could I convince him that we belonged together, especially now that he was free? �I�m so sorry,� he groaned.
�No, it�s okay. It�s nobody�s fault,� I sighed. Clearly, Ben�s head wasn�t where it needed to be yet. We needed time to talk. So I futzed around with my clothes, making sure I was fully dressed and presentable. And then I quickly sat up in bed.
Just then, Brandi appeared at the open doorway, a steaming mug of coffee in her hands. �Figures.� The older girl smirked. �One amazingly gorgeous blonde breaks up with you, so you drag another pretty blonde into your bedroom and fuck her brains out. And then you spend the night cuddling with a�third�hot blonde.�
I blushed and looked down before slipping out of the bed, realizing that my boyfriend was going to be pretty upset with me. I�d have to put up with him until I could get the Ben thing worked together again. �I�d better go do damage control with Ryan.�
Ben sat up, keeping the blankets covering his lap while wrapping his arms around his legs. He looked at me apologetically. �I�m sorry about all this.�
�No, don�t be.� I shook my head. As awkward as things had been in the morning, Ben looked remarkably better than he had yesterday when Adrienne had walked out on him and left behind the promise ring. I was happy that he was better. I was happy that�I�had been a part of making him better. And I told him, �I was right where I needed to be � where I�wanted�to be � last night.�
Ben smiled wanly, his eyes full of gratitude. �Thanks, Dawn. Really.�
I smiled and nodded, allowing myself a brief moment of hope. Was this the turning point? Was this the day Ben and I started to get back together, the way we were always meant to be?
But that was for later. I still had a boyfriend, and I steeled myself for the coming conversation. Ryan would have slept alone in my bed last night. The door to Ben�s room had been open all night, so he�d know nothing untoward occurred.
But he STILL wouldn�t be too happy with me.
* * *
I watched Paige storm out of Ben�s room. She stomped over to the front door as if she weight 300 pounds and flung it open. And without a backwards glance she hurried away.
I arched an eyebrow, wondering just what had happened. If she and Ben had broken up, then maybe my worries about their relationship were over nothing. Maybe this was as bad as it could get.
Then Gwen got off the couch and headed for Ben�s room. She�d arrived while Ben was screwing Paige�s lights out, fidgeting nervously and obviously anxious to talk to Ben about what he�d done to her last night. Not �with� her, �to� her. But with Ben likely in a weird mood after whatever fight he�d just had with Paige...
I reached out a hand in warning. �Gwen, wait! Now is probably not the best time.�
She turned around and looked at me, practically whimpering. �I�ve got to do this. I can�t wait any longer.�
She moved ahead and stood in the doorway to his room. �Hi, Ben. We need to talk.�
What happened next was right out of a horror film. A hand reached out and grabbed the back of Gwen�s neck. She squeaked and then was dragged into the room with a speed I didn�t think was possible. The door slammed and then Gwen whimpered, �Oh, God. Not again!�
I groaned and rolled my eyes. And then the noises started up again.
Blushing as if�I�should be embarrassed for some reason, I looked around at Ryan, Bert, Robin, Dayna, Kevin, Kerri, Monique, and Matt. All of them seemed to be evaluating me, as if I was supposed to say or do something. Tracy, Julie, and Brandi were in the kitchen, otherwise the situation might feel even worse. I just put my head down and tried to focus on studying, to block out the sounds of my good friend getting the fucking of a lifetime.
Ten minutes later, Gwen�s purse started ringing. Groaning as I listened to Gwen�s orgasmic cries emanating from Ben�s bedroom, I opened her purse and dug out a silver Samsung flip phone. Oh, of�course. It was Rick Rusedski, Gwen�s boyfriend.
I hit the side button to silence the call and then settled back down into the couch, sighing in resignation.
About five minutes later, the noises in the bedroom finally stopped. At that point I got up and went over to the door, knocking softly. Maybe I could catch Ben between rounds.
�Who is it?� Ben called.
�It�s Dawn,� I replied neutrally.
There was a moment�s pause before he replied, �Come in.�
Ben was buck naked and sitting on the edge of the mattress, his heels perched on the bed frame and his head in his hands. Behind him, Gwen was a limp puddle of naked flesh, clearly unconscious. She was lying on her right shoulder, the right arm extended straight out and the left arm flung behind her head. Her ass was flat on the bed with her legs spread to the sides and bent like a dead frog�s. And her pussy STILL seemed to be spasming in the aftershocks of orgasm while leaking creamy white semen.
I arched an eyebrow and sighed wearily. �You did it again.�
Ben grimaced and looked down. �Paige dumped me,� he said, as if that would explain everything.
�Ah,� I nodded as if I understood. Then I held up Gwen�s cell phone. �Well, I just wanted to tell Gwen that her boyfriend called. But I guess he�ll have to wait for her to wake up.�
Ben grimaced and put his forehead in his palm again.
Well, at least Ben was breaking free of Adrienne. While I may not have chosen his exact methodology, I could appreciate that this was Ben�s way of dealing with the breakup. He was a very sexual creature and getting laid was a very good way of clearing his head and moving on. Even though he looked to be in pain right now, he looked better than yesterday. And it was only the first day. If I gave him enough time � and maybe enough girls � he�d get over it and be ready to be my boyfriend, MY Ben, once again.
�Dinner will be ready soon,� I said casually. I could be patient. I could wait. Then I pulled the door shut behind me. Everything would be fine.
MAY 21, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
He did the same thing with Monique. At least, unlike Gwen, Monique looked like she knew what she was getting into. I surveyed her lush, naked body, not looking so very different from Gwen�s yesterday afternoon.
For that matter, Ben looked about the same, sitting up with his head in his hands. But he looked better. He was fresher. He was happier. And most importantly, he was single again.
Ben single ... and looking for love. Could we? Was this finally our time to get back together?
Now as long as he could get through this next hurdle. My�favorite�petite redhead had returned. I remember groaning beneath my breath the minute she�d arrived.
�Dinner will be ready soon,� I told him. And then I added, �Just a warning: Paige is here.�
MAY 22, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
Tracy McMillan finished up this morning. Marian Liu took her turn just before lunch. And Kerri Trainor spent the afternoon with Ben.
Ben was looking better and better each day. And when Julie Carpenter almost sheepishly went to knock on his door after dinner, I wryly shook my head and turned my focus back to my studying.
MAY 23, 2003, FRESHMAN YEAR
Arm-in-arm, Kerri and Julie waltzed out the door, happily-fucked expressions on their faces. By my count, that finished off everyone from Dayna�s blindfold party, Ben having worked through everyone, including Dayna and Brandi. Only Angela had opted out, choosing to remain loyal to her boyfriend.
I stepped into the doorway, crossing my arms beneath my breasts and leaning against the door frame.
�You look content.�
He shrugged. �What can I say? Fucking makes me happy.�
I smirked and shook my head wryly. Leave it to Ben to cure all his ills through sex. It was good to know for our future that if my husband ever became unhappy, a few good orgasms with some strange pussy would cure him. I was about to make a comment to that point, but Brandi showed up and leaned against the opposite side of the doorjamb.
Ben�s sister smiled and raised her eyebrows. �You�do�realize you�ve run out of our friends from the party.�
Ben grinned and then obviously ogled me, his gaze rapidly moving up and down my body as if he could undress me with his eyes. �Well, not�all�of them.�
I blushed when I realized he meant me, then rolled my eyes and chuckled. �Maybe if you�re really nice to me.� I rather liked the idea. It had been sooo long since Ben fucked my brains out and I could feel myself moistening at the very thought of it. �But seriously, what are you going to do now? We�ve still got one more final left this afternoon.�
Ben shrugged. �Doesn�t matter.� He then looked significantly at Brandi, gratitude in his eyes. �They kept me distracted long enough to make it to today. Today Adrienne�s finally going to talk to me.�
Wait,�WHAT?
I furrowed my eyebrows, red anger rising into my face as I thought about what Ben had just said. Adrienne? What the FUCK? I turned and glared at Brandi. �Wait, is THAT what this was all about? Keeping Ben occupied?�
Brandi shrugged. �I take care of my little brother. He was a mess after Adrienne left him and we both know what works on him.� The older brunette arched an eyebrow at her little brother. �Ejaculations are pretty head-clearing, aren�t they?�
Ben nodded and smiled. �Woulda failed every single final without them.� Then he sighed a little more forlornly. �Hell, I probably would have driven myself insane overthinking everything, and hunted down Adrienne to plead with her to take me back.�
�Take me back�???�My eyes goggled and I felt absolutely HORRIFIED by what I was hearing. �You ... You still want to get back together with Adrienne?� I squawked.
Ben frowned and looked at me carefully. �Uh, yeah...�
I gawked in disbelief and Ben furrowed his eyebrows while stammering, �She still hasn�t even explained to me why she broke up with me. I guess a part of me is still hoping we can go back to the way things were.�
�So ... all those girls,� I glared at Brandi again. �YOU set those up?�
Brandi shrugged. �Well, me and Dayna.�
�Ben didn�t go out and seduce them on his own or anything?�
Brandi frowned. �What? No. Ben would never mess with our friends without going through us first, and the girls would never have fucked Ben without our permission. Oh, they certainly wanted to, especially after Dayna�s party last December. But they never would have gone behind our backs.�
I turned to Ben in confusion. �But I thought you were just taking out your aggression and anger at Adrienne? Like with Gwen!�
Ben shrugged. �I�m still not sure what happened with Gwen. My mind just sorta snapped those times.�
�But I thought you were just fucking around because you were free!� My mouth was gaping open. �Adrienne dumped you. Paige realized you didn�t love her. So you were just going to go nuts, screwing everything in sight and enjoy your freedom, right?�
For once, I did NOT understand what was going through Ben�s head. Wasn�t he healing himself so that he could get back together with ME? Wasn�t that the whole point? Hadn�t we discussed this way back when? I LOVE him. He�s MINE. I let him let this thing with Adrienne play out until he came back to ME.
Ben shook his head and explained, �The sex was a welcome distraction; but in the end, I�ll never feel for those girls what I felt with Adrienne. I�love�her, Dawn. I still love her. And I�d trade all of Brandi�s friends to get her back. I thought you�knew�that.�
WHAT THE FUCK???�I stared angrily at Ben. I furrowed my eyebrows and blinked rapidly, not understanding at all. And then without another word, I turned and stomped away.
�Dawn?� Ben called in confusion. �DAWN?�
But I was already gone.
* * *
A couple of minutes later, Ben burst onto the back patio. I was sitting on the old couch we�d stashed back here, my knees pulled up to my chest with my heels on the edge of the seat and my arms wrapped around my legs. He looked around for me frantically until I sighed, �I�m over here.�
Ben quickly moved beside me and put a hand on my shoulder. �Dawn. Talk to me.�
I exhaled and fought back my tears, failing and feeling the droplet roll down my cheek. I pursed my lips and stared straight ahead, not sure how to answer just yet.
Ben waited me out patiently. Knowing exactly what I needed, he gave me time to process. It was the same thing I did for him when he got into one of these moods. But he couldn�t do�nothing�and so tried to settle for rubbing my shoulder. It still wasn�t enough, and a few seconds later he just leaned forward and bear-hugged me.
That just pissed me off even more. The instant he started hugging me I brusquely pushed him away with my right arm. �Get away from me!� I hissed, more with tone than with volume.
�What?�
�Can�t you tell? I�m still upset with you!� I spat.
�Upset? What? Why?� Ben stammered. Good lord the boy was clueless. �What�s wrong?�
�What�s wrong?� I exhaled, even more pissed off that Ben didn�t already know.��What�s wrong?�You�re still fucking in love with her! That�s what�s fucking wrong!�
�Huh?�
I canted my head back, staring at the roof above our heads as I groaned in annoyed frustration. �I�m such an idiot. I knew it. But I didn�t realize. I�m�such�an idiot.�
�Dawn. What are you talking about?�
�You! You fucking ASSHOLE!�
�Dawn!�
�Adrienne! You�re still fucking in love with her! You still fucking want to get back together with her!�
He whimpered helplessly and admitted, �Of course.�
�You don�t get it, do you?� I raged.
He bit his lip nervously, wincing as he squeaked, �Does it bother you that I want to be together with Adrienne?�
�YES!!! I mean, no!� I sighed and dropped my feet off the bench, stomping them onto the ground. I planted my hands on my knees and hunched over, hanging my head down between my shoulders. Ben reached for me, but I slapped his hand away.
�Dawn...� Ben pleaded. �Talk to me.�
�You gave her a promise ring, Ben,� I gritted between my teeth.
�Uh, yeah,� he stammered, clearly not understanding.
�You gave her a�promise�ring,� I emphasized.
Ben shrugged.
He wasn�t following. Why did I love this stupid moron again? I sighed, hanging my head down again. �What does that mean to you?�
Ben blinked. �It�s a promise. Like ... I dunno. An engagement ring is a promise to get married. A promise ring is a promise to ... be committed, I guess.�
�Or a promise to get engaged someday?� I raised my eyebrows.
�Well, yeah. I guess.�
My eyes dipped and I glared at my stupid best friend. �Fuck you, Ben.�
�Wha�?�
�Fuck. You.� I bit out.
He winced.
�A promise ring means an engagement ring. An engagement rings means you�re gonna get MARRIED. To�HER. Not�ME. Don�t you get it? You weren�t supposed to make some grand commitment to Adrienne!� I yelled, spittle flying off my mouth. �You weren�t supposed to get that serious! You�re�supposed�to be MY Ben!�
�What?�
�MY Ben! Mine!� I raged. �As in: NOT hers!�
�Dawn!�
�What about US?� I stormed.
�What ABOUT us?� Ben half-yelled right back. He thrust his hands at me. �There is no US! You�re my best friend! And you�re with Ryan!�
�I�m not gonna fucking marry Ryan!� I yelled.
�So, what? If Adrienne dumps me, are you gonna break up with him now for me?� Ben snarled. Then he leaned forward, leering at me lustfully and waggling his eyebrows suggestively. �After all, you�did�say I could take you back when my relationship with Adrienne ended. Huh?�
�Fuck you!� [WHACK] I slapped Ben as hard as I possibly could. He didn�t get it. I�d been WAITING for him this entire time. I�d held back from my relationship with Ryan. I�d patiently advised him on keeping Adrienne for HIS sake. I�d bided my time for over a year, just hoping to be reunited with my one true love and my soulmate. And all he could think of was picking me up on the rebound just in case his true love for Adrienne didn�t work out?�WHAT THE FUCK???
�I am NOT your fucking fallback!� I spat at him, and then stood up and stomped back to the door.
When I glanced back, Ben looked completely shocked that I�d slapped him. I stopped at the door, my hand on the knob, and a shudder went through my entire body. Was this really how it was all going to end? Was this really how Ben and I broke up for good? Yeah, technically we�d been broken up for over a year. But only now did I really have to face that Ben belonged to her, and not to me. Now I really had to face that he wasn�t just coming back to me to pick up where we left off.
The love we shared from the time we were born wasn�t there anymore. The love we made at those summer camps couldn�t be recaptured.
My�Ben was gone.
My soulmate was gone.
Biting my lip, I turned to face this new Ben, the male slut who was in love with another girl. And I felt the rivers of tears pouring down both of my cheeks. �I thought we were going to wait for each other, Ben,� I sighed dejectedly. �I was going to be your Dawn, forever. And I thought you would be mine. I guess I was wrong.�

Chapter 20: Dawn�s Story II

MAY 23, 2003, SUMMER BREAK
I just couldn�t stay away.
I hated Ben and yet, I loved him. I had fully intended not to talk to him again until we met up at camp. At camp, I figured, we�d somehow find the magic that would make us understand each other and realize what we really meant to each other. But until then, I had to step away. I had to give him more time to get over Adrienne and realize how much he needed me. Our worlds wouldn�t be complete until he figured that out.
I was doing fine today. Ben saw me in the morning on his way out. I just avoided his gaze until he left. And then I spent the next ten minutes trying to breathe normally.
After his final, Ben had his talk with Adrienne. I worried for a little while, but the next time I saw him I knew it was really over. She wasn�t exactly giving him back to me, but Adrienne�had�broken up with Ben.
I was actually surprised he didn�t grab someone and start fucking their brains out right away. But then, I figured that he�d been doing that all week just to keep himself occupied until the hammer finally fell. Now that it had, apparently sex wasn�t the first thing on his mind.
Drinking, however, was. We threw an End of the Year party, and Ben was pounding shots and screaming cheers in a dozen or so different languages. Of course, getting to a dozen languages meant he had to down a dozen shots. And I was beginning to worry about him.
Still, I kept my distance. Ben didn�t try to approach me apart from some longing looks across the room. It hurt him, to have his best friend nearby but avoiding him. But hell, this hurt me, too. I just couldn�t face him right now. Not when I�d gotten my hopes up that we�d be together again, only to find that he hadn�t been of a like mind.
I saw when Matt Kanemura, Brandi�s boyfriend, first cut Ben off. I felt a pressure deep in my gut to DO something about it, and when Ben started getting belligerent, I realized my conscience wouldn�t let me stay totally aloof. If Ben got into serious trouble and I did nothing to stop him, I�d hate myself forever. So I tried to slow him down and he practically collapsed right in front of me.
Poor guy. Lost his girlfriend � both of them � and his best friend in the span of a couple of days. I couldn�t imagine what was going through his head. I got him back into his bedroom. And for a while I was tempted to stay with him, pull his head into my lap, and cuddle with him until my happy Ben came back.
But he wasn�t my Ben anymore.
So I kissed him tenderly, platonically, on his forehead. Then I got off the bed and left the room.
�Hey, babe,� I said softly when I found Ryan. �Let�s get out of here, okay?�
My loving boyfriend put his arm around my shoulders, took one last look back at Ben�s bedroom, and then we left.
MAY 24, 2003, SUMMER BREAK
I just couldn�t stay away.
I hated Ben and yet, I loved him. I wanted him to understand how much he�d hurt me. But I didn�t want him to be miserable for the rest of the summer. The last thing he would remember of me was me helping him into his room and then walking away, leaving him when he needed my help to get through his pain.
I�d abandoned him. And I was sorry for it. And I HAD to tell him that I was sorry. Even if it wasn�t my place to comfort him, I could at least not ADD to his misery.
�Take me home, Ryan,� I said softly.
My boyfriend looked over at me. We had spent the morning getting breakfast and hanging out with Gwen and Robin, helping them pack up their dorm rooms. Now Ryan and I were going off to lunch by ourselves. But I couldn�t go just yet. Maybe Ben and Adrienne hadn�t left just yet. They were probably already gone; but maybe ... just maybe ... it wasn�t too late. �Take me home,� I repeated. �I need to say goodbye.�
My boyfriend looked over at me, a curious expression on his face. But bless his heart, without a word, Ryan just moved up to the next streetlight and signaled to turn around.
A few minutes later, we pulled up to the curb just in time. Ben and Adrienne were standing by the Mustang, having not yet climbed in. I sprinted out the door and up the driveway. And I slammed into Ben from behind, choking out a few sobs as I wrapped myself around his body.
�Dawn?� Ben gasped. His hands jerked up to touch my arms.
I didn�t answer except to kiss the back of his neck. In that moment, I felt his shoulders relax as a mountain load of tension slid away from him. And I felt the same tension leaving me as well.
We were connected, after all.
�I�m sorry, Ben,� I said softly, right into his ear.
He didn�t answer. He didn�t even turn around to look at me. He just bent his head and gently patted my hands.
I kissed his neck again and sighed. �I�m your Dawn. Forever.� My voice cracked and I WILLED him to understand that when the world came to an end, I would still be waiting for him.
Ben turned around and gave me the warmest hug I�d ever felt. It was better than the hugs my parents gave me when I was little. It was more relieving than even Ben�s hugs when he�d raced up in the middle of the night after the whole Mark incident. I pushed my chin into his shoulder and he rubbed my cheek with his own. We twisted together for a good minute, hugging each other tighter and tighter until neither of us could breathe.
It ended perfectly. He turned and kissed my cheek, whispering, �And I�m your Ben.�
JUNE 2003, SUMMER BREAK
�Wow...� I breathed as I pressed the phone to my ear. I sagged back, feeling Ryan�s strong arms wrapping around my waist as I leaned against his chest. Still slightly shell-shocked, I didn�t react when he leaned around and pecked my cheek.
�You okay, babe?�
I nodded slowly. I hadn�t even noticed Ryan coming up and hugging me while I was on the phone. What Ben had just told me sent chills down my spine.
�You got SHOT?� I gasped into the phone. This time, I felt Ryan tense up behind me.
�Twice,� Ben replied at the other end of the line.
I dropped the phone. Just imagining Ben with two bullet holes in his body frightened the crap out of me. Ben. MY Ben. He�d nearly�died. I�d nearly lost him FOREVER.
I scrambled and picked up the phone, quickly putting it to my ear. Ben didn�t currently sound in distress, but I HAD to know. Eden. Emma. Brooke. �Ben, tell me that everyone is okay!�
�Everyone�s fine. Brandi didn�t tell you that part?�
�No! I haven�t seen her in a couple of days!� I exclaimed. �And my mom didn�t tell me anything about guns or shooting! You got shot?�
�Yeah, but I�m fine, everyone�s fine,� Ben said reassuringly. �I was a little freaked out about Adrienne for a minute there, but everyone is fine. Emma was untouched and Adrienne just had some cuts.�
�What happened to Adam?�
Ben took a deep breath. �He�s dead.�
I dropped the phone again.
All this death. All this craziness. In that moment, I wanted nothing more than to rush down to Ben and promise to never leave his side again. This is a fickle world we live in, and every day could be our last. Could I afford to wait for my destiny to come? Or could one of us end up DEAD before it ever happened?
But I tamped down on those urges, hanging my head. I loved Ben. I would always love him. But we weren�t like that anymore. I wasn�t just going to wait around for a stupid boy to figure out I was the love of his life, soulmate or not. He�d shown me with the whole Adrienne thing that he wasn�t thinking on that level yet. He was just looking for whatever would make him happy for now. Could I fulfill that role for him? Maybe. But didn�t�I�deserve the absolute devotion I wanted to give him? When was BEN going to give that to me?
Maybe Ben just needed a couple more years of seasoning. After all, Ryan was two years older and had been giving me that kind of devotion since he was Ben�s age. Maybe I just had to wait and see if Ben matured into the man I knew he could be: the kind of man who would be right for me.
Maybe he wouldn�t.
Either way, that was up to Ben now. I�d wasted too much of my life � and too much of Ryan�s efforts � to waste any more. Those were the decisions I�d made in the month since we�d left Berkeley. And not even getting shot by Adrienne�s deranged brother could change that.
Ben told me the rest of the story. I listened in mild shock at the violence of it all. Crazy shit had happened to me in my life, but nothing quite so ... fatal. I still couldn�t believe Ben had actually been shot.
But that concern was wiped away by a new crisis. Ben tried to joke, �I�m fine, Dawn. Well, I may not be able to go swimming with you when we get to camp because the wounds will still be healing; but other than that, I�m perfectly healthy.�
�Oh, Bennn...� I moaned forlornly, realizing that my timing really SUCKED. After everything he�d already been through, I had more bad news for him.
�ReLAX,� Ben tried to reassure me. �I�m fine.�
�No, it�s not that,� I moaned in the same tone. I looked at Ryan, gazing into his eyes for strength as I gathered myself together. Then deciding I just had to spit it out, I stated, �I was going to tell you today: I�m not coming to camp.�
There was a thudding sound as apparently it was Ben�s turn to drop the phone. I heard the mad scramble as he picked it back up and then gasped, �Wait,�what?� I could imagine his frustration. Eighteen years we�d been together, with never a single miss...
... until now. I sighed and tried to explain, �I know we didn�t put much effort into finding internships for this summer, but Dayna�s company wants extra interns and she recommended me. It�s a paid internship, I�ll get lots of good experience, and specifically this�ll really help make sure I get into the Undergraduate Business program. They made the offer and I already accepted.�
And more to the point, I don�t trust myself around you.�But I didn�t tell him that part. I knew that if I met up with Ben at camp, I wouldn�t be able to resist sleeping with him and betraying my boyfriend. And right now, maintaining a relationship with the one man who truly dedicated himself to me mattered more.
�You�re not coming to camp?� Ben complained.
I took a deep breath. �I�m sorry. But no.�
All I heard was a bitchy snarl before the line cut off. Wow ... Ben actually hung up on me. How...�immature...
I pulled my head away and furrowed my eyebrows, staring at my cell phone, feeling annoyed. But I shut down my annoyance. After all, Ben had just gone through a painful trauma and had been shot twice. I could forgive him a short temper in these trying times.
So I called him back. I wanted him to know that I was still his friend.
But of course, it went straight to his voicemail. I could already see Ben sulking on his bed, hitting END on his phone like a petulant child.
I sighed. THIS was why I had to wait for him to grow up.
JULY 9, 2003, SUMMER BREAK
After never calling me back before he left for camp, I was absolutely THRILLED to hear from Ben on my birthday. �You can�t believe how happy I am that you called me!� I gushed into the phone.
�You�re my Dawn,� Ben said sweetly. �And it�s your birthday. Just because you�re not at camp this year doesn�t change that. Still ... I wish you WERE here...�
I sighed. �I know. I�m still sorry it had to be this way.�
�Don�t worry about it. If nothing else, I�m sure Ryan is thrilled you�re staying nearby.�
I chuckled and looked around the room. At present, I was all by myself in my house, having come home early from my internship. And Ryan hadn�t yet come by to visit after his own day at work. My parents didn�t know it, but Ryan was pretty much spending every single night with me since we could get away with it; and Dayna promised she wouldn�t rat me out. So on that point alone, Ryan was thrilled I wasn�t at camp this month. And then of course, Ryan was doubly-thrilled I wasn�t with�Ben. �He wouldn�t say it, but he was freaking out about the idea of you and me at camp again. Last year was one thing, but ... well...�
�I know. It�s fine. Less temptation this way,� Ben admitted. �Besides, your little sister has been quite eager to take up the slack. Seriously Dawn, DJ has been an absolute nymphomaniac. Girl hasn�t left my side for the entire camp.�
�Really?� I giggled. I thought back to when I informed my own family that I was going to stick around the house. DJ had gotten really,�really�excited.
�You know,� I began in a thoughtful tone. �As soon as DJ found out I wasn�t coming to camp, her eyes got REALLY big. I didn�t realize it at the time, but I think it�s because she knew you were going to be single this summer. That girl�s had a crush on you for a long time.�
�Really?� Ben asked in surprise.
�Really. I once asked her why she�s never settled down with a serious boyfriend. At first, I thought it was because she�d gotten too much advice from Dayna about playing with many boys being more fun than just being with one. But DJ just said that none of the boys she ever met measured up to you.�
�Really?�
I giggled. �Really. I wonder if I should worry about little sis trying to poach you while I�m gone.�
Ben chuckled. �Nah. We�re just friends ... well ... horny friends. Girl won�t leave my dick alone.�
I laughed, imagining horny Ben and horny DJ with a big camp and no big sister around. �I�ll bet. And I�m sure you have lots of opportunities with my old cabin being empty most of the time.�
�We have. Plus, we spend a lot of time at the clearing.�
I went quiet.
He�didn�t...
SHE didn�t...
�You took her to our clearing?� I asked coldly, ice running through my voice.
Ben could already tell I was angry. He practically whimpered, �Uh, yeah.�
�To OUR clearing?� I growled. �You fucked her in OUR special clearing?�Alone?�
�Whoa! Whoa!� Ben stammered. I could even picture him waving his hands defensively. �Wait a minute; DJ said quite explicitly that she asked your permission. And now that I think about it, she said you specifically gave her the green light to keep me company this summer since you were quote/unquote �abandoning� me.�
�I never said ANY of that!�
�What? I even asked her if she was lying!� Ben protested. Then I heard a commotion behind him and he whispered harshly. �DJ said she knew you�d rip her head off later if you found out.�
�I would! I will!�
And then I proceeded to verbally thrash my best friend for violating OUR most special place.
* * *
I was still upset when Ryan got home. I�m sure he wasn�t expecting to find me the way he did.
He was late, an hour later than usual. I was actually starting to get mad at him for it. Here was my 19th birthday, with no family around except for Dayna. No Mom or Dad. No Ben. Just me. Not even my boyfriend could bother to show up on time. And all this on a day I found out Ben was fucking my little sister in OUR clearing.
So I moped on the bed. And I was surprised when Ryan walked through the door, holding a bouquet of pink roses, my favorites. He was dressed in a tuxedo, a smile on his face as he started theatrically, �And now my dear, shall we...�Dawn?�
He cut off when he realized I wasn�t in the mood. And he quickly crossed over to me, kneeling and reaching for my hands. �Are you okay?�
I didn�t answer him. I just furrowed my eyebrows in confusion at his attire and pointed. �What�s with the penguin suit?�
He gave me a lopsided grin. �It was a surprise. Remember how we watched that Japanese �Shall We Dance?� a couple of weeks ago? Well, you said you�d never been formally dancing and I thought it would be fun to go tonight.�
Absolutely incredible. How did I ever manage to get such a special guy?
I looked up at my boyfriend, seeing his sterling blue eyes and handsome face as he smiled down at me. For years, he�d been considerate and caring. He always made me his priority and never once failed to show me he loved me. Yeah, we had our fights and disagreements. But if you took away the jealousies over Ben, Ryan and I probably had the least number of fights out of any couple I�d ever HEARD of, let alone met. He was a perfect guy, and for the life of me, I couldn�t understand why I�d kept him at arms length for so long.
Blinking, I looked up at him with moist eyes and said softly, �Tell me how much I mean to you.� My voice was filled with need.
It took him a second to remember what I meant, but it came to him quickly. This would be the third time since April I�d asked him to tell me how much I meant to him. And he changed the words every time.
�You don�t mean a�lot�to me,� Ryan began, just like always. �You mean�everything�to me. You�re more than my world, Dawn; you�re my Universe. You are every season of the year. You are the heat of Summer, filled with light and warmth. You are the beauty of Fall, with ever changing moods like the colors of Autumn leaves. You are the purity of Winter, cool and absolute. And you are the promise of Spring, making me believe that my time will come. You are my sunrise and sunset; and at night I eagerly await the new coming of the Dawn.�
Tears now fell down my cheeks as I reached up to Ryan, grabbing his shirt and tugging him down to me. I hungrily sought out his lips, kissing him so hard my teeth hurt as I pulled him onto my body, crushing myself so wonderfully beneath his heavy weight.
Then I pulled back and stroked his cheeks while lovingly looking into his eyes. I made sure I had his full and undivided attention as I stared right into him, saying, �You don�t have to wait for your time anymore, Ryan. That time is now.�I love you.�
Uncontrollably, Ryan smiled WAY bigger than I�d ever seen him do. He couldn�t help it. He�d waited years for me to say that, and now that I had, he couldn�t be happier.
But that happiness was tempered by skepticism. His eyes searched through mine, clicking back and forth as if looking for a �but� to follow.
There was none. I just pulled him down and kissed him again, a passionate growl rising up in my throat.
But he pulled away and gasped, �Dawn-Dawn-Dawn-Dawn-Dawn.� He paused, heaving for air. �Don�t do this to me. Don�t do this if you don�t really mean it,� he rasped.
�I mean it,� I giggled and pulled him in for another kiss.
�N-no,� he pulled away, shaking his head. �I know the score. I know you�re in love with Ben. You�ve ALWAYS been in love with Ben. And I knew, deep in my heart, that I was just keeping you warm until he came around to his senses. Please, Dawn. Don�t do this to me if you don�t really mean it!�
I took a deep breath and looked straight at my boyfriend. �I love you, Ryan,� I said firmly. �And you need to know this: I used to think I would end up back with Ben, someday. I�used�to. We grew up together. He was my first everything. But we�ve grown up into different people. He�s still my best friend, but we�re not romantic anymore. He has his life. I have mine. And YOU�RE at the center of my life, now. Okay?�
Ryan blinked several times. �So ... I�m�not�just keeping you occupied until Ben comes to his senses and wants you back?�
I sighed. That WAS how I�d seen Ryan a long time ago. Well, maybe not so long ago; but it wasn�t the way I saw him now. �No,� I said firmly. �You�re more to me than that.�
Ryan frowned and looked skeptical.
I sighed. �Ben is my past. But when I see you, babe, I see my future. Look, we�ve only been dating for less than two years. But you�re not just a temporary boyfriend to me. I want to see where this goes, how our relationship can develop. I want to find out how our feelings can grow if we stay together through your graduation. Heck, I want to see how our feelings can grow if we stay together through MY graduation, and beyond.�
�Are you serious?� Ryan looked dubious.
�Yes, I am,� I told him with heartfelt conviction. �When I see you, I see a man who just might make me happy for the rest of our lives. And for that, I really and truly do love you.�
I kissed him again. And this time, the stupid boy didn�t do anything else to stop me.
We never made it to the dance. Actually, I ended up tearing his tuxedo, which wasn�t cheap, in my haste to get it off him. And even then, I don�t think his pants ever came fully free of his left ankle. Neither of us wanted to take the time to remove them before my boyfriend�s wonderful cock slid home inside me.
�Yesss...� I hissed, my fingers clawing at Ryan�s back as he hunched over my prone body, urgently thrusting with his hips to drive the powerful rod into my clenching pussy over and over again.
�Dawn...� he moaned, repeatedly, in love with the sound of my name. �Dawn...�
�Fuck me, Ryan. Love me. Love me, baby,� I crooned back at him, rolling my hips to meet his. I held his face in my hands, staring right into his eyes. I wanted him to see mine, to see that I really and truly loved him. I wanted him to feel my love radiating out from every pore in my body while he passionately pushed part of his body, part of his soul, into mine.
That night, I showed my boyfriend just how special our lovemaking could be when we both loved each other, holding nothing back. And when we fell asleep together with his cock slowly going soft inside me, nothing else in the universe mattered.
AUGUST 2003, SUMMER BREAK
�You�d better get going. My family will be home soon.� I pecked Ryan on the lips and then pushed him away lightly.
Smiling, he took a step backward. But he stopped and looked at me with both trepidation and hope on his face. �You�re serious about this? I should go ahead and put down the deposit?�
I smiled wanly. �Well, maybe wait until tomorrow. My decision is made, but my parents may still pitch a fit.�
Ryan nodded and then blew me a last kiss. He then turned and headed up the sidewalk to get into his car.
I wasn�t actually worried about my parents. They were protective, but they were very into letting us girls be independent and make our own decisions. We always tried to reward that freedom by being responsible, succeeding�most�of the time. And in this case, I already knew they�d let me make this big decision as well: I was moving in with Ryan.
The idea started a week ago. Ryan had been looking at several different apartments himself, wanting a place to stay closer to campus and closer to me. It was simply too much of a drag to take the BART up every day and to live at home. He felt like he was intruding every time he crashed over at the house, and he felt doubly uncomfortable knowing that both Ben and my sister were in the house, potentially able to hear us if we decided to get intimate.
Originally, Ryan was going to get his own place and live on his own. It would be expensive, but he�d manage if he had to. Or maybe he�d find a roommate. We�d already discussed sleeping over at each other�s place from time to time.
One complication was that at the Berkeley house, Adrienne and I would ACTUALLY have to share the big bedroom, with Ben taking over my old room. Now that Adrienne and Ben were broken up, it just didn�t make sense for them to share anymore. And since Adrienne and I were the young girls on the totem pole, we�d have to share. THAT would make it difficult to bring Ryan over to my place.
But after Ryan had practically lived at my house for the past month, I was loathe to be parted from him. Ever since declaring my love for him on my birthday, our relationship had bloomed into something intense and passionate and wonderful. I didn�t want to be away from him. So a week ago, when he asked me to move in with him, I jumped at the idea.
Ryan had been surprised. He never expected me to go for it. After all, I�d been the one keeping our relationship at a measured pace for almost two years. But that didn�t mean he wasn�t thrilled with my positive response. I knew my parents could afford it, this would solve the housing dilemma with Ben and Adrienne, and besides, it wasn�t like my Mom and Dad were under any illusions that I�wouldn�t�be spending all my time at Ryan�s apartment�anyways. Worst case, if I broke up with the guy, I could always move back to the house.
So I wasn�t worried about my parents. The one person I WAS worried about? Ben.
How would HE react to the news? With something this momentous, I knew it would change my relationship with my best friend forever. This wasn�t just about where my head hit the pillow every night, this was a choice. This was me choosing Ryan over him. And DJ or no DJ, I had no idea how Ben would take things. I didn�t think it likely there was anything he could say that would change my mind. But this was Ben. He just had that effect on me. Because deep down in my heart, I knew that if Ben promised to drop DJ and be with me and love me forever if I only didn�t go ... I would.
I loved Ryan, but Ben still had that power over me. So I told Ryan to wait a day. I�d give my boyfriend the answer tomorrow.
It was highly unlikely Ben would react that way. But am I a bad person for hoping he might?
* * *
Ben�s family arrived first, or at least their van did. With the balance of kids thrown off, it turned out that Ben and Brooke had ridden with my parents and DJ, and had yet to arrive.
My heart nearly stopped when they did. Showtime.
Brandi was the first to greet her little brother. They hugged, Ben lifting his big sister off her feet for a few seconds in their happiness. The two chatted briefly and then moved along, Brandi going to Brooke and Dayna leaving DJ to go for Ben. My own big sister laughed and patted Ben�s ass before moving on.
And then Ben�s eyes met mine.
I�d stayed in the doorway to the house, biting my lip nervously. A flood of uncertainty washed through me, and I saw Ben hesitate when he felt my mood. But then he stepped forward and came right to me.
I opened my arms as he approached and Ben stepped into them for a hug. Neither of us said anything. Neither of us needed to. Time stopped and the world ceased to spin while he and I simply enjoyed the pleasantness of holding each other once again. We hadn�t seen each other in person since that last gasp hug the day he and Adrienne drove away from the Berkeley house back in May, and only now did I realize that my world had been slightly off-balance ever since he�d gone.
Yeah, I loved Ryan. But I needed Ben around me like I needed air to breathe.
Eventually, we pulled apart and looked at each other. I stared into his soft, expressive eyes. He looked me up and down and then stated knowingly, �I guess we need to talk.�
I nodded wordlessly, took his hand, and led him inside the house.
We ended up in my bedroom. I turned and sat down on the bed, leaning back against the headboard while Ben sat just in front of me. I felt a little weird, knowing I�d made love to my boyfriend on this bed only a couple of hours before.
�You okay?� he asked with some concern. �You don�t look so good.�
��Very well�,� I corrected his grammar. �I don�t look�very well.�
Ben chuckled and rolled his eyes. And just like that, a smile spread across my face as our old comfortability came back to us. �It�s good to see you,� he said warmly.
�You too,� I replied in the same tone. �Things weren�t so great the last time we saw each other.�
�Things were pretty good the�last�time,� he corrected. �They just weren�t so great right before that.�
I blushed and nodded as I thought of how I�d embraced him from behind and kissed the back of his neck just before he drove home from Berkeley. But Ben winced at the memory of what came before. He�d been going through hell, and I hadn�t made it any easier on him by cutting myself off from him. I�d been angry and disappointed in him, but he still had to have been feeling a lot of pain.
But that was then. This was now. Ben moved us along by asking, �What�s bothering you? Are you upset that I started dating DJ?�
I was more bothered by moving in with Ryan and Ben�s potential reaction, but talking about DJ would give me the time to gather my courage. �What�s up with that, anyways? Are you rebounding?�
He shook his head. �If I�d hooked up with any other girl, I�d have said yes. Even with DJ, I�ll admit there was a desire to fill the void inside me. But she�s more than that.�
�How?� I arched an eyebrow.
He shrugged. �She�s DJ. She just is.�
It wasn�t really an answer, but I let it go. I just looked down and exhaled. �I can�t say I�m thrilled with it. After all, there�s a part of me that wishes you would just sit around with your hand on your dick, pining away for me.� I smiled mischievously at that. �But I can�t blame either of you. I knew the way DJ felt about you. I knew she was going to go after you. And ... well ... DJ�s a very pretty girl. You and she are quite compatible and magical things happen at camp.�
Ben leaned forward and touched my hand. �It doesn�t mean I don�t still care about you. You�re still my Dawn.�
I returned a small smile. �And you�re still my Ben.� I then tilted my head back and sighed. �But it would be SO weird if you end up my brother-in-law.�
We both chuckled at that, and Ben shook his head, saying, �We�ve been together for three weeks, and DJ is barely seventeen. I don�t think marriage is in either of our plans just yet.�
I smiled wider at that pronouncement. At least I didn�t have to worry about that anytime soon. He was right: we were still very young.
�So if it�s not my thing with DJ, then what�s wrong?� Ben queried. �Why do you look like you�re about to tell me you decided to transfer to Alaska State and leave me forever or something?�
My lower lip quivered and I felt like crying. In a way, I WAS leaving Ben forever. I was making this choice to go with Ryan, and giving up on waiting for my soulmate. It wasn�t like this decision was a be-all, end-all; but it was a very clear step away from Ben. I supposed this was inevitable. After all, I�d already let myself truly fall in love with Ryan.
Ben started to panic when he saw the look on my face, and nervously, he asked, �Are you really leaving me?�
�Not exactly,� I said hurriedly, not wanting him to get the wrong impression.
�What does that mean?�
I whimpered and croaked, muttering questions to myself about why this felt so hard. When Ben wasn�t here, when it was just me and Ryan, it all made so much SENSE! Why couldn�t I�think�straight around Ben? Momentarily overwhelmed, I buried my face in my hands and started crying for real.
�Whoa, whoa.� Ben wrapped me up in a hug. He rocked me gently, soothingly. And in a warm, reassuring voice, he intoned, �Hey ... hey ... It�s alright. You can talk to me. It�s alright.�
�I�m sorry, Ben!� I wailed and picked my head up. I could feel the moisture on my face and I tried to thumb it away.
�Hey, slow down ... slow down...� Ben kept rocking me and I fought to regain control of my emotions. It was just so...�intense�... having to do this after not having even SEEN Ben in three months, after MISSING our summer camp. I reminded myself to take deep, calming breaths. I gritted my teeth and balled my hands into fists. And Ben held those fists between in his big, warm palms. He looked right at me, such a calming brown peace in his eyes. �Talk to me,� he said gently.
I finally sighed and just said plainly, �Ryan�s getting an apartment off-campus. He asked me to move in with him. And I accepted.�
Now Ben looked like he wanted to cry.
OCTOBER 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
I had to admit, things were going much better than I�d expected. If you�d told me a year ago that I�d be in truly in love with Ryan and had given up on reuniting with Ben, I would have said you were crazy. If you�d told me I�d be living with Ryan while Ben was dating my little sister, DJ, I�d have tried to get you locked up in a mental institution. And yet that�s exactly how our lives were currently playing out.
Oddly enough, the new arrangements had done wonders for relaxing any tensions between me and Ben, and also between Ryan and Ben. Now that I was living with my boyfriend and spending most of my time with him, as opposed to spending all day and then most evenings with Ben, Ryan had totally relaxed about the whole �Ben-is-going-to-steal-Dawn-away-from-me� bit. And when Ryan relaxed, I found myself far less defensive about it and far less�careful�around Ben. I mean, I always held Ben�s hand whenever we walked, but I always had to pay attention not to hug him too tight or kiss him too affectionately or crap like that, for fear of inciting Ryan�s jealousy.
Now? I was just totally relaxed. And somehow the sexual tension between Ben and I had lessoned as well. Hell, I could advise him on how to better fuck my little sister without either of us thinking about him doing the same things to me. And when Ben complained about the weeklong delays between visiting DJ for sex, I took it upon myself to talk with both Brandi and Adrienne to help keep their brother well-satisfied. All three of them were happier than before, and all three of them individually thanked me for giving them the extra kick in the butt.
After all, who ISN�T more relaxed when they�re getting frequently laid?
But then an old nemesis re-entered Ben�s life.
None of us had really seen Paige Jacobsen since the end of last year. I�d been surprised when Paige didn�t show up to hang out with our crew when the semester started, but I didn�t exactly mind her absence, either. So I hadn�t brought her up and no one else really did, either.
It was by Sather gate when Ben and I bumped into her ... and some grungy loser of a guy. We recognized her right away based on her slutty-Catholic schoolgirl attire, even skankier than usual.
�Paige?� I stammered in surprise.
The skanky redhead was making out with the grungy loser, and she pulled away to say, �Dawn! Hey!�
With a frown, she then turned to Ben and growled, �Oh, hi Ben.�
I was polite as we made conversation, and my opinion of the girl fell even further the longer we talked. I always knew she was an over-sheltered na�ve little girl just WAITING to get into trouble; and once away from Ben�s constant supervision, she seemed to have found it. Hell, she was BAKED ... on-CAMPUS.
In the end, I just stared in wonder as the girl glared right at Ben and stated clearly, �I�m bored of talking to you, Ben. C�mon, Jerry. Let�s go have sex before my buzz wears off. I�ll even let you cum in my pussy today.�
�Paige...� Ben groaned and reached out to her, clearly anguished over seeing his de facto little sister in such a state. But the girl was already walking away. And as icing on the cake, she flipped Ben the bird as she left.
What a fucking bitch!
Ben stared after her for a long time. I knew he needed space, so I patiently waited him out. And eventually, he turned and started walking toward home.
I quickly fell into step alongside him. �It�s not your fault, Ben.�
�If I hadn�t broken her heart, she wouldn�t BE with him,� he said in shame.
I sighed and squeezed Ben�s hand. �That part was unavoidable. You tried to tell her you didn�t have those feelings for her, but she let herself fall in love with you anyways. A broken heart was inevitable.�
�But I made it worse by dating her.�
�Adrienne arranged that,� I tried to soothe.
�So what? This is all Adrienne�s fault?�
I frowned, shaking my head. �It�s nobody�s�fault. Paige is just doing her own thing. You can�t control her. You never could. Yeah, you kept her in check a bit, but that girl�s been looking for trouble since well before you showed up on the scene.�
�No she hasn�t.�
�Of course she has,� I rolled my eyes, thinking of Paige�s checkered history, something Ben seemed to have blinded himself to all this time. �Look at how you met. She got smacked on the street because she�d been teasing some scruffy locals at a house party. At every party of ours, she was doing her best to get falling-down drunk, and would have succeeded much more often if you weren�t there to stop her. She�s a stupid girl and whatever shit happens to Paige happens because of her own stupid decisions!�
I realized I had a pretty nasty tone of voice, and Ben looked taken aback by it. �You were her friend. How can you say that about her?� He frowned.
I sighed. �I can say it because it�s the truth. She�s a sheltered, na�ve little girl who�s running wild with no one to restrain her.�
�I�m�supposed to be the one to restrain her.�
I leveled my gaze at my best friend. �That�s not your job.�
�I made it my job. I still care about her.�
�Clearly, she doesn�t feel the same way. Or did you not notice her doing her best to rub her sex life and drug use right in your face?�
�I�ve got to do�something,� he pouted.
�Like what? Tell her not to have sex with her boyfriend? Tell her not to smoke weed?�
�Yes!�
�And you think she�ll listen?�
�Yes!�
�Why? You already told her you don�t love her. It looks like she�s moved on from you. She�s not your problem anymore.�
�How can you be so cold?�
I rolled my eyes and then before I knew it, I�d barked, �Because she�s a fucking BITCH!� Surprised by my own outburst, I immediately stopped walking.
Ben stopped and turned to take both of my hands. Instantly, his face was filled with concern for me, Paige now forgotten. �Whoa, whoa. Dawn, you okay?�
I looked away from him, grinding my teeth and working to calm myself. I�d resented Paige for well over a year now, and that resentment I�d kept hidden away was now boiling up out of my control. �She doesn�t deserve you, Ben,� I griped.
�What?�
�Look.� I turned and stared straight into Ben�s eyes, willing him to understand where I was coming from. �I know it�s not my place to be jealous. We�re not together anymore. But I can still want what�s best for you, and that little tramp is NOT worth your time.�
�What?� He didn�t understand.
I sighed. �I was happy for you that you found Adrienne. She�s got a checkered past, but she�s a special, special girl. I know how dearly she loves you and most important to me, she wants what�s best for YOU. THAT was a good relationship. If the two of you somehow lasted and got married and all that, I would have been able to accept you being with her.�She�is good enough for you.�
Ben blinked, just trying to process what I was saying,
�And of course I�m happy for DJ. I love my baby sister and if you and she are meant to be together, then I can be happy for the both of you.�
Ben just blinked again.
�And there are a lot of nice girls around you. Some of them are only in it for the sex, and that�s fine. You make them happy, they make you happy, and everybody wins. But Paige always wanted more, and frankly I was never happy about you dating her.�
�Huh?�
�That relationship was all one-way, Ben. She�leeched�off of you at every turn. Even before you two hooked up, she followed you around. You were her world, and even if you didn�t love her, you devoted so much of your energy into protecting her and caring about her. She didn�t deserve it. She didn�t deserve you. And what did she do when it was over? She told you she�d be your friend and then the first chance she got, she ran away to some...�punkass�... For fuck�s sake, Ben, she was making cracks right AT you about fucking him. It proves that she never really loved you. She never really cared about you, or wanted what�s best for YOU the way Adrienne did. She just obsessed about you like a fucking�stalker�until you finally got rid of her.�
�What?�
�She wasn�t good enough for you,� I stated indignantly. �And I won�t let her suck up any more of you than she already has!�
Ben frowned. �So what? You�re the arbiter of who�s good enough to be with me?�
�Yes!� I huffed, feeling the tears forming in my face. If he wasn�t going to be with me then I�d be DAMNED if he ended up with someone I didn�t approve of. �You�re MY Ben!� I screamed.
Ben rubbed his temples like he had a massive migraine, my declaration clearly too much for a mere male to handle. But almost immediately, he took one look at me and decided that�I�was more in need of comfort. So he stepped forward, hugged me fiercely, and soothed, �Dawn ... Dawn...�
I realized that I�d let my emotions get the best of me, first with bitching about Paige and then getting all high and mighty over who was good enough for Ben. �I�m sorry,� I apologized and looked up into Ben�s face. He looked so handsome, so perfect, so ... well, he looked like my Ben. �I know I don�t have any right to be � not anymore � but I�m jealous. Even if you�re not my boyfriend, I want to spend so much time with you. You�re my best friend. You�ve always been my best friend. And if some tramp isn�t good enough for you, I don�t want her taking you away from me.�
�Dawn...�
I realized then, that even though I�d chosen Ryan, Ben would ALWAYS have a piece of my heart. We were linked at birth, and nothing in the universe could ever take that away. �I love you, Ben. I always have. And I always will,� I said sincerely.
�I know. I love you, too,� he replied in the same tone. And then, unexpectedly, he bent to kiss me.
I felt my breath taken away when his mouth covered mine. It wasn�t a kiss of passion. It wasn�t a kiss of lust. It was just a kiss of love, the timeless love that had bonded Ben and me since we were first born. I realized that I hadn�t felt him kiss me on the lips since camp, well over a year ago. That tender touch filled me with a joy I hadn�t felt in a long time, and gave me a total sense of completion. And we stayed wrapped in each other�s arms for a long, long time.
�Ahem,� a new voice cut in.
Shit! Ryan!�I jerked away from Ben, and we turned to see my boyfriend standing not five feet away, his backpack slung over his shoulder.
�Oh, hey babe.� I hurriedly pulled away from Ben and looked at my boyfriend nervously. I reached a hand up to wipe away my tears and quickly pressed myself against Ryan�s broad chest, whimpering softly.
Thankfully, Ryan accepted me warmly, hugging me back as if I hadn�t just been kissing Ben. Still, there was no doubting that he�d seen us, and after I got myself under control, I pulled my head up and looked into his blue eyes. �I�m sorry about that, babe. I�ll explain on the way home.�
Ryan nodded and held my cheeks, looking deep into my eyes. I filled them with all my love for him, reminding him that yes, I DID love him. And he wrapped his arms around me.
I�d tell him about running into Paige, and the state she was in. I�d tell him that I�d gotten upset and started crying. I�d tell him that Ben kissed me for comfort, nothing more. All of these things were true. And because Ryan loved me, I knew he�d believe me.
But I wouldn�t tell him how much I loved Ben�s kiss.
NOVEMBER 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�I�m sorry things didn�t work out with you and DJ.� I squeezed Ben�s hand and patted his shoulder.
It was Monday morning and we were sitting on a bench by Memorial Glade, just outside the Main Library. After spending the weekend hiding out inside the house with Dayna, Brandi, and Adrienne, Ben had�finally�told me the story of his breakup with my little sister. I was disappointed he hadn�t come to me sooner. After all, wasn�t I his best friend? But now wasn�t the time to be harsh on Ben. He was hurting enough as it was.
Ben sighed in resignation, seemingly at peace with what happened. He wasn�t happy, but at least he wasn�t moping about it. �It�s okay,� he said. �You were right though: It would have been weird if you ended up my sister-in-law.�
�Still,� I said sympathetically. �Breakups are never easy.�
Ben leaned into my hand on his shoulder and chuckled. �Actually, I think your mom took it harder than I did.�
I cracked up at that and looked off into the distance. �Yeah ... Mom still has it in her head that you�re going to marry one of her daughters and give her grandkids that unite our two families.� I grinned. �Guess Dayna�s her last hope.�
Ben snorted at that and arched an eyebrow. �Seriously?�
I laughed and nodded. �I never told you but Mom got really mad when I agreed to move in with Ryan. Don�t get me wrong, she likes the guy. But he�s not you. And I don�t think she realized how serious I was with him until I moved in. And then she got�really�happy when you and DJ hooked up.�
Ben chuckled. �I always wondered about that. She was a lot more ... permissive ... with me and DJ than she was with me and you.�
I shrugged. �Well, you guys are older now. And Mom let us get away with a LOT of stuff when we were just 13 or 16 or whatever.�
�Yeah, well, it�s a moot point now. Maybe you can check in with DJ later and see how permissive your Mom is with DJ�s�next�boyfriend.�
I rubbed Ben�s shoulder sympathetically and said, �Hey, there�s still a chance that it�ll be�you.�
Ben arched an eyebrow. �Ah, did you miss the part where I explained how we�d broken up?�
I shrugged. �I didn�t say right�away. But when DJ gets over you and decides she�s ready to date again � which between you and me won�t be until AFTER she gets her college acceptance letters � she may very well decide she wants another shot with you. The�real�you.�
I sighed. �Maybe ... maybe not. DJ was right about one thing, I never really got to know her all that well. All I was thinking was �DJ Evans: Dawn�s hot little sister who�s had a crush on me forever�. It�s a very appealing concept to a guy.�
�A more appealing concept than �Dawn: Best Friend Forever who wants you back�?� I arched an eyebrow with a teasing smirk on my face.
Ben leveled his gaze at me, with an intensity that made my heart tighten. �Don�t even fucking kid about that,� he practically growled.
I blinked a few times and apologized, �Sorry, sorry.� I put my head down, biting my lip. I wondered if I WAS kidding about that. I was committed to Ryan. But every now and again, yeah, I wanted Ben back.
We were both silent for a long while, and then Ben looked up at�The Campanile�to check the time. I looked up as well to find that we�d spent our whole break talking about this.
Standing up, Ben leaned back to me and offered his hand to help me up. �Come on. Let�s get to class.�
* * *
Exactly WHAT did Ben get up to at that Halloween party Adrienne took him to? A very pretty Filipina girl and two other freshman hotties were ALL over Ben before Microecon. They only scattered when Professor Ice showed up and glared at them. And they weren�t even the first girls to come hit on him. Seemingly every day, there was at least one random girl stopping by to flirt. One, a tall, gorgeous strawberry-blonde girl with electric green eyes managed to get Ben�s head turned so much that he would have walked into a bush if I didn�t jerk him back.
I rolled my eyes. Just when I started to worry about Ben�s mental state after a bad breakup, he always had his own way of recovering.
* * *
Neoclassical economics holds that when each individual maximizes their utility, the utility of society is also maximized. This requires that individuals� utilities can be summed (i.e. individual utilities are additive).
�How do you DO that?� I snorted and turned around in Ben�s lap to look down at him, annoyance in my gaze.
Ben craned his head around my shoulder to look at the monitor and confirm that he�d typed that perfectly. Then he smirked up at me. �It�s a gift.�
�Yeah, well I think you have too many �gifts�,� I sighed and turned myself to the side so we could better talk to each other. I then kicked one leg over his head so that we were face-to-face, my feet resting on the floor on either side of the chair. �You can type without looking. You can recall every damn thing you read and ace your tests with ease. And you can eat all those fatty foods without gaining any weight. I�hate�you.�
Rather than respond to my statements, sex-addled Ben lightly thrust his hips upwards, digging the front of his jeans into my crotch. �Yeah, and I can take a girl from zero to climax in under a minute,� he bragged. �That�s one �gift� you haven�t experienced in a long time.�
�Stop that,� I admonished, lightly slapping his cheek without any actual force. Ben�hadn�t�given me that little gift in a LONG time, and the brief thought about it sent a tingle up my spine. I breathed deeply and fought away the momentary arousal.
�Sorry,� Ben replied sincerely, realizing that what he�d done was not appropriate. �It�s a good thing Ryan�s not around to see that.�
�Oh, he knows we won�t do anything,� I said dismissively, choosing not to think too much about it.
�Maybe,� Ben pressed. �But speaking as a guy, there�s always a niggling of doubt no matter how�sure�you are.�
�Ffppt. My boyfriend is secure in who he is and in how much I love him,� I declared, working to convince myself more than Ben. Ryan really DID trust me not to do anything. I�d kept my word this long and given him no significant reason to believe that would change.
�Besides, we all know that just getting laid isn�t exactly a problem for you right now.� I smirked and then reached down to tap the bulge in Ben�s jeans.
Ben smirked right back, the shit-eating grin of a well-fucked young man. �True,� he admitted.
�What�s up with that, anyways?� I sighed, giving him a tired look. I wasn�t�trying�to keep track, but as far as I could tell, Ben was spending every single day over at the Tri-Delt house. And from what hints Adrienne would tell me, they were with a different girl (or girls) almost every time.
�What�s up with what?�
�You. Screwing around. I mean, I know you�re horny, but you�ve never been�quite�this much of a slut before.�
Ben frowned. �Slut?�
I giggled and patted Ben�s shoulder condescendingly. �Yes, Ben; you�re a slut. How many different girls have you slept with since you and DJ broke up?�
�How many? Uh...� Ben fidgeted, and I watched the gears turning as he struggled to add them up.
I giggled almost immediately. �Too many to count?�
�Hey, gimme a second,� he protested.
�What, like a dozen? In a month?�
�No! Not that many.�
�You sure?�
Ben bit his lip, once again trying to calculate the total. If it took him this long to even get started, then the count certainly had to be pretty high.
�Forget it. You already proved my point.�
�What point?�
I shrugged. �You�re a slut. Accept it. I�m not criticizing you for it. Just stating the fact.�
�Okay fine. So?�
�You feel happier?�
�Yeah. Kinda.� Ben�s shit-eating grin was back. �Makes me think that maybe I�m better off not getting involved in a relationship with anybody. Why go through all the headaches and drama of a girlfriend? I�m getting laid. I�ve got time to focus on my schoolwork. And I�ve got more time to spend with you and the rest of the crew. Yeah. I�m happy.�
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. �Sometimes I feel like we�re sharing the same brain. But then sometimes, I don�t understand you at all.�
He arched an eyebrow questioningly.
Sighing, I stood up and got ready to kick my leg over Ben�s head to turn away. But the instant I lifted free of his legs, Ben wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me back down into his lap.
�Oof,� I huffed in surprise, and realized his bulge was against my crotch again. Ben stared at me, his eyes liquid and intense. Confused, I looked right back at him, wondering why he�d pulled me back down. And his hand edged further up my back while he pressed his chest against mine, hugging me firmly.
It felt like Ben was hugging me for a long, long time. Our eyes stayed locked together. And as great as this felt, I was a little weirded out by Ben�s intensity. So softly, I asked, �Ben ... What are you doing?�
As if only now becoming aware of the situation, Ben blinked rapidly and released me abruptly. He rolled the chair back, separating us from the desk and with his hands on my hips, he helped me stand up. �Sorry,� Ben mumbled. �I don�t know what came over me.�
I looked at him with a curious expression on my face. �It�s okay. No harm done.�
Ben turned and got out of the chair, gesturing for me to drop back into it. And without a backwards glance he headed to his bed.
I sat back down on the chair, but I didn�t roll back up to the computer. I stared at Ben, wondering what was going through his mind. Even though his bulge had been pressed up against my crotch, his embrace didn�t feel sexual. If anything, he just seemed to need ... a hug: a simple, affectionate, undemanding hug. All those girls ... all that sex ... but he still needed a plain, simple hug.
�What?� he asked, and I realized I was staring at him.
I bit my lip and then took a deep breath. Still contemplating that little revelation, I replied quietly, �Nothing.� And then I turned and rolled back up to the keyboard.
We resumed our work. Ben looked into his textbook and I stared at the screen. And I worried whether or not my best friend was truly happy.
NOVEMBER 27, 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Dayna, Brandi, Adrienne, Ben, and I all headed down to my family�s house for Thanksgiving. And once we got there, it was amazing to see how much things had changed for all of us.
First, DJ had seemed to grow up quite a bit since I�d seen her last, which was only in August. It took me a second to realize she�d taken her hair out of the braids, and for the first time, I could see her being on-campus at Berkeley with us next year. She wasn�t just a kid anymore. Hell, she was a half-inch taller than ME, with bigger boobs even.
Adrienne was single now, more concerned with the sorority and with her burgeoning modeling career than in finding another boyfriend OR girlfriend.
Ben was playing with his Tri-Delts and avoiding anything that seemed serious.
Brandi was talking to my mom about how her relationship with Matt was falling apart.
And Dayna cracked, �Seriously, who ever thought�I�d�be the one in the stable, committed relationship?�
We all got a chuckle out of that. And I thought about my own relationship with Ryan. We were as stable and as in love as ever. And yet, I couldn�t help but feel that something was missing in my life.
Specifically, even though Ben and I seemed comfortable in our roles as best friends, there still seemed to be a disconnect between us. It wasn�t that I thought we NEEDED to be romantically involved, but I did miss some of the intimate closeness we used to have when we were younger. It always felt like I was trying to hide my relationship with Ryan from Ben, so as not to hurt him. And I didn�t like hiding ANYTHING from Ben.
It all came to a head that night. I was chatting with DJ, mostly about Ben, when the man himself arrived and joined in the conversation. We talked about his recent slutty behavior, and when he protested a lack of any need for real intimacy, I found myself getting rather pissed off. At the time, I didn�t know why, but we got it worked out later that night.
I apologized for losing my temper. He accepted it when I explained that I realized I WAS a little jealous. I wasn�t jealous that he was fucking other girls (not�really), but I was jealous that he was spending so much time fucking around and not coming to me post-DJ. He was my best friend and yet, he wasn�t opening up and sharing with me, even though I was trying to make myself available to him.
It wasn�t that he was obligated to do so. But I felt like we were losing our old connection, our comfortable intimacy. For Ben not to automatically come and share meant that we weren�t as close as I wanted us to be. And finally, I told him, �I want to change that, Ben.�
�Change what?�
�I want to talk to you. I want to share with you,� I said with heartfelt emotion. �I feel like we�ve drifted so far apart over this last year and a half.�
�Last year and a half?� Ben arched an eyebrow. �Two years ago we were 500 miles apart. The last year and a half has been the first time we could really spend a lot of daily time together.�
I grinned. �I�m not talking about�time. I�m talking about being close to my best friend, being close to my Ben. We may not be a couple anymore, but I want to get back that feeling of intimacy with you. It doesn�t have to be sexual intimacy. But that personal ... closeness ... Do you know what I mean?�
Ben smiled and nodded. For the past few weeks, he hadn�t been close to anyone. He claimed he didn�t need it, but now we both recognized that missing part of his life.
I continued. �I want to share what I�m going through with Ryan. I feel like he and I have reached this really important turning point in our relationship; something that will change the rest of my life. And I�d love to be able to share that with you, to talk it out with you.�
Ben smiled and got off the chair, moving over to the bed and sitting sideways on the edge just in front of me. �And I want to share what I�m going through right now,� he replied warmly. �I bluster a lot about being Mister Independent and living the ultimate male fantasy. But yeah, I�m still not sure what I�m doing. I want to be happy, not just get laid; and I�m not entirely sure how to go about that. It�s still too soon for me to think about a relationship. I know I don�t want to rebound and I�m not sure what I should be looking for in another girlfriend anyways. But I�d love to be able to share what I�m feeling with you.�
NOW he got me. I broke into a delighted smile, feeling whole and complete for the first time in a long while. Was this it? Was this when Ben and I finally found a harmony with each other again? Maybe it wasn�t sexual, but it was something special nonetheless.
With a little giggle, I raised a hand and touched Ben�s cheek, brushing it with my fingertips gently. It felt like I was seeing him for the first time. �I missed you, Ben. I know we�ve been seeing each other almost every day, but I missed you. I missed the Ben I loved at summer camp.�
�I missed you, too. I missed ... my Dawn,� he said warmly, sending tingles up and down my spine.
�I�m right here, now,� I said softly and leaned towards him. �You don�t need to be Mister Independent. You�ve got me right by your side.�
Ben took my hands in his and squeezed them gently. �And I�m right here, now. I�ll always be here for you.�
My smile got bigger and a happy tear rolled down my cheek. Impulsively, Ben darted forward and kissed the tear away, his lips lingering just an extra second against my skin.
I felt a flush of passion surge through me and my crotch started tingling. With just a peck on my cheek, Ben had gotten me from zero to scorching hot. And yet, it wasn�t totally sexual. It felt...�sensual. How did he have this effect on me?
Another tear rolled down my other cheek. Ben quickly darted around and kissed that one away as well. It felt so natural. I turned my face fractionally toward him. He brought his face in line with mine. And then moving forward, our lips met together.
It wasn�t a kiss of passion. It wasn�t a kiss of lust. It was just a kiss of love, the timeless love that had bonded Ben and I since we were first born. The touch of his lips filled me with a joy I hadn�t felt in a while, and this time there was no Ryan to stop by and cause us to awkwardly split apart.
I pressed a little harder and felt Ben push in to match me. He tilted his head to the side and probed forward with his tongue. I parted my lips for him, for�my�Ben, and touched his tongue with my own. And as our kiss deepened I felt the waves of absolute bliss and contentment filling my soul.
This was my Ben.
This was the way things were meant to be.
But not yet.
I pulled back and quickly moved up to peck Ben�s nose. I was crying again, but this time in full happiness. I KNEW it. I FELT it. Ben and I were BACK. It didn�t mean I loved Ryan any less. My Ben existed outside of normal rules. I could love my boyfriend and share this eternal bond with Ben. He went above friendship and above family. He was simply unique.
Still, unique or not, Ryan would NOT be happy if I made love to Ben right now. No matter how much I wanted to, I couldn�t let myself do that, because I knew I wouldn�t be able to hide it from him. I giggled and said, �We should probably stop before this gets out of hand. I have a boyfriend, remember?�
Ben groaned and when I looked down, I saw that he was rock hard. My Ben was hard ... for me. He wanted me just as much as I wanted him. But he loved me enough not to push. So he backed up and nodded, saying simply, �I love you, my Dawn.�
�I love you too, my Ben.�
And then I looked past Ben�s ear to see DJ leaning against the doorjamb. I smiled, knowing that even if I couldn�t take care of Ben�s erection, my little sister could. I was happy for both of them and jealous of neither. I loved them both.
Even if I couldn�t get laid tonight, at least I knew Ben and I had found our specialness again.
DECEMBER 15, 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Ben shrugged. �Jocelyn.�Man�that girl has a tight pussy. But that only came after all three girls swore not to publicly announce who was first. All three of them are going to Leighton today to take credit.�
I felt a dampness between my legs as I pictured Ben amongst the three Tri-Delt pledges. I had to admit, I was a little jealous I couldn�t be one of them. �So you fucked all three of them?�
Ben snorted. �Of course.�
�Your first black girl?�
He nodded. �All girls are the same on the�inside,� Ben drawled with waggling eyebrows.
�And was Andie as big of a freak as you thought?� My breathing was getting shallow.
�Freakier.� Ben chuckled and shook his head as if even HE couldn�t believe what he�d done.
I then leaned in closer and rubbed my nose against his ear, panting lightly. �Make any of them pass out?�
Ben grinned. �All three of them,� he intoned in a low, smug voice.
�Ohhh...� I moaned, her jaw quivering.�Damn, I just had a little orgasm.�I leaned against Ben, my legs a little shaky. �Fuck, I wish I was there to see it.�
�I would have liked to have you there,� Ben said quietly, holding me firmly against his side.
I looked up at the handsome devil, my eyes shining. �I think you�d like to �have� me, period.�
He blinked and stared right back. �You know I would.�
I took a deep breath and sighed, exhaling very, very slowly as a way of letting out her sexual tension. I�wanted�him to have me. It wasn�t that Ryan was leaving me lacking. Ryan was very good to me in bed. But a side-effect of opening up to Ben and having us share�everything�with each other was that he told me about quite a few of his sexual exploits. It was almost like watching porn, quite the turn-on to hear about and fantasize that I was in the middle of one of his orgies. And it was especially arousing because I could REMEMBER being in the middle of one of his orgies. Whatever emotional hang-ups my Ben had, he�certainly�knew how to make a girl feel damn good.
But I shook away the feelings. Besides, my mini-orgasm had taken the edge off. And when I�d calmed down, I merely went up on my tiptoes and pecked Ben lightly on the lips, then looked back down and resumed walking.
�Come on,� I said. �I want to get to Professor Ice before her office hours get too crowded.�
DECEMBER 18, 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�You did what?� I scowled at my boyfriend.
�Look, I just wanted to tell you before Ben told you himself,� Ryan sighed. �I didn�t want to get into a fight about it.�
�Well you�re gonna BE in a fight if you don�t explain �I confronted Ben and asked him to back off you a bit�,� I screeched.
Ryan sighed. �Look, I�m SORRY. I can�t help it. I don�t LIKE it when you two are all over each other. He turns you on, Dawn. I know what you look like when you�re aroused.�
�But we�ll never DO anything!�
�How do I know that?�
�We�ve never DONE anything!� I protested.
�So far,� Ryan growled. �Freshman year was one thing. He was with Adrienne and Paige the whole time. But he doesn�t have a girlfriend anymore.�
�He�s got the Tri-Delts. Getting laid is NOT one of Ben�s problems.�
�Still...� Ryan huffed. �Things are ... different ... between you two. Ever since Thanksgiving, you�ve been closer. You�ve been more affectionate. You two are touching each other all the freaking time and I�m NOT the only one to notice!�
�We�re just FRIENDS, Ryan.�
�Fine. Tell me this: If you had the chance to sleep with him without consequence, would you?�
�WHAT?�
�I�m serious!� Ryan thundered, his face red. �What would happen? Would you fuck him if you could?�
�Ryan!�
�I mean it! Dawn ... Dawn ... I don�t know if I can handle this anymore. I love you. I LOVE you. But I just ... I just don�t�know�what would happen if you did.�
�So what, you�re telling me you WANT me to sleep with him?� I looked agog at my boyfriend.
�YES! I mean NO! I ... I ... I don�t know!� he crumbled and buried his head in his hands, squeezing as if he could pry his brain out and throw it away so he wouldn�t have to think about this anymore.
�Ryan, please, babe.� I was quickly hugging my boyfriend. I wrapped my arms around him and stroked him soothingly. �I love you. I CHOSE you. Please know that I would NEVER cheat on you.�
He breathed shallowly for what felt like ten minutes. And in the end, he simply reached his hand up to hold my wrist while he turned red-rimmed eyes around to me. I pulled back in surprise. In the whole time I�d known him, I�d NEVER seen Ryan cry. Not once.
�It�ll never happen, Ryan. I promise you,� I told him reassuringly. �Never happen.�
He seemed to calm with my words, and I continued stroking his back and arms gently. But there was a tension in my own hands now.
If the opportunity came to fuck Ben, just once, without consequence, hell YES I would go for it.
DECEMBER 19, 2003, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�So who�s it gonna be tonight?�
�Hmm?� Ben looked up from the bottles in front of himself. It was the Friday night after the end of finals, and as usual, the house was about to become party central. Ben and I were setting up the temporary bar and getting everything organized.
I nudged him with my hip. �You know. Who�s gonna be the lucky girl ... or�girls�... that are going to share your bed on the last night of the semester? I was talking guest list with Dayna and it seems like every girl you�re sleeping with is gonna be here. So which ones?�
Secretly, I hoped he�d answer �You, Dawn�. But I knew he wouldn�t say that, and sure enough, he drawled, �How the hell should I know? If it�s really up to me, I�ll grab a blue pill from Adrienne and bring �em ALL into my bedroom.�
I smirked at him and on impulse, reached forward and tousled Ben�s hair. He smiled happily, but a second later darted his gaze to my right, where Ryan was helping Kevin Weiss move the furniture back in preparation for tonight�s End of the Year party.
Ben warded my hand away.
I sighed and said, �This is ridiculous, Ben. I�m not going to start second-guessing myself every time I want to reach out and touch you.�
�I don�t like it either, but I don�t want to piss off your boyfriend.�
�He�s a big boy. He can handle it. He�s BEEN handling it.�
Ben sighed. �Every man has his limits. And I�m sure he�s been particularly stressed this last semester. You said his grades weren�t what he�d hoped.�
�He�s working hard, but this stuff just doesn�t come as naturally to him as us. It�s why he ended up at Junior College first. But he�s still going to graduate on time and as long as he gets his diploma, he�ll be able to get a job.�
�I dunno. Now�s not exactly a good time to go into the Telecom industry. Especially around here.�
�He�ll be fine,� I said stubbornly. �But you�re right. It�s just a momentary thing. Come next semester I�m sure everything�ll go back to normal.�
�I hope,� Ben said, sliding his hand across the countertop to cover mine. He interlaced his fingers over mine and squeezed gently. �It�s only been a day and I already miss these little touches.�
A pleasant little tingle shot up my arm from where he was touching me. I squeezed back and set the last bottle with my other hand. �I know. Me, too.� Then I stepped behind Ben to exit the enclosed temporary bar. But on the way, I stopped and checked to see if my boyfriend was looking in our direction. And when I was sure the coast was clear, I leaned down to the back of Ben�s neck and kissed it tenderly.
�Promise you�ll find me tonight, Ben,� I whispered into his ear. �At least hold me in your arms for one dance so I can fantasize about you for a little while.�
* * *
Ryan held me in his arms. We�d been dancing together, my big, strong boyfriend holding me close during the slow songs and not letting go of me during the fast ones. He looked down at me in adoration, his crystal clear blue eyes penetrating deep into my heart.
I like adoration. Adoration is a�good�thing. It makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.
Ryan was good at that. He always made me feel safe and loved. Day in, day out, I could always count on him to be totally devoted to me. He was patient whenever I got into a hysterical mood. He listened as well as Ben, if not more. Okay, so he wasn�t so great about opening up and telling me HIS thoughts and feelings � he WAS a pretty conditioned macho man � but he treated me like a lady, with respect and politeness. And despite his supposed machismo, he never once tried to take the upper hand in our relationship. It was as if he knew he was under my spell and at my mercy. Even that bit of control over the relationship was kinda nice.
He was there for me every single day. Yeah, I had my momentary little fantasies about hooking up with Ben, being swept away for a few blissful moments of passion. But Ryan was pretty close to the perfect boyfriend.
I left my perfect boyfriend to head to the bathroom. Drinking does that to a person. On the way out, I waved to Ryan who was standing in the living room, waiting for me. And I saw Gwen nearby, dancing with a pretty cute guy.
I had no warning. One moment, I was passing by Gwen making a teasing comment about the guy she was dancing with. The next, an arm was around my waist and I felt myself quite literally being dragged off my feet.
�Ben!� I squeaked when I realized who�d grabbed me. He slammed and locked the door before throwing me across his bed. I flopped onto my back with my legs in the air. And before I realized what was happening, Ben had broken my thong panties and ripped them off me, leaving my naked pussy on display.
Shouts and the sounds of a doorknob being twisted were accompanied by banging on the door. Ryan�s voice yelled and a louder banging followed, the hinges straining as I think he rammed his shoulder into the door as well.
�BEN!� I screamed and slapped his cheek.
His head rotated from the vicious slap. And his eyes went wide with recognition before he rolled away and sat up on the edge of the mattress, his heels perched on the bed frame while he buried his face in his hands. �Oh,�SHIT!� he gasped in shock.
But I wasn�t paying attention to him anymore. I raced to the bedroom door, tore open the lock, and flung the door open. Ryan was panting in the doorway with Adrienne right behind him. �Did he hurt you?� Ryan roared.
Before Ryan could rush into the room, I squawked, �No! I�m fine! I�m fine!� As casually as I could, I ran my right hand through my hair and smoothened out the hem of my dress with my left, making sure it was low enough to cover my naked crotch. �I didn�t realize we�d locked the door. It�s okay. Nothing�s happening. Ben�s just really upset right now and he needed to talk to me.�
�About what?� Ryan barked, seething through clenched teeth.
�Paige just left with some random guy,� Adrienne put in quickly. �Ben had pulled her into his room, no doubt to try and talk some sense into her. You�ve seen her lately, Ry; the girl�s pretty fucked up right now. I guess Ben didn�t get through to her and as you can see, he�s pretty shaken.� Adrienne was gesturing to Ben now, where he was almost shivering and staring wild-eyed.
I sighed and looked back at Ben with concern.
�I thought...� Ryan began. �I thought...�
I shook my head, my mind racing. �No. Nothing like that.� I injected all the calm I could muster into my voice, as if I was on top of things and knew exactly what I was doing, even though I didn�t. �Look, I still need to talk to him. He�s my best friend and he�s hurting right now. But if it�ll make you feel better, we�ll leave the door�wide�open, okay? It�s loud enough out there that I think we�ll still have enough privacy. You can look in whenever you want, okay?�
Ryan scowled and didn�t look too happy, but with the door open he didn�t really have anything to complain about. He exhaled slowly and then nodded. �Fine, fine.� Then he pointed at the door. �Just don�t ever do...�this�... to me again.�
I sighed and shook my head. �Ryan, if we were going to sleep together, we�ve had a zillion opportunities already. It�s not going to happen. ReLAX.�
I held my breath then, wondering if the whole charade had worked. I knew DAMN well it wasn�t as simple as a misunderstanding. Something had triggered Ben. And there was something beneath the surface such that he�d gone after ME, even with Gwen right next to me.
Fortunately, Ryan bought it. He pouted unhappily, but in the end he simply hugged me and gave me a firm kiss. And when he released me, I very deliberately went and opened Ben�s bedroom door completely wide open.
Adrienne then hooked her arm through Ryan�s elbow and guided the big guy back into the party. The sound of girls whooping from outside soon filled the air. And then I turned back to Ben, exhaling slowly in relief.
That was fucking CLOSE.
On the way back to Ben, I spied the baby blue wad on the floor that was my thong. I glanced back at the doorway to make sure no one was looking, then squatted and used my body to block the view while snatching up my torn panties. I quickly walked over to Ben�s dresser and dropped the panties into the top drawer. Sighing with relief, I turned and glared at Ben. �I hope to HELL he didn�t see THOSE.�
Ben just winced and looked down between his feet. He looked almost as bad as last semester, when Adrienne and Paige had both broken up with him and I�d been so upset that I walked away from him.
Feeling sorry for him, I moved to join him on top of the bed, sitting upright with my legs folded beneath me and to the right, so that my dress covered my naked crotch and upper thighs. I then reached over and touched his shoulder. �Ben? Are you okay?�
He grimaced and looked forlornly back at me. �Clearly not. I just tried to rape you.�
�No you didn�t.� I shook my head.
�You had to slap me to get me to stop.�
I bit my lip. �Well, there�was�that. But you weren�t forcing me. You weren�t holding my wrists down or anything like that. You were just ... getting ready to fuck me.�
�I�m so�sorry,� he whimpered pitifully.
�Shh ... It�s okay,� I soothed while stroking his head. The simple fact was: Ben could never�rape�me. You can�t rape someone who wants it to happen. And if Ben ever wanted just to�take�me, I knew deep down that I wouldn�t resist him. I sighed and said, �I�ve seen how you can get. It�s not like this is the first time you�ve just sorta ... snapped.�
He squeezed his eyes shut and hunched back over.
Dawn sighed and kept rubbing my shoulder. �Was Adrienne right? Were you just in here with Paige?�
He moaned and nodded, a mournful tone in his voice.
We talked for a couple of minutes about her. I reminded Ben that Paige wasn�t his responsibility and that we all left for Winter Break�tomorrow. There was nothing he could do.
But the simple fact was that he truly WANTED to do something. For whatever reason, he cared about the little shit. Yeah, she used to adore him and worship him and I knew she fed his White Knight complex, but when it boiled down to it, everything she wanted was for her benefit and not his. I couldn�t understand why he couldn�t see that, but he still cared. And he physically ached inside to see Paige in her current state.
I thought about things for a long while before making my decision. I wouldn�t like it, but I would do it. Why? Because this was Ben. �Okay,� I began. �Here�s the plan. We�re just going to get through tomorrow. It�s your last night and there�re a couple dozen girls out there who want to show you a good time. Just enjoy this and forget about Paige for one night. Then you�ll go home and live your life. And when we come back to school, I promise I�ll do whatever I can to help you make things right.�
He sat up straight and looked at me in surprise. �Really?�
I smiled and nodded. �Really.�
�I must say I�m surprised. You�ve always said she was just a little bitch asking for trouble and not worth my time.�
I shrugged. �Maybe she still is. But what matters is that�you�re�not happy. And I HATE seeing you not happy. This isn�t about getting you laid or some romantic complication. This is just something else causing you grief and if I can help, I will. That�s what best friends do.�
Ben smiled at me with hope, enough energy to make ME feel really good inside. �You mean it?�
I smiled right back and nodded. And then he quickly leaned forward and wrapped me up in a big hug. �Thank you, Dawn. Thank you.�
�Always, my Ben,� I said softly.�Anything for you,�I thought.�ANYTHING. Because I�ll always love you.
* * *
Ben and I finally emerged, just in time for a sweet slow dance. The party had been running full tilt for a couple of hours, and everyone seemed to need the momentary break from the loud noise and screaming. Quickly, couples paired off and started undulating to the music like long grass in the wind. And smiling, my handsome best friend held his arms open to me.
Ben held me close, letting me rest my cheek against his shoulder while he wrapped his arms around my waist. I could tell he was consciously keeping his hands north of the equator in case Ryan was watching. Together, we swayed back and forth, remembering the old days when holding each other so intimately was a commonplace event.
One song gave way to two. But midway through the second, Ben stopped abruptly. I turned to see my boyfriend standing beside us.
�Mind if I cut in?� Ryan asked neutrally, his face guarded. Ben simply nodded and handed me off, letting our fingers linger for just a second longer than necessary.
Almost instantaneously, Adrienne slid up and wrapped herself around Ben. And with a happy smile from each of us, we finished out the rest of the dance with our more �usual� partners.
But as soon as it was over, Ryan pulled me away to sit down and talk. I thought of going to borrow Adrienne�s bedroom or something if he wanted someplace private, but Robin intercepted us part way, with Gwen in tow.
�Dawn! Dawn!� Robin said excitedly as she ran up. The pretty brunette pushed her glasses up her nose and squirmed as if she couldn�t stand still. She was clearly quite drunk, and her eyes roved quite obviously up and down Ryan�s spectacular body. He was wearing a rugby-striped polo that clung to his V-shaped torso, showing off his muscles, and if I didn�t know any better I�d have thought the girl was going to proposition him right then and there.
I wasn�t very far from the truth. Robin glanced at Gwen and then returned back to me with an impish grin. �Remember that game we found on Telegraph?� she asked me with more than a hint of naughtiness.
I arched an eyebrow and looked at her funny for a few seconds before it hit me. The swinging game. �You�re not serious!� I stammered.
Gwen nodded, a gleam in her eyes. �Like a heart attack.�
�Robin!� I exclaimed.
�Oh, come�onnn,� the young brunette moaned. �This is the last night of the year. I�m drunk and I�m horny and what better night to try this? I�m game. Bert�s game. Gwen�s game. It�s really just up to you guys and Ben. Mmm ... Bennn...� Robin purred as if she�d just moaned the word �chocolate... �
I glanced at Ryan for a moment, my boyfriend giving me a look of utter and complete cluelessness as to what we were talking about it. I measured him and looked back at Robin. He had his fantasies, but we�d talked about this since Dayna�s Blindfold Party over a year ago: Only him. Only me. Monogamous and happy about it. I shook my head and answered with conviction, �No way in hell.�
�Why don�t you ASK him?� Gwen waggled her eyebrows, eyeing my boyfriend like a piece of meat.
�Ask me what?� Ryan queried.
I squeezed my man�s hand and looked at him. �It�s nothing. It�s a crazy game that Robin found but I already know you wouldn�t��
�It�s a Swingers game!� Robin interrupted me cheerily. �You put together a few couples. You draw cards that tell you actions you have to do. And every now and again ... you switch partners!� Her eyes danced behind the glasses.
Ryan jerked his head back in surprise. I was already patting his arm, saying, �Like I was saying, babe, I already know you wouldn�t want to��
�Okay,� Ryan interrupted me, nodding firmly at Robin. �Let�s do it.�
�YES!� Robin cheered. �Oh, let�s all go to your guys� apartment!�
My jaw dropped and I gawked at my boyfriend. �Are you serious?�
�This game goes�all the way, Ry,� Gwen put in, both in warning and in invitation. She was excited and already thinking about fucking him.
�Fine. Let�s do it,� he said seriously. �Don�t you want to do it, Dawn?�
My jaw flapped open and closed a couple of times like a fish out of water. I was so utterly and completely shocked that Ryan would want to do this that I had absolutely no idea what to even�think.
He pulled me aside, just a few feet away from the girls and held my cheeks in his hands. �Look, I�m not stupid. I know you�re loyal and I know you love me. But I know for a fact that Ben still gets your motor running, okay? I told you before I always wondered what would happen if you two finally did it again. Well, I�m giving you permission. I WANT you to do this. And don�t even try to lie to me and say YOU don�t want this.�
My mouth just flapped open and shut a few more times. Seriously? Ryan wanted me to fuck Ben? My eyes were wide and I took a deep breath. He already saw it in my eyes. Yeah, I wanted to fuck Ben. I wanted to feel him thrusting into my body, giving me that pleasure I�d never felt with anyone else, not even Ryan. Don�t get me wrong, I LOVED my boyfriend. He was with me night and day, always attentive, always caring. I loved being loved. And I loved Ryan for it.
But no one had ever made me feel quite like Ben.
�Ryan,� I stammered. �I would never want to hurt you��
�That�s not the point,� he interrupted me. �Please, Dawn.�I�need this.� He sighed. �Let me put it to you this way. I love you and you KNOW I would never cheat on you. But ... well, I�m a guy, alright? Yeah, I think Gwen is alluring and hot and I have my fantasies about her. I think Robin is very pretty and she has that sexy librarian thing DOWN and sometimes I want to just bend her over and�ungh-ungh, you know?�
I arched an eyebrow. �Seriously?�
He nodded. �Robin�s right. One night. Let�s cut loose, okay? If it happens, it happens. And whatever happens, I�m okay with it.�
�But this is�Ben,� I stated flatly, as if Ryan had forgotten.
Ryan�s eyes hardened. �I know. And this is your shot. I want you to be happy Dawn. And at least for one night, I�m giving you permission. Don�t tell me you don�t want to.�
I blushed and looked down. �I do,� I answered quietly.
�Okay then. You go tell Robin. I�ll talk to Ben.�
Both my eyebrows popped up in surprise. �You will?�
He nodded. �I need to tell him myself.� And then he turned and walked back into the crowd.
* * *
FINALLY. I knew Ben had been completely surprised when he realized what kind of game we were playing. Ryan had been so nervous he must have completely bungled the explanation, but the important thing was that we were here, now. And Ben was in the game.
Still, I couldn�t BELIEVE it fucking took until Level Three to pair me up with him. Not that I minded making out with Ryan. And Bert was so adorably enraptured by my beauty. He was a good-looking guy himself, if a little shy and nervous around hot chicks. And it was a very nice compliment to have him turn into such malleable putty in my hands.
But the wait was worth it. My heart was racing as Ben�s fingers went to my cheek. My hands went to his jaw and around the backs of his ears. And then the universe exploded as our lips found each other. Sparkles went off behind my eyes. My stomach flipped and then flipped a few more times. This was kissing. This was my BEN.
This was where my world made sense.
I didn�t even try to grab at Ben�s body. He was buck naked and I didn�t need to grope him or take his throbbingly hard erection into my hands. I knew it was there. I knew I could have it. But this moment was about our kiss. The feel of our lips against each other, feeling the simple sense of...�rightness�... in this intimate touch, was all we really needed. Ben was my soulmate. The kiss was just our reminder.
Things got a little more fun when a card ordered anyone who wasn�t already buck naked to get stripped naked by their partner. Ben gleefully pulled away my bra and then suckled on my tits for a few seconds. I giggled and smacked his head playfully, telling him that wasn�t in the rules. But then again, Gwen wasn�t preventing Bert from doing the same thing. Robin was actually PULLING Ryan�s head to her chest.
And then he pulled off my thong panties, soaked completely through with my arousal. Seeing them reminded me of the torn baby blue ones in Ben�s dresser drawer. I wondered how I�d ever get them back. A part of me hoped he might keep them somewhere to cherish for all time.
But right now, I eagerly awaited the next card. Maybe they would tell me to bend over and inhale Ben�s beautiful cock into my mouth. It certainly was �beautiful�. Even Dayna had said so, a long time ago.
But then the fourth card landed. Everyone had to switch partners.
FUCK.
And adding insult to injury, the fifth card read: Orally pleasure your partner for five minutes.
DOUBLE�FUCK.
* * *
�No more timers in Level Four. The card ends when you say it ends,� Robin announced and then excitedly looked at Ryan.
The guy shuffled the Level Four cards and then patted them into a neat stack. Everyone tensed as Ryan grabbed up the top card and turned it over, saying in slightly shaky voice, �Fuck your partner right in front of everyone.�
[SLAM!]
[THUMP!]
�Oof!�
I glanced over to see that Ben was flat on his back on the floor between the couch and the coffee table. Robin was straddling his stomach with her hands around his head as she frantically slammed her lips against his, huffing and puffing with urgent need. Finally she managed to squeak, �Please?�
Ben being Ben, he simply shifted them into position, let Robin put him in place, and then sank his brunette friend down around his prick. Ben�s first fuck of the night, and it wasn�t with me.
There was time.
I could tell that Bert was overeager. We�d been playing the game for over an hour and I was soaking wet. I was hot and horny and in no mood to put up with an overeager boy rabbit-fucking me. I needed cock in me, BADLY, but I needed to be fucked RIGHT. So I took charge by mounting his lap. I pressed my tits to Bert�s face while his eyes simply went WIDE open. But before I actually impaled myself on him, I grabbed his head and looked into his eyes. �Hi, Bert.�
�D-Dawn...� he moaned a little nervously.
�We�re just friends, right? We can handle this, right?�
His eyes were still wide as he nodded hurriedly. �Of course.�
I knew Bert, like any boy with a pussy hovering over his dick, would say�anything�to get inside. But I at least had to ask, �We�re not gonna be weird with each other after this, are we?�
To his credit, Bert took a deep breath and looked at me seriously. His eyes weren�t so wide and for a few seconds, his sense of honor won out over his shock. �Dawn, we�ll be cool. Just friends.�
I smiled wolfishly. That was all I needed. And then holding his dick in my hand, I spread my thighs and sat down, taking him all the way inside me.
�Holy SHIT!� Bert squeaked in disbelief. His eyes were back to being big and wide and full of adoration. I liked that. I liked a man worshipping me as if I were a goddess descended from on high. Ben always looked at me like that. Even after years and years of knowing each other, he stared at me as if I were the radiant sun that was a requirement for his day to exist.
And from a purely physical standpoint, Bert had a pretty nice dick, too. It was of a decent size, a little over six inches I figured from our previous playing. It wasn�t Big Ben or even Ryan�s turgid rod; but I wasn�t a size queen and for such an enthralled and overwhelmed guy, Bert still knew how to use it pretty well. He didn�t just sit there and let me do all the work. He used the springiness of the couch cushions to thrust himself up and into me. He licked my tits and suckled my nipples eagerly. And he even made a conscious effort to read my cues and learn from them. With some training, Bert could be a VERY good lover.
But he wasn�t Ben. I was still fantasizing of that time.
In fact, if I closed my eyes and imagined that I was straddling my Ben, pushing my big tits into his face, feeling his thick manhood splitting my pussy, hearing his urgent grunting �Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!�, then I could almost ... I could just feel...
�Ohhh, unnngghhh!� I moaned, fantasizing about fucking Ben, MY Ben. I was bouncing up and down the cock inside me rapidly. I was absolutely smothering my man�s face in my cleavage. And I gripped the back of the couch as leverage for my spastic lunges. So close. So close.�Oh, Ben! Can you feel me? Can you feel how hot I am for you? Can you feel how much I want you? Yes! Yes! I�m cumming.�And then I moaned out loud, �I�m cumming!�
�Mmphh!!!� Bert mumbled beneath me. I knew it was Bert, but that was fine. I was getting what I needed, and Bert was a good enough friend for me to feel happy about this. I wouldn�t regret fucking him.
And there it was. My pussy muscles were spasming in orgasm when I felt the jets of spunk splashing against my insides. Even though Bert had already cum once tonight, he still had a pretty healthy load to give me. I figured it was because he was so revved up, knowing that he was fucking ME. And with that compliment, I groaned and rode out the rest of my orgasm as well.
And then I heard Robin squeal, �Oh, FUUUCK!�
�Urrgh-NOW!� Ben grunted immediately after.
�OH, FUUUUUCCCCKKKKK!� Robin howled, even louder than before. I craned my head around to watch Ben pound Robin right into the floor, his hips thrust all the way forward between the pretty brunette�s open thighs and her back arching up and off the floor.
And then, just like I�d a LOT of girls seemed to do with Ben, Robin passed out.
Chuckling to myself, I lifted off of Bert�s deflating cock and flopped over to sit down next to him. I saw that Gwen had pulled Ben�s face to hers for a steamingly hot kiss. And I realized that despite having just cum, I was hornier than ever.
Robin had gotten to feel Ben fucking her and passed out from overwhelming pleasure. Gwen was carving out the insides of his mouth with her tongue.
I wanted to be next. And I�m sure my eyes communicated that unbridled lust quite clearly when he finally turned around to look at me.
Soon, my Ben. Soon.
* * *
After what felt like an eternity, the Swingers Wheel spun me to Ben.�FINALLY. Eagerly, Ben and I headed for each other. There were some complications. Ben and Gwen argued about the rules for a minute, but Ryan cut everybody off in the end. My boyfriend went and took Robin and said, �It�s okay. I�ll go get Robin a shower. She�s my next partner anyways.�
Ben tried to play fair and said, �Uh, that�s okay. It�s my job and you can spend the time with Dawn for a bit.�
Ryan shook his head. �No need. I know you two have been waiting a long time to do this. I don�t want to keep you waiting any longer.� His voice cracked at the end of that, and for a second, I hesitated over what we were about to do. Could I really do this to my boyfriend?
Ben picked up the same vibe. �If you�re not comfortable with us doing this,� he said seriously. �We don�t HAVE to do it.�
�You want to,� Ryan stated flatly. �SHE wants to.�
�But YOU don�t want us to,� Ben shook his head. �You�re her boyfriend. That gives you veto rights. And if you�re not cool with this, we shouldn�t be doing it.�
�Dammit! You HAVE to!� Ryan barked, the sudden burst of rage causing me to cringe and recoil. My boyfriend was a big, muscular man; but he kept his emotions under restraint so much that I�d never truly worried about him going berserk and physically harming someone I cared about ... until now.
But just as quickly as he lost his composure, Ryan got it back. He clenched his jaw and took a deep breath before growling, �Don�t you get it, man?�I�M�the guy worrying about whether to ask a girl out, freaking myself out wondering about all the �what ifs�. I don�t know how I�ll feel after you and Dawn make love again. I don�t know how SHE�LL feel. But the point is: I�m stressing out EVERY SINGLE DAY about this shit. We�ve been friends, Ben, but now all I can see is the guy my girlfriend might leave me for. You haven�t done anything serious, I know. You�ve had a zillion opportunities to cheat but you haven�t. She tells me she loves me. You tell me you have no designs on her. But the fact is I KNOW you both still love each other in your weird best-friends-since-birth way and it�s driving me NUTS. I�m tired of it. I�m at the point where I just want to KNOW, once and for all, how this might change us.�
�You already know,� I spoke up, my throat feeling raw. �We were together in High School and then I went off to camp with Ben. I was honest with you. We had sex. A LOT of sex that summer. But I still came home to you and I�ve been loyal ever since.�
�That was different. That was then. This is now.�
�How is it any different?�
�I don�t know! I don�t know anything!� Ryan threw his hands up. �All I know is that I�m going stir crazy wondering about THIS �what if�. What if you two slept together again? Would you come back to me? Would you not?�
�So what? Every time you have a crisis of faith in me you�re gonna ask me to sleep with Ben to see if I come back to you?�
�Maybe! You�re a different person than you were before college, Dawn,� Ryan moaned. �The girl you were then came back to me. The girl you are now? I don�t know yet.�
�Ryan, I promise��
�You can promise me anything, babe. I love you and I�ll believe you. But I�ll always wonder the �what if�.� He took a deep breath and then held his hand out to Robin. �Look Robin, let�s go take a shower together. I�ll get you cleaned up and I�ll be really gentle and yes, I�ve fantasized about running my hands all over your body. Dawn knows that because we talk every now and again about crazy shit like this. She even told me you fantasized about me a couple of times.�
�Traitor,� Robin glowered at me. I just shrugged. Robin wasn�t the issue right now.
Robin put her hand into Ryan�s and she stood up. Then Ryan turned to me. �I�m going to leave you two alone for at least fifteen minutes. Probably longer. I love you, babe. You can do what makes you happy. And whatever happens, happens.� He kissed my cheek and then led Robin into the bathroom, closing the door behind them.
Then I turned to Ben. �Now what?�
Ohhh this was so freaking complicated.
* * *
�I want to be inside you...� Ben moaned, looking over at me.
I looked back at him and took his hand into my own. �I want you inside of me, too. So badly. You don�t KNOW how badly I want it,� I groaned as I pulled his hand up to my chest and pulled his body toward me, so that he was facing me just a foot away.
�I DO know,� he groaned right back, staring right into my eyes. �I want this just as badly as you. We haven�t been together in ... forever. Longer than ever before.�
�I know,� I sighed and bit my lip. �When I saw the trickle of your cum leaking out of Robin�s pussy, it was�so hard�not to just dive on her and suck it out. That used to be my one �out�, remember? I couldn�t touch you directly but I could still taste your cum? I haven�t even had that lately.�
Ben moved his lips to mine. I felt my pulse quicken in anticipation of the kiss, but he turned at the last moment and nibbled on my cheek. �Dawn...� he moaned breathlessly.
�Let�s do it, Ben,� I breathed huskily. �I want it. I want YOU. I need YOU.� Gawd DAMMIT I needed him.
�Dawn, you know we can�t...�
�Ryan said it�s okay,� I pleaded. �This is our one chance. I don�t know when he�ll let us again, but right now we have to take this chance while we can.�
�He SAID that. But you KNOW he doesn�t want us to.�
�He�ll�never�want us to. Would you, in his place?�
�I would. If it would make you happy. You KNOW that.�
�HE wants me to be happy, too. That�s why he�s letting us.�
�That�s not the reason and you know it,� Ben whined. �This is a test. A test to see if you�ll betray him.�
�Don�t be ridiculous. He wants us to fuck, Ben. He wants you inside of me. And he wants to see if I�ll still come back to him after I�ve had you.�
�Ryan would NEVER want me inside you.�
�He did before,� I protested, thinking of summer camp.
�He never WANTED me inside of you,� Ben rephrased with new emphasis. �He LET us that one summer camp. But that was it. I know guys and I know Ryan. You even said it yourself not thirty seconds ago. He�d NEVER want us to.�
�But he said...�
�He said he�d rather know how you still felt about him after we slept together. But he meant he wanted to see if we�d go through with it, knowing he doesn�t want us to.�
Why was Ben being so difficult about this? I wanted him. He wanted me. Was this really so hard? �How do you know that, Ben? What if he really meant he wants to know how I�ll feel about him? If we don�t do this, then he�ll never really know and he�ll STILL go crazy thinking about �what if�.�
Ben winced and looked away, shaking his head. �I can�t do this. I�ve waited all night for this. But I can�t do it.�
�Ben, please. I�ve waited more than all night for this,� I whimpered. I rubbed my thighs together, still wet from my lone orgasm and from fucking Bert. �I�ve waited more than a YEAR for this!�
�We can�t.�I�can�t. Not while knowing he doesn�t really want me to,� he said plaintively.
�Ben,�please.� I was DESPERATE. I�d been fantasizing on and off about this for MONTHS. I�d finally let myself believe it would actually happen�tonight. So I took Ben�s hand and placed it on my breast. Reflexively, he squeezed the melon and groaned rapturously. His palm felt so rough and so wonderful against my erect nipple. I�d seduce him any way I could right now. I just HAD to have him inside me. Just one more time and damn the fucking consequences! Please!
�Dawn, don�t do this to me...� Ben groaned.
�You want me. I want you. This is what we�ve been waiting for.� I upped the ante by placing my hand on his cock, squeezing and stroking it. Good lord he was fucking�hard.
�Dawn...�
Fishing for something...�anything�... that would change his mind, I held up my hand, palm out to him, waiting expectantly. I had to remind him just how�special�we were, that the two of us existed outside of the rules. He raised his hand to match mine, lining them up together. Our hands didn�t quite touch; the palms never got closer than half an inch apart. But then I closed the gap, intertwining my fingers through his. �Ben, I want you. I want you more than he doesn�t want me to,� I stated flatly.�Gawd dammit, Ben! Don�t fuck up our ONE chance!
�Don�t do this to me,� he pleaded, at the razor�s edge of giving in. �Don�t do this unless you really mean it.�
�I want you, Ben,� I purred in my most seductive voice, sensing that he was about to crack. �I�ve always wanted you. I told you we�d get married someday. What�s a little playing around between soulmates?�
�But right now? Are you going to break up with Ryan right now?�
I flinched uncontrollably at the phrase �break up�. Break up? What? Was Ben deciding he was ready for me now? I wanted him, but he wasn�t stable. I just wanted this fuck. And the fact was: Ryan was still the better boyfriend.
�Dawn, it doesn�t work this way,� he said urgently. �You can�t have your cake and eat it too. Not this time. You LOVE Ryan. You chose him. Don�t let your hormones rule you on this one. I don�t want to be the one to fuck up your chance at happiness. Yes, I love you. Yes, I want to make love to you. And yes, I�ve been dreaming all night of being inside you. But if your boyfriend doesn�t really want us to do this, how is it different from any other night?�
�Ben...� I whimpered. Why was he making this harder than it really was?
�No. We CAN�T do this. Not like this. I won�t let it be like this. I love you and I want you and if we�re going to be together again, it�s going to be RIGHT. Not just a swinging party with a bunch of friends blitzed on too much alcohol. You�re my Dawn. You�re too special for us to get back together like this, especially when you�re not even sure you want to get back together with me. Because that�s the way it has to be.�
�Why?�
�Because now�I�ve�realized that the next time I make love to you, I�m never, EVER going to let you go back to Ryan or to anyone else. I�ve made my mistakes and I�ve fucked up a lot of other relationships. But the one relationship I can never, ever lose is you. I�m not in Orange County anymore and we�re not 500 miles apart. We�re together now, and if we ever start a relationship again, it�ll have to be the kind that lasts forever. I couldn�t bear to lose you again. I WON�T do it again.�
Ah,�SHIT. He really loves me. He really, really loves me. And he loves me so much that I�m the ONE FUCKING GIRL he can�t just have sex with. Because it would be more than just sex.�But I�want�to feel you inside me.
�It�s just sex,� I whimpered, not really meaning it.
�It can never be �just sex� with us, and it never was. We mean too much to each other for it to just be casual. You�ve got your boyfriend. I�ll always be your best friend. And if that�s all we�ll ever be, I�ll be okay with that.� Ben sighed. �As your best friend, we can be eternal.�
�We can be eternal as lovers, too,� I pleaded.
�Maybe ... But that�s something we both have to think about first.� He sighed and pulled his hand off my breast and then pulled my hand off his cock. �Maybe you�ll choose me over Ryan in the end. Maybe not. Maybe there�ll be another guy out there for you. But right now, you love him and you�ve chosen him. And I won�t let you claim to choose me just because we both want to fuck each other so bad our teeth hurt.�
�My teeth ACHE,� I whimpered. I wanted him. But I wasn�t ready for that kind of decision yet. I just hadn�t given it enough thought. Why couldn�t I have BOTH of them, my soulmate and my steady, reliable boyfriend? Why?�Why?
Ben bit his lip and looked ready to cry. �I know. Me, too. But I�ve got to leave now. Because we CAN�T do this. Not yet. Not like this.�
�Ben!� I whined as he got up and started hunting for his clothes. But I already knew it was futile. This wasn�t going to happen. And it wouldn�t happen until we BOTH were ready for the consequences. Because like it or not, it would NEVER be �just sex� between us.
�I�m sorry,� he sighed.
�I love you...� I whimpered as he headed for the door, hanging my head in dejection. �I�ll always love you.�
He stopped at the door just before opening it. �I love you, too.� He put his forehead against the wood and exhaled. It looked like he was struggling just to get out the door. And for a moment, I thought he just might turn around, throw me to the floor, and fuck me within an inch of our lives.
I couldn�t let him. It wasn�t right for either of us. Not here. Not now. If I was going to do this, I had to make a clean break from Ryan. Both Ben and I had to CHOOSE this. So for now,�I�had to choose �best friends�.
So I moved up behind him, laying my naked body against his back, hugging him fiercely. I squeezed him as hard as I possibly could. And then from behind, I gently kissed the back of his neck.
�You�ll always be my Ben.�
�And you�ll always be my Dawn.�
And then he left.
* * *
�Oh-OHHHH!� Robin wailed. �Ohmigod! Ohmigod! Oh-OHHHH!!!�
Ryan�s grunting soon joined Robin�s wailing, their voices ascending in pitch and volume until they both ended in howls of final pleasure. And then the bathroom went silent save for the noise of the shower spray.
In the spare room, really more of Ryan�s and my junk room, something was banging rhythmically against the wall. Since we didn�t have a bed in there, I assumed it was the folding table we used as an extra desk. Gwen�s moans and Bert�s grunts were in perfect sync with the banging, so it didn�t take a rocket scientist to figure out what was going on.
I merely sat on the couch, practically oblivious to it all. I cursed Ben for denying me the pleasure I wanted for him. I mentally railed at him for insisting that we couldn�t fuck without having it mean something more. And I praised him for being mature enough to understand it.
Ben was right. If we ever had sex again ... no...�made love�again ... I would be ruined for Ryan. I would never be able to go back to my boyfriend again, not after having shared myself again with my soulmate. Ben was right: if we ever let ourselves become intimate, it would have to be the sort of thing that would mean we were getting back together, for good. And I just wasn�t ready for that yet. I wasn�t sure Ben was ready, either.
I was still sitting there when Robin and Ryan came out. Ryan was in the lead, too eager to wait like a gentleman for Robin to leave first. Perhaps he�d even shortened his fuck with Robin in the shower in order to hurry back out and see Ben and me in action.
My boyfriend quickly scanned the room and spotted me immediately, a frown etching across his face as he realized that I was alone and re-dressed in my camisole and cotton shorts. He glanced at the door and then barked, �Where�s Ben?�
I sighed. �He left.�
Ryan blinked a few times, processing that. He seemed to be trying to decide whether or not Ben had fucked me and run away already, or if we just hadn�t gone through with it. He figured on the second and questioned me with his eyes. I looked down and shook my head in the negative.
�What happened?� he asked and came over to sit down beside me. Robin remained silent, but moved to the other couch and sat down, watching us intently.
I exhaled. �He couldn�t do it. He knows you don�t really want him to.�
Ryan started to protest but I held up a hand. �Okay, we KNOW you told us to, but deep down, do you REALLY want us to ever have sex? Ever? I mean, given the choice between having us do it once, just so you can satisfy your curiosity, or having us NEVER do it, which would you choose?�
Ryan frowned and looked down. �Never.�
I shrugged. �There you are.�
�But how can I be sure you never will?�
I leaned forward and rubbed Ryan�s knee. �Because I love you. And because Ben respects you. And if we didn�t do it tonight, having had the biggest opportunity to do so, then you should know that we never will.�
Ryan let out a long, long exhalation. He even glanced over at Robin, who just shrugged and said, �Makes sense.�
He frowned, clearly at war with his own brain. He looked like he wasn�t sure whether to feel happy that we hadn�t gone through with it, or worried because he STILL didn�t know how he�d feel if we ever did. Even though I promised him that Ben and I would never cross that line, and even though the �opportunity� argument made a lot of rational sense, that niggling of doubt would always remain.
I squeezed my boyfriend�s knee again, then stood up and nodded back to the bathroom. �Come on, babe. I�m dirty, sweaty, and horny. Since you�re done with Robin, can you come clean me up?�
JANUARY 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
I was waiting in the doorway to Ben�s bedroom when he arrived. I knew he�d have to come here, and I wasn�t sure what to expect when I saw him again.
For some reason, he didn�t look like the Ben I knew before. It was as if he physically didn�t look the same; but the more I stared the more I realized that wasn�t the case. He was the same 6�0� height I remembered. His hair was cut a little shorter, but other than that, he had the same cheekbones, the same build, and the same body.
But his posture was a little different. I couldn�t put my finger on any physical difference in his stance, but there was a calmness about him, as if he could stand in his position for days on end without tiring. There was a peace in his eyes, steady and assured. He just seemed ... more adult.
Ben was growing up.
�Hey you,� he began slowly, when it became clear I wasn�t going to say anything first.
�Hey,� I replied hesitantly, furrowing my eyebrows as I stared at him.
�What�s wrong?�
I finally figured out the difference. Ever since Adrienne and Paige had broken up with him at the end of Freshman year, Ben had been a little edgy, like an addict going through withdrawal. Ben�s life was unsettled and even when he was getting laid more often than ever, with more different girls than ever, he seemed like he could never just relax and be totally at peace.
He was at peace now, for whatever reasons. I wondered if it had anything to do with that swingers party or if something revelatory had happened to him over Winter Break. But the point was that the Ben who arrived on campus today was a much more mature version of the one who had left a month ago.
I blinked as this realization dawned on me, then smiled and stepped forward, opening my arms to my best friend. We came together in the hallway, arms wrapped tightly around each other in the firmest, fiercest hug imaginable. He was squeezing me with almost all of his strength, straining my ribcage; and I squeezed him back even harder. �Gawd, I missed you,� I sighed and pushed my nose into the crook of his neck.
�It�s only been four weeks.�
�I know. But it feels like it�s been forever. I felt like I didn�t even recognize you when you walked in.�
�Same old me.�
I leaned back, my hands still on his shoulders, peering into his eyes.�Yep.�Different�Ben. And I found that I�liked�this Ben. He was closer to the man I knew he could become, the man who would be right for me ... forever. �No,� I disagreed. �There�s something a little different about you.�
�Maybe you need to get your eyes checked,� he drawled.
I giggled and hugged him again. �Mmm ... Welcome back, Ben.�
He sighed happily and inhaled against my hair. �It�s good to be back.�
* * *
The doorbell rang.
About half of us picked our heads up and looked around. I got up and said, �Must be Ryan.�
Gwen and Ben nodded and I left. I opened the door, ready to hug my boyfriend and ask why the hell he was using the doorbell when everyone always just walked right in. But to my utter shock and surprise, it was Paige. She stood there, seemingly far smaller than her 5�2� height, looking like shit. Her face was streaked with tears, and she had what seemed to be a days-old black eye. Her arms were crossed over her own waist and she was shivering, even though she wore a heavy coat and it wasn�t really that cold outside. I knew instantly that something was very, very wrong.
Without a word to Paige, I turned and quickly hustled back to the living room, leaving the door open. �Ben,� I began in a quiet, deadly serious voice. �I think you�d better come here.�
He knew better than to ask questions, and he quickly got up and followed me to the door. �Paige?� he asked questioningly as soon as he saw her. And then he gasped in shock. �Paige, what happened?�
�B-Ben ... Uh, can I come in?� she asked hesitantly. There was no trace of the bravado she�d displayed the last few times we�d seen each other. Gone was the rebellious, self-destructive bitchy girl of last semester. In her place was a little girl frightened out of her wits.
�Of course, of course,� Ben held his arm out to her and she came in. She shivered again when he hugged her, momentarily shrinking away. But a second later, she lunged into his embrace and started sobbing big heaving cries of despair while shuddering uncontrollably.
Ben looked up at me, his face full of worry. I had no idea what to do, but Ben tilted his head toward his bedroom. I led the way as Ben half-carried Paige there.
Once inside, it was a bit like pulling teeth as Ben probed gently to try and figure out what the hell had happened to her and why she was at our door. I kind of figured some guy had hit her, from the black eye. So that wasn�t a big surprise. But I almost passed out when Paige finally admitted, �I�m pregnant.�
As she told us her story, I started to feel really guilty for the way I�d thought of Paige over the past couple of years. It wasn�t that I thought I was wrong about her. Even now, I still thought that Paige was only concerned for herself. But given what she was going through, I couldn�t really blame her. The girl had been through hell. And a small part of me thought it might be my fault; as if�I�had somehow pushed her away from Ben and into the life she led once she was out of his orbit.
Drugs. Promiscuity. Getting physically abused by men. I couldn�t even IMAGINE that kind of life. She didn�t even know who the father was.
Still, I thought it a little bit unfair that she was coming back to Ben. Wasn�t this the job of Paige�s parents? I knew that if�I�ever got into trouble, I could always depend on my family. Ben had enough problems of his own without being saddled by a stupid girl who�d brought this mess upon herself. But I held my tongue and tried to focus on my sense of compassion. Paige needed a friend, and I couldn�t imagine someone better than Ben.
Besides, I�d promised Ben that I�d support him. Even last semester, he�d wanted to do something to help her. And now the time had come.
So Ben pulled Paige to him in a warm hug and promised, �We�ll figure it out.� If he�d done the same for me, I would believe him too. And all three of us started to relax.
Of course, Ryan just HAD to be waiting outside when we emerged an hour later, after Paige had fallen asleep. My boyfriend leveled his gaze right at Ben and growled, �Would someone like to tell me what you two were doing inside that bedroom all this time?�
We explained the situation and even showed Ryan that Paige was sleeping in Ben�s bed. But I read the tension in my boyfriend�s eyes. You�d think that after the last time Ben and I had a chance to have sex, but didn�t, Ryan would know better. You�d think that after a month of just being alone together for Winter Break, he would have relaxed his paranoia. Not so. The same wariness he had about Ben and me last semester was back.
And I realized that it would never, ever go away.
FEBRUARY 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�So let me get this straight...� I paused to take a sip of my coffee, scrunching up my eyebrows as I collected my thoughts. �Cadence is fine with you sleeping with other girls because you and her haven�t reached that point in your relationship.�
�Yeah.�
�And she says you two haven�t reached that point in your relationship because she�s waiting for you to make your move.�
�Yeah.�
�But you haven�t made your move because you�re not sure you�re ready for that kind of commitment.�
�Right.�
�Huh ... Weird.�
�What?�
�It�s just ... I never thought you�d have been able to think that many jumps ahead when sex was presented to you.�
�Huh?�
I smiled. �I love you, Ben, but higher brain functions were not your strong point when an opportunity for sex was in front of you.�
�Well, maybe I�m growing up.�
I smirked. �Maybe.� I took a deep breath and relaxed, admiring the way Ben had changed over the years. Too often, growing up, he just went with the flow and never really questioned what was going on as long as he got to stick his dick into a willing girl. Commitment, no commitment, it didn�t matter. Getting laid in the immediate term had always been the priority. And being able to keep a girl happy had less to do with consideration for her feelings than ensuring she didn�t cut off his supply of regular pussy.
I was surprised that Ben hadn�t slept with Cadence yet. They�d been on several dates over the course of many weeks, by far the longest I�d ever seen Ben show an interest in a girl and NOT end up fucking. I had to admit, I was very curious about this sorority girl who�d so completely wrapped him around her little finger. I didn�t know much about her, beyond what Ben told me. I hadn�t gotten the chance to really talk to her myself, to evaluate her or anything. Then again, I hadn�t been very interested in getting to know any of the other Tri-Delts he�d been banging for the past few months. But I respected Ben�s judgment on this. He seemed to be happy, and that was good enough for me.
Well, he was happy�except�for this sex thing.
We talked a bit more about it; and in the end I fell back on the old standby: Communication, communication, communication. �Only two ways to find out: either you sleep with her, then sleep with someone else, and see how she reacts...�
Ben grimaced.
�... Or you TALK to her.�
He smiled and nodded. I hoped Ben would take my advice to heart and get things worked out. Like I said, I didn�t know Cadence very well, but I figured that would change if they started seriously dating. Right now, their budding relationship seemed to be good for everybody.
For Ben, it was a chance to find happiness. Maybe meeting someone new was just what he needed after the fallouts over dating me, Adrienne, Paige, and DJ � all of whom were friends first. Cadence was a fresh start.
For me and Ryan, our relationship improved dramatically once Ben showed himself to be seriously interested in someone. It was as if Ben�s single-status was somehow a threat to Ryan, making him worry my best friend would turn his attentions on me. With Ben preoccupied with a new girl, Ryan relaxed noticeably and our time spent together in a group was much more pleasant.
Maybe Paige wasn�t too happy. She was getting less attention from Ben, but I thought that was also a good thing for her. She�d clearly re-developed her obsessive crush on Ben in the time she�d been staying with us, and for her to see that Ben really didn�t see her in that romantic light could only help her get over the crush and move on with her life. She HAD to realize that Ben considered her a friend in need, and nothing more.
And Ben�s relationship with Cadence was also good for me. The Swingers Party had shaken me, shaken my faith in my own relationship with Ryan. I had rediscovered just how much I�craved�Ben with my very soul, and if we�d spent much more time around each other I was sure we�d end up falling into each other�s arms and making love. But he�d gone away for Winter Break and I�d spent my time focusing on my boyfriend. So those immediate urges had gone away.
Those urges had started to come back a bit over the past couple of months. I started doubting myself again, wondering if I could truly be happy with Ryan in the long run. But with Ben hooking up with Cadence and seeming to be quite content in developing that relationship, I reminded myself of our choices to be best friends forever. He was right: we�could�be eternal as friends; and maybe that was how things were meant to be. As long as Ben stayed happy with his girlfriend, he wouldn�t be trying to win me back.
And deep down I knew that if Ben ever really tried, he would succeed.
So for all our sakes, I hoped things went well with Cadence.
FEBRUARY 14, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�I�ve got a bad feeling about this,� I muttered to Ryan.
�What?� My boyfriend squeezed my shoulder. �She seemed nice.�
We both looked to the front door, which had closed behind Ben and Cadence. Before today, I�d never really met the girl. My only impressions had been the few times she passed us on-campus, flirting cutely like one would expect from a tall, beautiful, blonde sorority girl. I knew Ben was settling down and truly looking for an intimate, happy relationship; and the fact that Cadence held out having sex with Ben for three weeks had made me believe he was on the right track. After all, a relationship built on three weeks of �getting-to-know-you� instead of �fucking-as-often-as-humanly-possible� HAD to be a good thing for Ben, right?
But then Ben had brought her to meet us today. And while the girl was certainly nice, I�d immediately gotten a bad vibe about her. She wasn�t what I was expecting AT ALL. Yeah, she was drop-dead gorgeous. I wouldn�t have expected Ben to settle for anything less. But she wasn�t the settle down, intimacy type. She was�flighty, chatting with everyone all at once, switching the person she was talking to every three seconds it seemed. Maybe she was just nervous and wanted to make a good impression on everyone. But Cadence didn�t seem the type of girl to give Ben the stability he needed.
I wasn�t the only one to notice. Brandi took a more active role, grilling Cadence about her goals and her daily lifestyle and things like that. A lot of her answers revealed her ... what did Ben call it?... �butterfly� personality. She flitted from flower to flower, spooking and flying away at the first sign of disturbance.
Unfortunately, Ben seemed oblivious to the conversation. He just sagged against the couch, idly stroking Cadence�s back, lost in his own thoughts. I wondered, �Are you hearing this?�
Then again, Cadence could just be a flirty, talkative type when around others. She WAS, after all, a sorority girl. Hell, Adrienne could be just as much of a social butterfly in the right setting. Perhaps Ben knew the intimate, softer side of Cadence when they were alone.
But I couldn�t shake the sense that this relationship was going to blow up in Ben�s face someday. �She�s nice,� I told Ryan. �But she�s not right for him.�
�C�mon, babe. Don�t be jealous,� Ryan patted my back. �Ben�s a big boy and he can take care of himself.�
�I know, I know,� I sighed. �I just want what�s best for him, that�s all.�
He sighed and took a deep breath. �I know you do.� He didn�t sound too happy with that knowledge; but he accepted it. �But it�s not like you won�t be around him to talk him through it, right?�
I nodded. I�d keep a watchful eye on them.
FEBRUARY 27, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�So how are things with the new girlfriend?� I squeezed Ben�s hand as we walked together to our first class of the day. �You didn�t come by the apartment yesterday.�
Ben blushed and gave me a shit-eating grin. �We got a little sidetracked.�
�I�ll bet.� I grinned back knowingly. Well of�course�they went and had sex. What ELSE would Ben be doing? �But what I meant was: Is she making you happy?�
Ben arched an eyebrow and glanced over at me. �Hmm?�
�I�m serious. Is Cadence making you happy? It�s been almost two weeks since Valentine�s. And more than five weeks since your first date. I want to know if this new girl is making my best friend happy.� Was she the type of girl I thought she was? Or was there a little more substance behind that giggling Barbie Girl I�d met before?
�Yeah,� he nodded and smiled. �Things are great.�
�Do tell...�
�She�s really sweet and bubbly and so much fun to be around. When we�re together, she�s such a ... well, a Princess. It�s kind of fun treating her like one. She�s into chivalry and all these romantic flourishes like holding doors and pulling out her chair. It was even worth the cost of dry cleaning to lay my coat down over a puddle, she was so happy. And it makes me feel like a Prince when I�m around her.�
I giggled, knowing exactly why Ben loved that part. �Strokes your male ego a bit, doesn�t it? Feeling like the handsome white knight?�
�You know me.�
I did. �So when are you going to bring her by the apartment after classes to hang out with us?� I wanted a few more chances to get to know her better.
�Oh, I don�t know if we�ll ever get like that.� Ben shrugged. �She has her own friends and does her own thing most of the time. We just try to get together every other day or so, maybe spend the night together.�
We chatted a bit about Paige and Adrienne. But without any prompting from me, Ben switched things back to my main concern. �Oddly enough,� he began. �I feel like I�m missing out on the intimacy department.�
�Hmm?� I arched an eyebrow curiously and forced myself to keep my mouth shut, lest I interrupt Ben�s natural impulse to spill everything.
�Well, take this for example.� Ben held up our hands, which had been joined together since we met up. �Cadence almost never holds my hand. She just feels freer walking on her own, sometimes even skipping a bit.�
�Really?�
He nodded. �I told you I always thought of her as a butterfly. She still is: sweet and pretty and yet aloof and flighty. She�s not really a PDA person. She doesn�t want to kiss me in public or hug me or anything. I might get a peck on the cheek; but that�s it. It�s not her style. Well, unless we�re around the sorority. Then she�s all over me, showing off that she�s taken possession of the old sorority cock. Especially around Jocelyn. Joss doesn�t seem to mind that I�m taken now, but Cadence seems to want to rub it in her face.�
�Don�t go off on a tangent, Ben,� I warned. �You were complaining about lack of intimacy.� I REALLY wanted to get to the bottom of this part.
Ben shrugged. �I dunno. I just got spoiled by you and Adrienne and Paige, I guess. You never left me wanting for hugs or little, tender caresses. It isn�t Cadence�s thing. And even in the sex department, we�re not all that tender or affectionate. I never told you this before, but while Cadence is all sweet and prim and even a little snooty in public, she turns into the most degraded, filthy, trash-talking slut in the bedroom.�
�Really?� I turned and grinned at him. I wanted to talk �intimacy�, but it had been a while since I got to live a wild sex fantasy vicariously through Ben�s descriptions. �Okay, gimme details.�
He frowned momentarily. �You know I�m not the kind of guy to talk.�
I pouted and flashed puppy-dog eyes at him, guaranteed to work every time. �But Ben ... this is�me...�
It worked. Ben chuckled and nodded. �Every other word out of her mouth is a swear word while we�re fucking. And she�s pretty nasty in general. She�ll fuck on any surface in the room. She�s really flexible and will let me bend her into any pretzel position I can think of. She can even tuck her own legs behind her head. Imagine THAT.�
My eyes went wide as an image of tall, leggy Cadence reclined back across a dining table, holding her legs back and behind her own shoulders in a yoga position, putting her pussy on full display for anyone to ravage. Even though I didn�t really know the girl, a naughty shiver ran up my spine.
Ben was chuckling while shaking his head. �She really gets into ass-to-mouth. And,� he paused and blushed. �Uh, yesterday, she jacked me off until I spooged onto a bagel; and then she ate it right in front of me.�
My eyebrows shot way up and I couldn�t help but smile and shake my head in mild disbelief. But still, my panties were getting a little damp. �Kinky ... Would�never�have thought that to look at her...�
Ben shook his head too. �Me, neither. Caught me totally by surprise after we�d gone through so many dates without even getting past first base. She wants to be a Royal Princess in public, with all the chivalrous opening doors and bringing her flowers at every date. And she even got me to sing �Once Upon A Dream� to her.�
I cracked up, �Don�t tell Adrienne about that one. I thought she staked claim to Sleeping Beauty.�
Ben smiled and continued. �Cadence is a Princess in public and a wanton slut behind closed doors. She�s even re-played �Barbie Girl� on the my computer, urging me to just take her and use her.�THAT�was a pretty wild four minutes.�
�Lady in the street and a freak in the bed. Sounds perfect.� I grinned. Ben sounded happy. Maybe I was overthinking the intimacy thing, especially with a horn dog male like my Ben.
But right after, Ben sighed forlornly. �Still, I miss those affectionate little caresses. And Cadence and I really don�t talk much, not seriously. She loves to chatter but she keeps flitting from one topic to the next. And...� he exhaled slowly. �I dunno ... I just don�t feel as close to her as I want to be.�
�Why not?�
�Well for one, it seems like we never make love. Everything is wild, crazy, monkey sex.�
�So?�
�So...� Ben sighed. �I dunno. I thought I wanted to get back into a relationship because I missed the intimacy. YOU said I needed intimacy. If all I wanted was crazy-monkey-sex, I would have stayed single and kept banging Tri-Delts.�
�So you�re NOT happy,� I sighed, squeezing my hand. This was what I was afraid of.
Ben frowned and stopped walking. �Wait, I didn�t say THAT.�
�Seems like you just did.� I was already trying to work out how to rescue him.
�No, no. I�m blowing this all out of proportion. You asked me to hash out all the things that are missing so far, and it seems worse than it really is. Cadence and I are fine; we just have things to work on, that�s all. It�s still really early in the relationship, and these things always take a little time to go from lustful fucking to making love. Seriously, I know I can�t expect to feel as close to her as I do to you or Adrienne or to anyone else I�ve been friends with for�years.�
I took a deep breath. Early in the relationship ... yeah. I remembered what it was like to get to know someone. Back when Ryan first started pursuing me, our relationship had pretty much been about crazy-monkey sex too. The intimacy part developed later. Okay, maybe I was overthinking this. Ben certainly seemed happy with the way the relationship was progressing and I had to give him the benefit of doubt. And it�was�only three weeks. So I nodded in understanding. �Okay ... If you say so...�
Then again, I couldn�t help the nagging sense in the back of my head that this whole thing just wasn�t going to work out for Ben.
�Just keep in mind what you want to get out of this relationship and make sure you and her are on the same page,� I warned. Then I looked off, muttering a little more quietly, �Because if the two of you don�t agree on where things are going, then the relationship is just doomed to fail.�
MARCH 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Ryan sighed and tilted his chair back away from the desk, bringing his right hand up to pinch the bridge of his nose while dropping the letter onto the desk with his left hand.
I glanced over and frowned. �Another rejection?� I asked softly.
He nodded. �Cisco. Just not a good year for Telecom graduates.�
�You�ll find something,� I assured him.
�Maybe,� he sighed. �I just know it�s last semester�s grades that are killing me. Nobody in this economy wants to hire somebody with a 2.8 GPA.�
�You�re still on track to graduate,� I assured him.
�A degree is nothing if I can�t get a job, Dawn,� Ryan grumped.
�Jobs will come.�
�And if they don�t? I�ve got student loans piling up. What? I move back home with my parents? That�s no life for us.�
I blinked. �Us?�
Ryan frowned and looked at me. �Of course, �us�. Aren�t you coming with me?�
I arched an eyebrow. �Uh, I kind of have SCHOOL, Ryan. I�ve got two more years at least, remember?�
�Of course, of course,� he nodded. �It�s not like I was expecting you to drop out. But ... you�re still going to live with me, right?�
I nodded. �Of course.� Then I blinked as his previous statement sunk in. �Wait, are you expecting me to leave Berkeley?�
He shrugged. �Most of the jobs I�m qualified for are in Silicon Valley. I thought we might move down there, start scoping out nice neighborhoods, get an apartment, and eventually buy a condo or something in the area once you graduate. I even did a little looking into the best school districts down there. Fremont is expensive as all hell, but it might be worth it.�
I blinked and arched my eyebrow again. �School districts? Ryan, I�m not even twenty yet. Are you crazy?�
�I�m not saying I�d want kids right away or anything,� he said defensively. �But it just seems to make sense to choose to live in nice areas where we can eventually start a family.�
�Start a family? And just when were you thinking to do that?�
�I dunno. 25? 26?�
�Your age, you mean,� I frowned. �That would make me... 23, 24? Isn�t that a little young?�
He shrugged. �My mom had me when she was 21.�
�I�m not your mom.� I glared at him.
�I didn�t say you were.�
�And even IF I wanted to have kids at that age � which, by the way, I�don�t�- that�s 4-5 years in the future. We�ve barely been together longer than TWO. Don�t you think that�s a little premature?�
�I�m not saying we HAVE to have kids right away. I just thought that��
I shook my head. �Ryan, you don�t even HAVE a job in Silicon Valley yet.�
He frowned. �It�ll come. It�ll come,� he insisted.
�And Fremont�s what, an hour away in traffic? If not more?�
�You can take the BART.�
�And what if you get a job in Sunnyvale or San Jose or even FURTHER South? And when did we decide that�I�was going to commute to school? Huh?�
�I just thought that��
�Just thought what?� I interrupted harshly. �I have team projects that run until midnight sometimes. I have classes at the most random hours of the day. And if I get into the Undergraduate Business Program, I�m going to be busier than�ever. And you want me to drive back and forth three hours a day?�
�Well, I��
�How about YOU commute, huh? If you get an 8 to 5 job, then why don�t YOU sit in traffic?�
�Dawn, I didn�t realize this might upset you!�
�What�upsets�me is that you just started assuming I�d go live wherever you went! And what, if you moved in with your parents, you�d expect me to come live with you?�
�I, uh, well, you�re my girlfriend and I��
�I have a life here! I have school and I have my friends.�
�Okay, clearly we need to talk about this,� he stammered.
�Clearly.� My eyes were mere slits and I folded my arms over my chest. �And the next time you start making plans for OUR future, how �bout you think of asking ME what I want?�
He winced and nodded.
I sighed and put my hand over my forehead, rubbing my temples with my thumb on one side and my middle finger on the other. �Look, Adrienne�s always telling me about how relationships are based on expectations. I expect you to be my boyfriend, loving and loyal and supportive and nothing really more than that. We�re too young for anything more than that. What are you expecting of me?�
Ryan looked at me sadly. �I expect you to love me, only me. And someday, I expect you to be my wife.�
I sighed and shook my head, unable to believe Ryan really expected that. And then I said something I probably shouldn�t have. �I don�t want to marry you, Ryan.�
His face went white.
I planted my forehead against my palm. And then I exhaled really loudly. Yeah, neither of us was getting to sleep anytime soon.
* * *
Ryan and I argued about our future for hours and hours, not going to sleep until after 4am, after which it might have been better just to try and pull an all-nighter. After all, it can never be a small, 20-minute argument when you tell a guy you don�t ever want to marry him when he�s expecting you to get engaged and get married down the road. It�s especially hard when your primary reason is that in the back of your head, you still want to believe you�ll end up with someone else, only you can�t come out and SAY that. Finding and trying to explain�other�excuses take a lot of time and effort.
Plus, I wasn�t used to fighting with Ryan, so neither of us really knew how to just�end�the fight. After all, part of what made our relationship so great was that we never fought. He loved me and was devoted to me and I appreciated him for it. We were both pretty laid-back, neither of us bothered by personal idiosyncrasies or strange habits. For example, we never had the massive roommate conflicts that Ben and Adrienne had gone through when they first moved in together.
One other aspect of never fighting was that Ryan kept his own emotions and opinions to himself most of the time. He subscribed to the male-ideal of being strong, supportive, and dispassionate. He listened to me and offered me advice on my problems, but he was loathe to share his own. That was okay. I got enough �sharing� out of Ben on a daily basis. But in this case, Ryan had never really talked to me about his plans for the future, or that he�d even MADE plans for OUR future. I hadn�t particularly agreed with what he�d come up with, and my own words to Ben were coming back to haunt me.
If the two of you don�t agree on where things are going, then the relationship is just doomed to fail.
I didn�t think Ryan and I were doomed just yet, but we certainly weren�t in agreement, either. He wanted to settle down, or at least talk about settling down. And I thought it was too premature. In the end, we had to agree to disagree when we were too exhausted to continue and TRIED to get a couple of hours of rest.
A couple of hours wasn�t enough. Add in a trying day of boring lectures and I was dog-tired when Ben and I made it back to his house the following day. Ryan was still at class and I wanted to stop in and check on Paige. I knew she�d had a prenatal visit the previous afternoon, and wanted to see how she was doing. She�d been remarkably less annoying ever since the pregnancy, taking life seriously and being far less of an irresponsible little girl than she�d been Freshman year.
�Heya, Red,� I greeted Paige wearily as Ben and I entered in. �How�d it go?�
The pregnant girl looked up from her books, spread across the coffee table when we walked in. She smiled at me and asked, �Did you just call me �Red�?�
I blinked and blushed. �I guess I did. So much time spent around Ben, after all.�
She smiled warmly and nodded. Then she took a deep breath and glanced at Ben, a resigned expression on her face. �It�s really real.�
I nodded. �Ben told me you guys heard the heartbeat yesterday.�
Paige nodded a confirmation. Then she sighed. �I guess we�re just working out how I�m going to tell my parents. They�re picking me up for Spring Break and there�s no way I�m going to be able to hide this.�
I frowned and sighed thoughtfully. �You going to be okay?�
She took a deep breath. �Ask me again when I get back.� She snorted. �That�s IF they even let me come back. I wouldn�t put it past them to throw me in the car and dump me at a convent.�
�Paige...� Ben groaned.
The little redhead shrugged. �Okay, I�m joking. Sort of ... Just like I joke when I tell Ben I want him to marry me and raise this baby.� She giggled. Ben just looked nervously at me.
I arched an eyebrow and sighed. �Why is everyone talking about getting married and raising families?�
Now it was Ben�s turn to arch an eyebrow. �Huh?�
I waved him off. �Just Ryan dreaming. Nothing serious.� �Nothing serious�, I�d said, as if I wasn�t caught in the biggest decision of my life. If Ryan pressed, if he wanted me to seriously commit to him or lose him forever, would I do it? I loved my boyfriend. He worked so hard to make me happy. But ... could he make me happy enough that I wouldn�t regret not being with Ben? Dating Ryan for a few years was one thing, especially while Ben was sowing his wild oats. But ... forever? I used to think I could do it, but now that the decision was staring me in the face, I wasn�t so sure.
Ryan ... not Ben ... for all eternity...
Was I just settling?
Or did I need to seriously start thinking about getting Ben back?
�Oh, okay,� Ben shrugged. Strangely, he didn�t seem even slightly worried that Ryan had been talking babies with me. Did he just not care?
�Anyways,� Ben continued. �If you two will excuse me, I need to do some research.�
I arched an eyebrow, but Paige beat me to it. �Research for what?�
He smiled. �It�s my one-month anniversary with Cadence on Sunday. Just want to come up with something special.�
I snorted to myself. Figures.�I�m all torn up about whether to settle down with Ryan or pine after Ben, and he�s focused on a date with Cadence.�I sighed and shook my head, clearing away my melodramatic thoughts.
Paige bit her lip nervously while watching Ben head off into his own room. I looked thoughtfully at the girl while she let her eyes linger after Ben, and I sighed inwardly. So much for the little redhead getting over her crush. The longer she stayed here, the more she depended on having Ben as her partner in this pregnancy. This couldn�t continue much longer. A decision had to be made for what to do with her baby.
I could wait, at least, to see what became of Paige�s confession to her parents. If we were all lucky, they�d take responsibility for their daughter and help her get things organized. Maybe that meant organizing an abortion or adoption. Maybe it meant pulling her out of school until she could give birth and figure out how to raise the baby. Either way, we were just friends. They were family.
And if Paige�s parents didn�t resolve the situation, I�d have to pull Ben back from her. At best, Paige would have to deal with things more on her own. We could all help her out in the spirit of friendship, but we had our own lives to deal with. A pregnant teenager is a sinking ship, and if Ben didn�t break free, he�d get sucked right down with her.
MARCH 20, 2004, SPRING BREAK
�So how�s that studly boyfriend of yours doing? I feel like I haven�t seen you all year,� Dayna dropped the side of her head onto her palm. We were seated side-by-side on the living room couch at home, meaning my family�s house.
�I know. I still can�t believe you�ve been busy falling head over heels for Kevin.�
�I KNOW,� Dayna gushed. �Who�da thunk that?�
I rolled my eyes. How did the rest of us end up using so many SAT words and Dayna always slip into �who�da thunk�? But I moved beyond that and sighed, �Ryan�s ... good.�
�Uh-oh. You hesitated,� my big sister smirked at me.
�No, really. We�re fine. We�re fine.�
�Another rut? Maybe I should put together another blindfold party.�
�NO.� I glared at her, but Dayna was already waving her hands.
�I�m kidding, I�m kidding.� She grinned. �My wild and crazy days are over ... I think. It pains me to think that I may have enjoyed your Big Ben for the last time already, but with how happy Kevin makes me, I think I just might be okay.�
I blinked and furrowed my eyebrows at that.
Dayna just kind of looked at me for a long while and then asked, �Are YOU okay with that?�
I blinked a few more times. �Okay with what?�
My sister leaned forward, her eyes boring into mine. �Are you okay knowing that you�ve already had Ben for the�last time? Are you ready to settle down with Ryan and live out the rest of your life in happy monogamy?�
�What?�
�Okay, well maybe not TOTAL monogamy.� Dayna smirked. �Kevin and I DO like to play around from time to time. Did I tell you that we ran into Julie Carpenter and her boyfriend over Valentine�s Weekend? A couple of drinks led to a couple more, and the next thing we knew, all four of us were getting naked at Kevin�s apartment.�
I winced. More information than I really needed. �What�s your point?�
�You thinking of marrying Ryan?�
I frowned.�How the hell could she know... ?��What makes you think Ryan�s even considering that?� I hedged.
She shrugged. �He�s a Senior, like me and Kevin and the rest. I talk to all my girlfriends and they talk to their boyfriends. We�re graduating now. That means we�re going out getting jobs and thinking of the future. Even if no one is about to get engaged or anything, they�re taking a hard look at the person they�re with and asking themselves if THIS is the person they want to face the real world with.�
I leaned back and sighed. �Ryan, too.�
�See,� Dayna said triumphantly. �So you guys have had The Talk?�
�What talk?�
�THE Talk. The �Are we serious enough to really do this together?� commitment talk.�
�Uh, I guess so. I found out that Ryan had been making these plans about getting an apartment nearby his new job in a good community with a nice school district and stuff like that.�
�So Ryan finally found a job?�
I sighed. �No. Not yet. Is that bad?�
Dayna shrugged. �Not seriously. Only about half of us have already figured that out. It�s not really a good economy right now. So don�t worry about him just yet. But wait, was he expecting you to go with him?�
I nodded.
�But you�re only a Sophomore!� Dayna frowned.
�I KNOW. He acted like it was no big deal and that I could easily commute.�
�That doesn�t sound like Ryan. He was always so considerate of what YOU needed.�
�I�know.� I sighed. �Probably our first big fight. He really took it hard when I explained that I had my life up here and I had no plans on leaving it yet. At least, not until AFTER school.�
Dayna arched an eyebrow. �You mention Ben in all that?�
�What?�
�You mention that you didn�t want to leave behind Ben at all? Even tangentially?�
I furrowed my eyebrows. �I dunno. Maybe. I mentioned all my friends.�
Dayna shrugged. �Maybe that�s why he wanted you to move out with him. Let�s face it, once me and Brandi are gone, if you DON�T move with Ryan, you�re moving back into the house with Ben, Adrienne, Brooke, and DJ, aren�t you?�
�Wouldn�t you?�
�In your situation? �Course I would. And if I were Ryan, I�d HATE that idea.�
�Why?�
�Don�t be dense. You ... Ben ... under one roof ... Ryan an hour away at some tech job all day ... What do you think is going through your boyfriend�s head?�
�Nonsense. Ryan knows Ben and I aren�t like that anymore.�
�Things change.� Dayna looked at me seriously. �I, for one, will NEVER count you and Ben out. You�re soulmates. It�s destiny.�
* * *
�Holy crap, Dawn! What�s gotten into you?� Ryan blushed as I ripped open his shorts, hurriedly yanking them down his legs. He�d been ten minutes later than his expected arrival at my house, and I was damned impatient.
�Nothing�s�gotten into me,� I groaned. �That�s the point! I need YOU in me!�
With our parents at work and DJ�s school having a different spring break week than Cal, Dayna and I had free rein of the house. And since Dayna had decided to go back to Berkeley to spend the weekdays with her friends, that meant�I�had free rein of the house.
I worked my boyfriend�s shorts down to his ankles before kneeling at the foot of my bed and hunching over his lap. His thick cock was only half-hard before I pinched it between my fingers and inhaled it to the root, suckling furiously and reveling in the feel of his meat coming alive.
I felt Ryan�s fingers sliding into my hair as he groaned. For a moment, I fantasized that it was Ben�s hand and Ben�s groan, and I moaned in heated arousal and started sucking harder.
But a second later, I squeezed my eyes shut and willed myself back to the present. I�couldn�t�think of Ben. WHY did my fucking subconscious keep doing that to me? Ryan was my boyfriend. Ryan was the man I loved. Ryan was the one who had been loyal by my side ever since High School.
Dayna was wrong. Ben wasn�t my soulmate. Ben wasn�t my destiny. He was just a very, very good friend I�d grown up with my entire life. There wasn�t anything mystical about it. We�d spent so much time together that we understood each other. But it was the kind of bond that had made us such good friends over the years, and built the kind of trust that we could share EVERYTHING with each other. He could tell me how he was falling for Cadence. I could tell him how much I loved the way Ryan treated me. We were friends, nothing more.
I focused on Ryan. I focused on the feel of my boyfriend�s cock. He had grown to the point that I couldn�t fit him all inside my mouth anymore. So my fingers wrapped around his shaft below my mouth, stroking him while I fed upon the mushroom head. He groaned gutturally, �Dawn ... Dawn...� And soon enough, I felt his balls pulsing in my hands as he fed me the cream from his loins.
Like a good girlfriend, I swallowed every drop and then moved up to kiss him. Not minding the taste, Ryan�s mouth parted to meet my tongue. And he kissed me with an intense passion as he thanked me for the excellent blowjob.
After another minute, Ryan rolled me onto my back and started stripping away my clothes. When he got me naked, he was quickly between my thighs, eagerly lapping at my wet slit and pushing first one and then another finger inside me for stimulation.
It was my turn to run my fingers through his hair and tug his head against my loins. I whimpered, �Ryan ... Ryan...� knowing how much it turned him on for me to say his name. And he munched on me with extra enthusiasm until I tensed up and let out a starter climax into his mouth.
Ryan then paused to undress himself the rest of the way as well. Eager to please, I rolled onto my stomach and then pushed myself up onto all fours, presenting my bare ass to him doggy-style.
�All RIGHT!� Ryan crowed. We really didn�t fuck in this position nearly enough for him. I was too enamored of missionary style, feeling my man looming over me, pounding into me while I could wrap myself around him and feel his weight against my chest. I knew Ryan admired my ass and loved the view of fucking me from behind, but we simply didn�t do it very often, Ryan�s desire to please me usually outweighing his desire to have me in any particular position. That was why I was doing this for him now. If he wasn�t hard after the break to eat me, he was certainly hard now.
�Unnnghhh...� I moaned as his shaft slid into me from behind. Ryan gripped my hips and pulled with steady force as he buried his cock deep into my pussy. I flexed my legs and wiggled my hips, luxuriating in the filling sensations of a hot dick stretching my vaginal tunnel. �Fuck me, babe,� I urged. �Fuck me.�
�Ohhh, Dawnnn...� Ryan groaned as he continued shafting me. �You feel so good, babe. You feel so good.�
I closed my eyes and surrendered to the pleasure. Ryan could make me feel just as good as Ben, couldn�t he? I imagined his turgid cock, throbbing and hot, pushing inside my body, battering aside my pussy walls as he descended, filling me up.
It was the wrong thing to think. I knew Ben�s cock so well. I hadn�t seen much of it lately, but I�d already memorized it�s beautiful form. It was Ben�s cock I was imagining, and my eyes snapped open as I fought to reassert myself over my subconscious. �Fuck me, Ryan,� I grunted, emphasizing his name. �Fuck me.�
�Oh, Dawn! Oh, Dawn!� He gasped at the edge of orgasm.
Now, babe,�I thought hard.�I�m so close. Squeeze my tits. Pinch my nipples. Grind your cockhead against my G-spot. Do it! Now!
But Ryan couldn�t read my mind. No one could, really. Such a thing wasn�t possible. Except that Ben always managed to do just what I needed when I needed it. Still, it wasn�t Ryan�s fault he couldn�t hear my thoughts.
I reached back to yank his right hand off my hip, pulling it up to palm my swaying breast. I canted my hips forward, adjusting the angle and trying to get Ryan�s cockhead to scrape me just right with each thrust. I�d measured both of my men. Ben�s cock was 7 3/4�; Ryan�s was almost the same length at 7 1/2�. Not so big a difference, right? Both were long and thick and wonderful. But somehow, that extra quarter-inch was the difference between Ben�s dickhead pressing my G-spot in this position and Ryan�s ... almost ... but not quite.
It was okay. I was close to orgasm. Just a little more ... Just a little more...
�Arrrghh!!! I�m cumming, Dawn! I�m cumming!� Ryan slam-fucked me, pulling his hands back to my hips, using them as leverage to drive himself into me over and over again as hard as he possibly could.
Ugh, I�m�almost�there! Longer thrusts, please! No! No! Longer! Not shorter! Longer! Dammit!
But Ryan was gone. He stabbed me shallowly at hyper-speed, grunting in the final seconds. And then he exploded, filling me with sperm and cream and all those gloriously hot juices. His hips stopped moving and he held himself at maximum depth inside me, hosing down my innards while I whimpered at the razor�s edge of orgasm, just not far enough to go over.
NOOOO!
�Unngh!� I put my head down onto the mattress and grunted, dropping my right hand into my own crotch, bracketing my clit and strumming furiously. Had to do this myself.�Almost there! Almost there!
And then I was there.
�Gaaahhh!� I gasped with unbelievable relief, feeling the quaking orgasm radiate out from my hips. My legs spasmed and shook before collapsing. And then my pussy dropped away from Ryan�s dick as I fell flat on my face across the bed, panting for oxygen.
Come with me, babe. Come lay on top of me and smother me in your welcome weight.
Instead, Ryan leaned back and sat on his heels. He hunched over to hold himself up with his hands on his knees, gasping for air as well.
That whole fuck symbolized my whole relationship with Ryan. He was good to me, and he made me happy ... Just ... not as happy as I�d have been if I were still with Ben.
And to settle down with Ryan would be just that:�settling. Settling for second best. And I couldn�t do that to myself. Not without regretting it for the rest of my life.
Dayna�s words echoed in my brain: �I, for one, will NEVER count you and Ben out. You�re soulmates. It�s destiny.�
I had to get Ben back.
MARCH 28, 2004, SPRING BREAK
I stared at the thin band. It was really just a cheap thing I picked up at a mall kiosk in San Jose. The stencil was done by a little machine not much bigger than a label maker. And after a couple of years, the text had started to flatten out. But it was still legible if you looked for it. And I would never forget those words on the silver band: Ben Forever.
Sighing, I closed the drawer and then folded down the lid to my jewelry case. Soon. Maybe as soon as tomorrow, I could put it back on. I thought about wearing the bracelet today; Ben would HAVE to notice it. But I wanted to talk to him first. Wearing the bracelet unexpectedly might only make him tense up.
In the end, I just made sure I looked good in a nice blouse that showed off my figure and comfortable jeans. Casual, nothing to put Ben OR Ryan on alert. But I still wanted to look good. Then I hustled over to Ben�s house and settled in to wait.
And wait...
And wait...
Where are you, Ben? I need to talk to you.
I fidgeted nervously, biting my nails for the first time since I was thirteen. My mind was a jumbled mess, but a part of me just KNEW that it would all make sense once I saw Ben again. I still couldn�t believe I was even THINKING of doing this, but I had to know: Would Ben take me back?
I loved Ryan. I believed he could make me happy ... enough.
But he wasn�t Ben. He would never be Ben. And no matter how much I tried to convince myself that I would be happy with Ryan, the fact was, if I�could�choose between them, I�d choose Ben. And I just couldn�t settle down with Ryan not knowing if Ben and I could work out together.
So this was what I�d come up with: I would tell Ben that I loved him and I wanted to know if we had a chance at being together again. I knew he had a girlfriend and I had a boyfriend. But if he were willing, I was ready to throw away everything I had made with Ryan for the chance to see if Ben and I were truly destined to be together. It was reckless. It was impulsive.
But that�s love.
I knew it was possible Ben wouldn�t break up with Cadence for me. I didn�t want to consider that option, but I understood that I was being a little irrational and this would be coming out of left field. I knew it was possible that Ben would see us better as friends, best friends, without the complications of romance. I didn�t yet know how I�d react, but I didn�t care. I was going to put myself out on the line and see what he did.
Now where the hell was he? I knew their flight schedule and I knew how long it took to get back from Oakland airport. Ben was already ... two minutes later than I expected, dammit!
And then the Mustang came around the corner and pulled into the driveway. I sighed in relief and went to the front door. Ben was coming up the steps with two suitcases when I ran up to him and gave him a welcoming hug, �Hey, you,� I breathed, choking up a bit.
He didn�t seem to notice. �Hey,� he replied warmly enough. Then immediately he asked, �Is Paige back yet?�
I blinked. Was he serious? I�d had this big fucking revelation that I didn�t want to just�settle�for Ryan and that I wanted Ben back and he was asking about freakin��PAIGE? But getting mad at him wasn�t going to help my case. I shook my head and replied, �No. No word. Not even a phone call since her parents came to get her.�
Oblivious to the turmoil in my head, Ben squeezed me tightly and then said, �I�m heading out to see Cadence. Call me as soon as you hear from Paige, okay?� Without another word, he turned around and started jogging up the sidewalk toward Cadence�s dorm.
FUCK!
* * *
Paige showed up about a half-hour after Ben left. Actually, she didn�t just show up. She RAN through the front door, absolutely hysterical.
I was still around, waiting for Ben to come home so that I could tell him I loved him and needed to talk to him about our relationship. Adrienne met Paige first, grabbing the distraught little redhead and tried to calm her down. Brandi showed up as well. I stepped out, and in the end, all four of us wound up back in Adrienne�s bedroom.
Getting information out of Paige was difficult. She was squealing and wailing and at a complete and total loss for what to do. Her answers were incomplete and half-unintelligible. And in frustration, I stepped away and called Ben�s cell phone. I was sure he was busy fucking Cadence�s lights out, but then he HAD said to call him as soon as I heard from Paige.
Two rings and voicemail. Seemed like someone had pressed the END button.�Dammit, Ben. This is serious.
I called him again. Same thing.
The third time, the phone went straight to voicemail. FUCK. Ben had turned the damn thing off.
I shook my head and went back into the room.
* * *
Eventually, Paige got her story out. I couldn�t�believe�that parents like this even�existed. They�d actually DISOWNED their only child. How fucked up was that?
I suppose I should have been glad they hadn�t physically assaulted her. Brandi had been the practical one to ask about the basics like food, shelter, school, and medical care. Paige was on a full-ride scholarship through her entire academic career. Turned out she was a genius, even managing straight �A�s� last semester while doing drugs and sleeping around with random strangers. I supposed raw brain intelligence didn�t apply to street smarts or basic wisdom about NOT doing drugs and sleeping around with random strangers. But at least she had dorm housing, cafeteria food, and medical care through the end of her pregnancy and beyond.
But it was still incredible what Paige�s parents had done to her. No help of any kind besides prayer. I didn�t knock prayer, I knew quite a few people who were religious, or had some kind of belief system, including several Christians. I�d seen them accomplish a LOT of things based on their faith and their convictions. But to not even TRY to directly figure out what was going on with their daughter just seemed irresponsible. They HAD to be some sort of extremist nut jobs, which made it all the more incredible that they�d let Paige come to Berkeley in the first place.
Paige was just getting calmed down when I heard steps on the front porch. I just knew it was Ben and I raced out of the room. I was emotionally frazzled first from wanting to ask Ben to take me back and having him walk away from me. Listening to Paige�s trauma had only made things worse. And now that I actually saw Ben again, I was fucking�pissed off. �Where the FUCK have you been?� I squawked at him.
Ben didn�t look to be in the mood. �At Cadence�s. You fucking KNOW that!� he barked right back. �What�s going on?�
�I�ve been frantically trying to get a hold of you. Your cell phone is off or something.� I marched Ben to Adrienne�s bedroom and flung the door open wider. �While you were busy getting�laid, WE were dealing with this,� I jabbed my finger at Paige.
�I wasn�t getting laid,� he spat back, his eyes hard and his voice weary. And then without another word, he pushed past me and went into the room.
I found myself rooted to my spot for a second.�Ohmigod, Ben broke up with Cadence!�I knew it with certainty, from the look on his face and the way he�d reacted.
I couldn�t help it. My brain had been spinning in circles ever since I came back to campus, anticipating Ben�s arrival. When he�d arrived and left for Cadence�s dorm, I stayed in his bedroom, imagining every possible conversational scenario he and I could end up in as I poured my heart out to him and pleaded with him to take me back. We�d been through enough without each other. It was time for us to be with whom we belonged.
Even with everything Paige was going through, half my brain had been on my own problems. And now that I realized Ben and Cadence had broken up, all I had was one thought:
Maybe we�can�be together again.
* * *
Darkness had already fallen when Ben had returned to the house to find a newly disowned Paige waiting for him in Adrienne�s bedroom. So when Paige nearly passed out in Ben�s arms, and he carried her to his bed and slipped in beside her, I realized that as much as I wanted to, I wasn�t going to get the chance to talk to him tonight.
I was physically shaking from the pent-up tension as I stood in the open doorway to Ben�s bedroom, watching him talking soothingly to Paige as he cuddled her against his body.
Dammit, this was supposed to be MY night! In at least half the scenarios I�d run through my head, Ben had embraced me adoringly and we�d made passionate, sweet love to each other until blissfully falling asleep in each other�s arms. But NO ... It was freakin� PAIGE in his arms.
I tried to calm myself. It wasn�t like Paige had any clue what she was doing to me. And it�s not like the poor girl got disowned by her parents every day of her life. But it still hurt. It really, really hurt.
�Dawn? You okay?� Adrienne was beside me, speaking softly so as not to disturb Ben and Paige. I shuddered and hunched over, my shoulders tightening. And then trying not to cry, I turned away from the bedroom.
Behind me, Adrienne leaned in and quietly closed Ben�s bedroom door. Then without a word, she wrapped her arm around my waist and guided me back into her bedroom. Without consciously thinking about it, I somehow ended up in the exact spot where Paige had been sitting a few minutes earlier. Adrienne was in her same spot, holding my hand and patting my knee in much the same way she�d done for the redhead.
�Dawn, what�s wrong?�
I squeezed my eyes shut and shuddered again, hunching over and grimacing while fighting not to burst into tears. My mouth gaped open in a cry I didn�t want to let my body have. And through it all, Adrienne just kept stroking me soothingly.
I couldn�t take it anymore. I�d held it inside for DAYS, and I just couldn�t hold it inside any longer. The next time Adrienne asked, �Dawn, what�s wrong?� I told her.
�I was going to ask Ben if he still loved me and wanted to give a relationship with me another chance.�
I�d never seen someone�s jaw drop that fast before. But to her credit, Adrienne recovered very quickly. She blinked rapidly and straightened her back, twice, before squeezing my hand and asking, �Okay. Uh, was this something you just recently decided?�
I nodded. Thankfully, Adrienne didn�t look at me like I was crazy or something. If anything, she just seemed concerned and even a little touched. She quickly pulled me into a hug, squeezing her arms around me fiercely and saying, �Oh, FINALLY!�
I blinked in surprise. ��Finally�?�
Adrienne giggled and pulled back. She breathed a sigh of relief and then smiled at me. �I didn�t know you at all before we met at camp, but over these last two years I�ve seen just how special you are to Ben. I�m not a hopeless romantic or anything, but I know you two belong together. And for a long time I thought I�d fucked things up by getting between you two before you could even get to school together. If it wasn�t for me, you�d have hooked up with Ben again at that first summer camp instead of going back to Ryan. And I beat myself up over the thought that I�d somehow ruined not only your chance to be with him, but ruined Ben�s chance to be with his soulmate forever.�
I blinked again in surprise. �Really?�
Adrienne nodded. �I needed him then; I won�t deny it. I was a broken girl without any real hopes for my future, just living life day-to-day and hopping from one fleeting pleasure to the next. Ben was my anchor, my rock; and without him and his family I don�t know how I would have ended up. I didn�t know you at the time and so it never really bothered me that I was keeping him away from you. But in retrospect, I�ve felt bad for getting in your way.�
I looked at Adrienne sympathetically and rubbed her arm. �That�s okay. I never really resented you,� I assured her. �I only ever wanted him to be happy. You did that for him.�
She snickered. �Only because YOU were around. If he wasn�t able to spend all day with you, talking with you, sharing with you, he would have driven ME absolutely�nuts�well before we broke up.� Adrienne sighed. �I�m happy for you, Dawn.�
I sighed and frowned. �Don�t be happy for me yet. It�s not like I have him back yet.�
�Oh, right,� Adrienne winced. �Cadence.�
I shook my head. �He broke up with her today.�
�He did?� Adrienne�s eyebrows shot up. �When did he tell you that?�
I shook my head again. �He didn�t.�
�Then how do you know?�
I pointed at my head. �I just know. Or, she broke up with him. Either way, Cadence is out of the picture.�
Adrienne blinked at me, looking like she wanted to ask more about how I could know. But then she just shrugged, as if she knew better than to doubt my connection with Ben. �See ... you two are special,� she just sighed. And then she winced and looked over to the wall in the direction of Ben�s bedroom. �Oh,�Dawn. I�m so sorry...�
�What?�
Adrienne waved. �Paige...�
I sighed. �I know. Timing, huh?�
�You�ll tell him tomorrow.� Adrienne squeezed my hand. �And no matter what happens, know that I�m on your side.�
For some reason, Adrienne�s declaration made a mountain load of tension slough off my shoulders. I visibly sagged, feeling my neck muscles relaxing as a goofy smile spread across my face.
�What?� Adrienne asked curiously.
I just shook my head and grinned. �It�s just ... I�ve been all pent-up inside, waiting to see Ben again after the break, ready to pour my heart out to him. I haven�t told ANYBODY that I want him back, not even my own sisters. You�re the first to know. And after spending�days�all tensed up, for you to tell me that you�re on my side ... it�s just...� I couldn�t finish my sentence since I was choking up and tears were forming in my eyes.
Adrienne just smiled at me and held my head, thumbing away the moisture from my eyes. �I�m on your side. If Cadence did the breaking up, Ben might be a little ... off ... for a few days. Plus, he can be kinda dense sometimes. So if he needs a swift kick in the ass to recognize how big a decision this is for you, know that I�m here to help you, okay?�
Still with moisture clouding my vision, I smiled and nodded. Adrienne held my head and leaned in to kiss my forehead. And then she pulled me to her for a hug while I wrapped my arms around her, enjoying the simple comfort. More and more tension flowed out of my body and out of my limbs as I sagged against her, the stress replaced by a sense of relief as Adrienne continued to hug me against her.
�And this won�t be easy, dealing with Ryan, when you and Ben get back together,� Adrienne sighed, patting my back. �Just let me know if there�s anything I can do to help, or if you need someone to talk to. I know I�m not around much, but I AM on your side, Dawn. I want to see you and Ben together and happy almost as much as you do.�
I cracked a smile at that, pushing my face deeper against Adrienne�s shoulder and into her neck, inhaling her sweet scent while hugging her firmly. It occurred to me then that I hadn�t felt this intimate an embrace with anyone but Ryan in a long, long time. Yeah, I�d hugged Ben quite fiercely on more than one occasion, even kissed him. I�d hugged other friends and my own sisters in the past couple of years. I�d even had sex with a few other people, at Dayna�s Blindfold Party and then the Swingers Party. But no one save Ryan had ever just ... held me ... like Adrienne was doing. Maybe someone had at some point, but I couldn�t remember it. And right now it felt sooo gooood.
Without thinking about it, I twisted my head and kissed Adrienne�s neck in thanks. She shivered slightly at the touch of my lips, and tilted her head away to expose even more of her neck in invitation.
I didn�t think about it the second time, either, kissing Adrienne�s neck a little more firmly and getting rewarded with another strong shiver, plus a breathy little moan.
Only then did I start thinking about what I was doing. I had been faithful to my boyfriend since coming to Berkeley. Yeah, I had sex with other girls that first semester, just Adrienne, Dayna, and Brandi; but ever since returning to school the second semester of Freshman year, Ryan and I had agreed for things just to be the two of us. Only him. Only me. Monogamous and happy about it. Except for the one Swingers Party, we�d both kept our word.
But this was different. Adrienne was family, as much as Brooke or Brandi were my family; she didn�t count. Adrienne was also a girl. It wouldn�t be like I was letting some other man inside me.
And besides, if Ben took me back, I would be breaking up with Ryan anyways. Adrienne was right; it wouldn�t be easy. But he had to know that I wasn�t ready to give him my future. And knowing that Adrienne would be supporting me through this made me appreciate her even more.
Her eyes went up in some surprise when I pulled her face around to mine. But she didn�t resist me as I pressed my lips to hers, tasting her sweet flavor as my tongue delved into her mouth. She let me press her back until she was lying down with me on top of her, our kiss deepening in passion and energy as our hands began to roam across each other�s bodies. I needed this. After spending days all tensed up, both emotionally and physically, I was craving this sort of pleasurable release. Ryan couldn�t be the man to do it for me anymore. Ben wasn�t ready yet. Adrienne, the girl who had declared her support, was the one for me.
I�m not exactly sure how our clothes came off. I remembered her hands snaking beneath the back of my blouse to stroke the naked skin of my back. But it seemed that when I blinked again, my upper body was completely bare as Adrienne wrapped her lips around my swollen nipples and nursed on me like a starving baby.
The next time I really came up for air, I found that we were both naked, our legs interlaced to press our pussies together. Adrienne undulated her hips to grind her crotch against me while our tits rubbed together and our tongues slid wetly in and out of each other�s mouth.
Our first climaxes came that way, our bodies entwined with pussy against pussy, tit against tit. Adrienne looked so stunningly gorgeous as she arched her head away from me, gasping in obvious pleasure. I couldn�t help but lean in to kiss her neck again, causing her to shudder and clutch me tighter as she wailed, �Ohhh-ggaaaahhh...�
I wrapped my arms around her body to press her even tighter against my crotch while I kissed my way down her neck. Her arms cinched around me as well, holding me close while she grabbed onto my ass and tugged my pelvic bone against her clit. I was pretty close myself, and when Adrienne surprised me by sliding a wet finger into my ass, I jerked and climaxed myself.
�Nnnghhaah!� I gasped as the lightning bolt of pleasure shot through me. One thing I hadn�t felt in a long time was any anal play. Ryan was very skittish about anything involving asses. He liked to see my ass and he�d kiss my cheeks; but he wouldn�t go anywhere near my anus with finger, mouth, or dick. And he didn�t want me going near his, either. I didn�t necessarily mind � to each their own � but the point is that I hadn�t felt that particular sensation in well over a year. And as Adrienne�s finger wriggled in my colon, I kept bucking and screaming my pretty little head off.
When my orgasm passed, I couldn�t decide if I wanted Ben and Paige to have already fallen asleep so they couldn�t hear us, or for them to still be awake and for Ben to jealously picture me and Adrienne dyking it out, making him wish he could be in here with us instead of with Paige. Either way, Adrienne and I were only getting started, and I for one intended to get the most out of this re-entry into lesbian sex. If nothing else, once Ben and I got back together, I hoped the three of us would find frequent opportunities to hop into bed together. And in the meantime, Adrienne and I could practice our routine for between rounds while Ben had to recharge.
I kissed my way down Adrienne�s neck and into her abundant cleavage. I was simply fascinated by how a pair of tits could be so naturally big and yet so firm and supple. I buried my face between the globes, playfully motorboating before moving to kiss each erect nipple. And then I started kissing my way lower across her belly.
�You know, I haven�t tasted another pussy in over a year,� I mused aloud.
�Really?� Adrienne grinned and spread her legs to the side, opening herself up and reaching down with one hand to split apart her own pink labia. �Well then,� she said theatrically. �I think you should spend some extra time down there, just to re-familiarize yourself.�
I giggled. �Good idea.� And then I dove in, tongue-first.
* * *
It was 10pm when I realized I needed to call Ryan. I had left him at our apartment, telling him I was going to meet Ben and Brandi when they came home and that we were also expecting Paige to come back with her parents� reaction to her pregnancy.
Having not wanted my cell phone to make too much noise while Paige was pouring her guts out to us, I�d switched it to vibrate. Things were taking a little longer than I�d expected, and Ryan had called one time after Ben arrived to hear Paige re-tell her story. I�d sent him a text message just saying that we were still talking to Paige and things were not looking good, mostly just to stall him. And then he�d called one more time while Adrienne and I were getting busy with each other, although I hadn�t even heard the phone vibrating.
I was surprised he hadn�t just come over to the house at some point. Maybe a breakup would have been easier if he�d caught me having sex with Adrienne. But Ryan had stayed home, ever loyal and ever trusting of me. It made me feel even more guilty knowing what I was about to do to him. There simply is no such thing as an easy break up.
Now while I knew I had to call him, I had no idea what I was going to say. In all my scenario-planning, one way or another I would have already told Ben how I felt. Ben would either tell me he wanted me back, in which case I would need to break up with Ryan; or, Ben would tell me he wanted to stay best friends, in which case nothing changed, and I would need to evaluate on my own what to do about Ryan.
It never occurred to me that I wouldn�t have had a chance to talk to Ben before talking to Ryan again. But that was the situation I was in now. Still naked and in Adrienne�s bed, I held the phone in my hands and looked up at her while she brushed my bangs back from my forehead and gently ran her fingers through my hair. �What do I do?� I asked her. �I love Ben and I think we�re ready to get back together, but if he doesn�t feel the same way, I don�t want to lose Ryan as well.�
Adrienne sighed. �I think you need to tell Ryan how you feel about Ben either way.�
�But then he�ll break up with me.�
Adrienne nodded. �I still think you belong with Ben, and Ben will see that, too. He�s been waiting for you ever since I dumped him and you wouldn�t take him back.�
�Ben hasn�t exactly been �waiting�.� I rolled my eyes. �And he seems really comfortable with our relationship as best friends. And if that�s all he wants to be, then maybe staying with Ryan is the best thing for me. He�s been my boyfriend for years. Ryan loves me, and I love him, too.�
�Yet you�re willing to break up with him for Ben.�
�But I don�t even HAVE Ben yet.�
�So what? You�re afraid to let go of your current relationship until you�re sure you�ve got the next one?�
�Wouldn�t you be?�
Adrienne sighed. �I�m on your side either way, Dawn. But I think you�ve got to make your own choice, independent of what Ben wants to do. If you want Ben, then break up with Ryan, period. It�s not fair to keep stringing Ryan along. And if you�re not ready to do that, then don�t do this at all.�
I furrowed my eyebrows. �But I�m not�sure�what I want yet. That�s why I need to talk to my best friend about it.�
Adrienne shook her head. �Talking to your best friend only works when said best friend is NOT one of the guys you�re trying to decide between.�
I was trying to come up with a rational defense for that when the cell phone in my hand started buzzing. A quick check of the display confirmed my suspicions: Ryan.
�I�m not ready for this yet,� I whimpered. �It�s all happening a little too fast.� I squeezed my eyes shut and wished everything would go away. After days of agonizing by myself over whether I could be happy in the long run with Ryan or if I belonged with Ben, NOW I felt rushed. Do I tell Ryan I�m not sure about our relationship and that I still have these feelings for Ben? Or do I bury those thoughts until AFTER I�d talked with Ben and figured out where I stood with him first? �Ohmigod,� I started hyperventilating. �Ohmigod.�
Like a ticking time bomb, the phone kept vibrating in my hands. If I didn�t answer it this late in the evening, I had no doubt Ryan would walk over here and make a decision for me.
But right before the phone went to voicemail, Adrienne snatched it out of my hands and hit the TALK button. �Ryan? Hey, it�s Adrienne.�
I blinked rapidly, looking up at the beautiful blonde. The sheet had fallen away from her body as she�d grabbed for my phone, her big, bouncing tits jiggling naked in the air right in front of me as she focused on the phone call. What was she doing?
�Yeah, yeah. Dawn�s fine. She�s right here with me, actually. But it�s been a pretty intense night and she fell asleep. I don�t want to wake her. Is it okay if she just crashes with me tonight?�
Adrienne glanced down at me with a hopeful expression on her face. My eyes went wide in surprise that she was doing this for me.
�Yeah, well, long story short, Paige�s parents disowned her ... Yeah, I said �disowned�. Kicked her out of the house, canceled her credit cards. Told her to never come back ... Yeah, I�m dead serious...�
Adrienne nodded, even though Ryan couldn�t see her. �Yeah, she and Ben did a lot of work trying to calm Paige down. Paige is actually in Ben�s room with him. I think they went to sleep, too. Everyone�s pretty exhausted.�
I sighed. Telling Ryan that Paige and Ben were in Ben�s bedroom together would go a long way to keeping Ryan calm, instead of panicking that�I�might be in the room with Ben.
�So yeah, Dawn fell asleep in my bed while we were talking. But I�ll make sure she calls you in the morning. Okay? ... Right ... Sure thing ... Bye, Ryan.� Adrienne hit the END button on my phone and then turned it to me, showing me the display to confirm the call had ended. Then she handed it back and let me set it on the nightstand next to my purse.
�Thank you,� I told Adrienne softly.
She bent over and pecked my forehead, bringing those big tits tantalizing close to my face. �I told you,� she said warmly. �I�m on your side. And now we at least have one more night to think about this.�
�Maybe,� I said, bringing my hands up to cup her firm mounds and once again pulling a teat toward my lips. �But my head hurts and I don�t want to think anymore. Can we just do this one more time and then go to sleep, for real?�
Adrienne smiled and held her own boob, guiding the nipple to my lips. �Sure thing. I think I owe you a couple of orgasms anyways.�
I suckled the perky nipple into my mouth, and then smiled up at the beautiful golden blonde. �Sounds good.�
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I made my decision when I woke up the next morning. Adrienne�s naked body was spooned behind me, pressing those glorious tits into my back. Her arms wrapped around me, one hand cupping my left boob and her other hand on my hip as she breathed softly.
I felt peaceful. I felt warm. I felt happy.
I�d missed these feelings; and I realized that I couldn�t live the rest of my life without them. I loved my boyfriend, but it was a thrill to wake up in the arms of someone else who cared about me. If I married Ryan, I would only ever be with him. I wouldn�t be able to wake up in Adrienne�s arms without some more convoluted explanations like last night. But I knew Ben would let me do so whenever I wanted.
I loved my boyfriend, but I missed spending �special� quality time with my sisters. I hadn�t had sex with Dayna or DJ since Winter Break of my Freshman year. It wasn�t that Ryan had forbidden me from doing so; he didn�t even KNOW I�d been having an incestuous relationship with them. But with few exceptions, he�d been very firm about the �only you and only me� aspect of our sexuality, and I�d restrained that part of myself for his benefit. I didn�t want to restrain myself anymore. I knew I wouldn�t have to restrain myself with Ben. I could just be me.
And it was more than just sex. I�d felt disconnected from �The Family� for most of this year. Dayna had already commented about how she hadn�t seen much of me all year, and she was right. She, Brandi, Adrienne, and Ben had been my roommates for the first year. But ever since getting serious with Ryan and moving out, I hadn�t really talked or spent significant time with any of them except Ben. I missed my sisters, even the ones not related to me by blood. Dayna and I used to tell each other everything, but I barely knew a thing about this developing serious relationship she had with Kevin. And I hadn�t really been there to support Brandi in her breakup with Matt.
So I knew what I had to do. I would break up with Ryan, and tell him I was too young to settle down and think of kids and careers and school districts and all that. But more to the point, I had to tell him that I just couldn�t see myself with him for the rest of my life. He was sweet. And he clearly adored me. It would hurt him like hell, but to hide the truth from him wouldn�t be fair to either of us.
Because I loved my Ben.
And he was free now: no more Cadence, just a single guy who was probably hurting a bit from his recent breakup. He hadn�t been together with Cadence for long, but he had put a lot of hopes into her, hopes he�d shared with me. I would be there for him as a best friend; but more than that, I would be there for him as the girl who loved him more than anyone else in the world.
Twisting around, I kissed Adrienne on the lips in a happy �good morning� and then slid out of bed. I knew I probably looked a mess, with neither fresh change of clothes nor makeup kit around. Not that Ben would care. He�d seen me grimy and dirty; and of course he�d seen me the morning after a few times himself.
Feeling frisky, I decided to skip the bra and simply pulled the blouse over my head. And after a look at Adrienne, I borrowed a pair of her cotton shorts to put over my panties. She was a bit hippier than me, but I tightened the drawstring while letting the shorts ride a little lower down at the same time. So what if the very top of my asscrack might be visible?
And then after one last check in the mirror, a gorgeous vanity that Ben himself had built for Adrienne, I twirled out the door. Adrienne, dressed herself, was just behind me.
The others were already up and about. Actually, Dayna and Kevin were up, but not exactly about. They were still in the bedroom and from the sounds of things, engaging in a bout of morning sex. I listened to the grunts and groans of my sister and her boyfriend floating down from upstairs, just noticeable if you listened for them, and happily skipped into the main room.
Brandi was in the kitchen, her back to me. But I barely noticed her. That�s because my eyes were riveted to the dining table, where Ben was seated at the dining table by himself, hovering over bowl of cereal and toast.
My heart did little somersaults as a rush of pure delight fell over me.�Finally, I would get a chance to tell Ben the way I felt. He would tell me he felt the same way and we would fall madly in love and the universe would be right again. I grinned happily as I stepped into the room and said brightly, �Good morning, Ben.�
�Dawn!� he exclaimed in delighted surprise. His eyes yo-yoed down my body, less checking me out despite my lack of a bra, and more because he seemed to recognize that I was wearing the same blouse from yesterday. �Still here?�
I nodded. �Spent the night with Adrienne.� There was a sexy tease in my voice.
Ben�s eyebrow arched and he glanced appraisingly at the gorgeous blonde a few feet behind me. He�knew�what I meant, and a low chuckle began in his throat. �Wish I was there.�
�Wish you were too,� I sighed seriously.
His eyebrow arched again along with a bemused smile. He was trying to decide if I was just teasing him or not.
�Anyways,� I started, trying to move along to my subject, glancing at Adrienne for moral support. She gave me a warm grin and I turned back to Ben. �I wanted to tell you something. Got kind of lost in the shuffle with everything that happened last night.�
He nodded and put down his spoon. �Sure.�
I took a deep breath. �Ben, we�ve been frien��
�Hey, loverboy!� Paige cut me off as she twirled in from the kitchen, a bowl of cereal in her hands which she quickly put down on the dining table. She was wearing one of Ben�s button-down dress shirts, and seemingly nothing else, though the shirt was long enough on her petite frame to cover anything up. And without another word, she vaulted into Ben�s lap and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him down to kiss her and doing her level best to inhale his tongue down her throat.
Ben groaned into the kiss, happily embracing the little redhead as she sat sideways on his lap. His left hand wrapped around her back to cup her breast from the opposite side. His right hand lovingly rubbed her pregnant belly. And all the while she gyrated her ass over his crotch.
My eyes narrowed. My pulse raced. And all I could think of was a single thought:
GOD-FUCKING-DAMMIT!
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�Good morning, Ben.�
�Dawn!� I exclaimed in surprise. My gorgeous best friend had clearly just woken up and just as clearly spent the night here. Her sunny blonde hair was clipped into a loose ponytail. The blouse she was wearing was the same as yesterday. And she seemed to be going without a bra, her nipples hardening beneath the sheer fabric. �Still here?�
She nodded with a smug grin. �Spent the night with Adrienne.�
I arched an eyebrow and glanced appraisingly at the gorgeous blonde just a few feet behind Dawn. My mind immediately was filled with scandalously naughty thoughts of Dawn and Adrienne, getting naked and rolling around my old bed sucking on tits and munching pussies. My brain even filled in the boom-chicka-wow-wow music. �Wish I was there,� I joked.
�Wish you were too,� Dawn sighed, sounding serious.
My eyebrow arched again as I wondered whether to take her words at face value.
�Anyways,� she began, before I could really decide. �I wanted to tell you something. Got kind of lost in the shuffle with everything that happened last night.�
There was a quiet seriousness in Dawn�s voice, so I nodded and put down my spoon. My cereal wasn�t going anywhere. �Sure.�
She took a deep breath. �Ben, we�ve been frien��
�Hey, loverboy!� Paige cut her off as she twirled in from the kitchen. Before I realized it, my randy redheaded lover had vaulted into my lap, squirming her naked crotch against my shorts and doing her best to shove her tongue down my throat. I groaned into the kiss and happily pawed away at her nubile body. After our incredibly wonderful lovemaking last night, I could only start imagining even more.
But a second later, I realized that we�d interrupted Dawn, and I pried Paige off me. �Later, later, Red,� I said soothingly. I looked over at Dawn, who was already walking past us and into the kitchen. �Hey, what was it?�
Dawn didn�t look back as she tossed a hand over her shoulder. �Nothing important.�
�No, seriously.� I looked into the kitchen where Dawn was already greeting Brandi and hunting for a bowl.
�Ah, just a bit of news,� Dawn said while glancing back through the doorway. �Did you hear Bert and Robin broke up?�
I blinked twice. �Really? I thought they were getting things worked out.�
Dawn sighed and came back out of the kitchen, an empty bowl and a spoon in hand. She shook her head and looked away from me. �No. They went on a trip together down to San Luis Obispo and to tour Hearst Castle. Hoped to find the magic again. But when they got back, Robin told Gwen and Gwen told me that they were done.�
�Ouch.�
Dawn shrugged. �It was the Swingers Party that really killed them. They were in a rut and thought that sleeping with other people might put some spice back. But instead it just was the final nail in the coffin. Made them both want to experience new things and new people.�
I winced. �Sex always changes people...�
Dawn nodded. �They both tried to be mature about the relationship and make things work; it�s why they lasted this long. But Robin said she kept fantasizing about other guys while she was with Bert and apparently, Bert was doing the same thing.�
I arched an eyebrow. �Bert fantasizing about you?�
Dawn shrugged and looked down. �Yeah. Sometimes. I don�t mind. He�s a good enough friend that we�re not awkward about it. It�s nothing serious. Not like he has a crush on me. I get the impression he�s had a few fantasies ever since he MET me. So it�s no big deal.� And with that, Dawn bit her lip and went into the kitchen to retrieve the bowl of cereal.
Adrienne flashed me a strange look, and then headed in right after Dawn.
Paige pulled up next to me, sliding her hand on top of mine. �You never fucked my ass last night, Ben,� she purred into my ear, licking the lobe immediately after. �You KNOW how much I love it there. Whaddaya say? You wanna play hooky today with me and go back to your bedroom?�
I grinned. Sounded like a good plan. But just as I started envisioning pretty Paige bent over on all fours, shoving her butt out at me and whispering blasphemies, my mind shifted back about ten seconds. Dawn had a weird look in her eyes as she turned back into the kitchen, and I couldn�t help but wonder why.
Then Paige was sliding up against me, pushing my bowl away with one hand. �C�mon, Ben. My hormones have started going�crazy�as I get into the second trimester. And my nipples are REALLY sensitive. If we�re staying home today, we can eat later.�
There was a promise and a husky need in Paige�s voice. And with a little smile, I let her pull me to my feet and back into my bedroom.
* * *
To my credit, I�had�tried to slow Paige down by telling her that we needed to talk about this before taking things any further. But stubborn girl that she was, she pointedly ignored any of my protests before jerking my shorts down and trying to suck my cock. I even tried to put my hands against her shoulders and head to keep her at bay, but she batted my hands aside and just kept coming. I didn�t have the fortitude to use any more force against such a small girl, and a pregnant one at that. And once she got her lips wrapped around my shaft, I knew I was a goner.
There were no more protests by the time Paige moved up and sat on my prick, cooing as the shaft ascended upward into her vaginal canal. And for perhaps the first time, she looked like a young woman about my age instead of a little girl.
Paige�s dark auburn hair was loose and flowing over her shoulders, framing a pretty face with elfin, but mature features. She looked like a professional seductress wearing my dress shirt, unbuttoned from throat to tails. And I was fascinated to see the curvature of her three-and-a-half month pregnant belly protruding out just above our joining.
But in a mild panic, I looked up at her and asked, �We�re not ... hurting ... ah, the baby ... are we?�
Paige giggled and shook her head. �No silly. She�s well insulated with lots of padding and shock absorption. The doctor said sex would be good for me. I just haven�t been getting it lately.�
I blinked a couple of times. �She?�
Paige nodded. �It�s a girl. I just know it.�
Biting my lip while she rode me slowly, I sighed, �I just can�t help the thought that there�s some little human being in there, with undeveloped eyes watching my dickhead�zooming�right up to its face and then backing away.�
�You KNOW my cervix is closed, Ben.� Paige rolled her eyes. Then she leaned over to my nightstand, pulled open the drawer, and pulled out a familiar tube of KY. �Besides, if it really bugs you, getting my pussy fucked wasn�t exactly what I had in mind right now.�
The pregnant little nympho smiled impishly and then proceeded to reach back and lube herself up while continuing to fuck me. Five minutes later, she was on all fours, grunting as my cock burrowed deeper and deeper into her extremely tight asshole.
�Fuck me, lover,� Paige crooned. �Take my ass ... I�m your slutty, sinful bitch! Cornhole the hell out of me and then blast me full of scalding hot cum!�
�Oh, god,� I couldn�t help but groan as her words egged me on. I held onto her womanly hips, and then slammed the last two inches into her rectum in a single thrust, jerking her body forward.
�Unngh!� Paige grunted and then clenched down with her anal muscles, trapping me momentarily while she absorbed the sensations of my cock fully embedded inside her nether hole.
�Oh, Paige...� I whimpered.
�Fuck me...� she crooned. �Fuck me...�
�Oh, Paige...�
�Fuck me, Ben. I missed this so much ... I missed YOU so much. Fuck me, lover. Pound me. Sodomize me. Blast my nasty ass full of your spunk!�
�Unngh!� I grunted as I rammed my cock in and out of her ass a little harder.
�Brimstone and Hellfire! Fuck!� Paige squealed and rammed her hips back at me. �This is so naughty! So sinful! I�m fucking�pregnant�and my lover is ramming his dick up my ass! Fuck me, Ben! Never stop fucking me! I�ll be your slut forever! I�m your sinful, lustful slut! Fuck me! Anytime you ever want for the rest of our lives just fuck me! Grab me and throw me down and I�ll willingly spread my legs for you! Shove it in my ass! Cream inside my pussy! I don�t care! Fuck me, lover! I�m yours for all time!�
�Arrrghhh!� I grunted, at the edge of climax. I was gripping Paige�s hips and pounding her with an uncontrollable fury. Her anal sphincter was stretched as wide as it could possibly go, and she�d put enough jelly in there so that there was minimal friction.
�FUCK ME!� Paige howled. �FUCK ME! FUCK ME!�
�ARRRGHH!� I howled with her, ramming my pelvis forward one final time and holding it there. My cock was buried to full depth up her ass and I let fly with a massive load of spunk, filling up her bowels with jet after jet of creamy jism.
�Oh, GOD!!!� Paige screamed as she felt the hot splatters against her bowels. She�d waited for my orgasm, and only now did she throw her head back and scream to the heavens, �JESUS FUCKING CHRIST!�
We trembled and shook on top of the bed for a full minute together, me squirting out the last gobs of cum into Paige�s asshole while she quivered in the aftershocks of her climax. But no matter how much Paige may have wanted to collapse after that, some maternal instinct prevented her knees from buckling and dropping her onto her stomach.
Instead, she held on until I extracted myself out of her asshole and then reached over for the baby wipes. And only then did Paige roll onto her side and pant for oxygen while tenderly cradling her swollen belly.
Seeing her do that brought me crashing back to Earth quite quickly after the heavenly (or is that hellish?) pleasures we�d both just felt. The simple fact was: I�d told myself that Paige and I wouldn�t resume a sexual relationship; that I was here to be her friend and support in this time of need. I loved her, but like a little sister. And no matter what else she meant to me, I just didn�t have that romantic chemistry with her that she may have wanted.
Closing my eyes, I realized that I�d let my dick lead me on ... again. Last night, I�d given into my lust and need for comfort after getting dumped by Cadence. That one time, I might have forgiven myself. But now, after having had the chance to think about it, I�d let myself be seduced again.
�Paige, we need to talk about this,� I said quietly.
She didn�t answer me for a long time, her back turned to me as she lay on her side still cradling her belly.
�Paige...� I said softly again, briefly wondering if she�d passed out or fallen asleep.
Just when I was about to reach out and touch her, she rolled over to me, a sheen of moisture in her eyes and a world of sadness on her face. She pleaded with me with just her eyes, big doe eyes just the way Eden and Emma always looked at me when they wanted me on their side. And without a word, she reached out to my now-cleaned off cock, took it in her small hands, and bent over, suckling me back into her mouth.
�Mm!� I jerked at her warm, wet touch. Possessed of its own mind, my dick started stirring in anticipation of a second round, if not third or fourth or whatever. But I gently put my hand to her cheek and tried to direct her off me. �Paige, seriously. We need to talk about this.�
�But I love you...� she whimpered and resumed sucking.
�I know,� I sighed, continuing to try and direct her off.
�And you said you loved me...�
I grimaced and averted my eyes. Of all the things we�d done last night, I hadn�t forgotten that part. �Yeah...� I began slowly. �About that...�
Paige abruptly stopped sucking, her eyes rolling up to mine. I�d stopped trying to pry her off my dick, but she didn�t continue trying to give me the blowjob.
After another second, though, a tear rolled down her cheek and she pulled off my cock. And she gave me the most heartbreaking puppy-dog look I�d ever seen, my baby sisters included. �Please, Ben? I swear to God we�ll talk when we�re both done. But I�m not ready for this to end just yet. Please let me do this. Please, let US do this. And when we�ve both had our fill, when we�re both too tired to continue, I promise we can talk all you want.�
I blinked a few times, just processing everything she was saying. Paige decided to help along my decision process by bending over and slowly bobbing her head up and down my growing prick, filling my brain with pleasurable little lightning bolts. Her eyes were turned upward, watching me the entire time. And in the end, I just sighed and nodded.
We could talk later.

DAWN

�Fuck me...��she crooned.��Fuck me...�
�Oh, Paige...��Ben groaned in response.
With tears rolling down my cheeks, I sat on the couch, my knees pulled up to my chest while I wrapped my own arms around my legs and rocked slowly. I could feel my heart cracking with every moan that emanated out from that bedroom.
Adrienne was right beside me, her arms wrapped around my body, squeezing fiercely. �Dawn, Dawn,� she soothed and rubbed my back.
�Of all the fucking people he had to rebound with, why HER?�
�They�re just comforting each other,� Adrienne tried to rationalize, not looking entirely convinced herself. �You said Ben got dumped by Cadence. Paige got dumped by her�parents. They spent the night together ... Both of them are feeling hurt and needy ... And you�know�Ben does most of his morning thinking with his morning wood.�
�Fuck it,� I spat. And then I stood up and started back into Adrienne�s bedroom. I�d have to retrieve the clothes I left in there. �This was a mistake. This whole thing was a fucking mistake. I don�t know what the hell I was thinking.�
�Dawn, where are you going?�
�To my apartment. To change. And then to class. I AM a student, remember?�
�Fuck me, Ben. I missed this so much ... I missed YOU so much. Fuck me, lover. Pound me. Sodomize me. Blast my nasty ass full of your spunk!�
I clenched my eyes shut and balled my hands into fists. Without another word I went into Adrienne�s bedroom and picked up my discarded bra. I started pulling off my blouse so I could get re-dressed.
Adrienne appeared behind me and closed the bedroom door for privacy. The extra barrier helped to muffle the sounds of Ben and Paige buttfucking a dozen feet away. She looked at me seriously, with almost a pleading expression. �Dawn, this doesn�t change anything we talked about last night. You still need to talk to Ben about your feelings and��
�No!� I cut her off. I fastened my bra and then started pulling the blouse back on. �Thinking THAT was my mistake. Ben and I are different people now. We�re not little kids playing in sandboxes anymore. We�re not even teenagers at camp anymore. We�re young adults, both of us almost 20, in the�real world. We�re at school. And we�re friends.�
�But you can be MORE. Ben accepts you as friends out of respect for you and Ryan. But he wants more from you. If you just tell him the way you really feel��
�I can�t do that.� I interrupted.
Adrienne whimpered. �Well, if you can�t, then maybe�I�can talk to him and��
�NO!� I cut her off. �You do NOT tell Ben.�
�Dawn...�
�Swear to me, Adrienne. Swear to me you won�t tell him or I�ll never forgive you!�
�But if you really love him...�
�I don�t know that anymore. I love Ben as a friend. I know how much of a horn dog he is and that he�s got a wandering eye. As friends, that doesn�t bother me at all. But he�s not right for me as a boyfriend. And I don�t know that I can ever love him again like one.�
�You don�t mean that,� Adrienne pleaded. �You and Ben are�soulmates. You�belong�together.�
I shook my head. �That�s just wishful thinking ingrained in the both of us by our parents. My mom and Ben�s mom always dreamed of having shared grandkids. It�s a nice fantasy, but it�s not practical. I bought into it, I did. But the fact is, the Ben I�ve dreamed of and the Ben I�m in love with is a fantasy too. It�s not the real Ben. The�real�Ben is in that other room, FUCKING ANOTHER FUCKING GIRL�S ASSHOLE!� I yelled the last part.
�Dawn...�
I finished putting my jeans on and flung my hair back over my shoulders. �Nuh-uh. I don�t need all this drama. I don�t WANT all this drama. I�ve got a loving boyfriend who clearly adores me and wants to spend the rest of his life with me. He�s stable. He�s dedicated. He�s handsome and hard-working and I know for a FACT that he�ll never cheat on me or ever give me any reason to worry about him. I�m tired, Adrienne. I�m tired of dealing with all the shit around Ben. He�ll always be my friend. And I will always love you and everyone in your family. But I think I�d like to just settle down and be happy, you know? And Ryan will do that for me.�
�As happy as you�d be with Ben?� she asked.
�Maybe Ben could make me happier ... maybe. But subtract away all the drama and headaches and worrying and all that crap I�d have to go through with him? No, I�m choosing Ryan.� Then I turned and walked out the door.

BEN

�Nnnghh ... nnnghhh...� Paige panted softly while I shafted her from behind. We were lying on our sides, spooned together with my cock imbedded in her tight pussy. This was our third go-round. I�d already dropped a load in her ass and another in her mouth. The desperate urge to cum was gone and for the moment, we were pleasantly making love.
We�d started this last round missionary-style, Paige holding me close to her. But I�d panicked about putting too much pressure on her belly and so we�d switched to doggy-style. But as the sex session wore on, we ended up on our sides to conserve energy and playfully cuddle while I continued to slowly pump into her from behind.
Paige always had nice tits, proportional to her petite size. But they�d been doing some growing over the past few months, filling up into a very pleasant handful. I knew this because her right breast was currently filling my right hand as we made love. I used it for a handhold while enfolding myself around her smaller body. And our hips came together and then drifted apart with a metronomic rhythm that suited the both of us.
Paige wasn�t cursing anymore. This wasn�t a wild, aggressive fuck. It was just a peaceful expression of love and pleasure, and she sighed happily while feeling me so intimately connected to her. At her moment of climax, she trembled in my arms while I kissed her right shoulder. And about two minutes later, I sped up into short thrusts and then released myself into her, filling up her vaginal cavity with wriggling sperm that would never find their way into her womb.
�That was nice,� she sighed.
�Mmm...� I hummed, slightly delirious post-ejaculation.
�I�d love to have that feeling every morning.�
I sighed and pushed my forehead into her hair. I hugged Paige�s naked body against me, squeezing her close before releasing her and slowly pulling back.
My semi-hard cock was trapped in her narrow pussy for a second before tugging free, followed by a slow trickle of cum. I fetched some tissues to help blot her up and then rolled my chest up against her back once again. And stroking her arm soothingly, I said, �Paige, maybe this wasn�t such a good idea.�
�It was a great idea,� she sighed happily. �I got to feel you in me again. Do you know how long I�ve been waiting for that?�
�Paige...�
�Since we broke up almost a year ago. I mean, I know�I�broke up with you. It was the biggest mistake of my life.�
�It was the right decision.�
�No it wasn�t,� Paige shook her head. �I was a stupid girl making an impulsive decision. We�d been together for what, three months? We weren�t even exclusive; you were Adrienne�s boyfriend at the same time. And I was expecting you to be madly in love with me and want to marry me and be Happily Ever After.�
I winced and averted my eyes again.
Paige took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, lowering her own eyes. And in a somber voice, she admitted, �But you were right: feelings don�t work that way.�
I just looked thoughtful and waited for Paige to continue.
�Intellectually, I realized all that. I told you I still wanted to be friends. But then we went away for the summer and I really, really missed you. I started overthinking things and I resented you for not loving me the way that I wanted. I was still madly in love with you, but you weren�t there, and I started resenting you for it. I wanted to prove to myself, and prove to you, that I didn�t�need�you. So I met new people. I went out and got laid. I tried a couple drugs. It was fun. It was�exciting, and you know how much I love �exciting�. I figured I could handle it.�
Paige�s voice trailed off and then she looked down and patted her distended belly. �I was wrong.�
I reached out and rubbed her arm reassuringly.
Paige sighed and continued, �Things just snowballed. One minute, I�d be so happy and thrilled I felt like I could fly. The next, I�d be crying without having any idea why. I�m not bipolar. I enjoyed the rushes. But I think it was the drugs I was taking that were really messing with my head. And I started craving bigger and better highs. I started doing crazier and crazier things. My life was spinning out of control, and there was no one there to stop me.�
She looked ready to start crying again, and I drew her naked body to mine, holding her firmly. I didn�t speak, but I reassured her with my embrace that I was here and that nothing bad could happen to her while she was still in my arms.
�I never stopped loving you, Ben. I hated you at the same time, but I was always in love with my White Knight. You were the first man I ever really loved. You were my First, virginity-wise. YOU were the man who protected me from everyone, including myself. I just know that if I�d stayed your friend, none of this crap would have ever happened to me. You wouldn�t let it.�
I patted her arm and rubbed my nose into the back of her head.
She took a deep breath and then sighed. �I realize now that I wasn�t a very good girlfriend. I thought I could make you happy by letting you fuck me whenever you wanted. I thought that�s all a guy wanted. But when I looked back at the way you were with Adrienne, with Dawn, with everyone around you, there�s more than that. They don�t just LET you do things to them, they�share�with you. They have their concerns for you. They make themselves available to give you advice. It�s an equal partnership. You love them, protect them, worry about them, and they do all the same for you. They want to MAKE you happy just as much as you want to make�them�happy. And I didn�t do that. I was only ever concerned with making myself happy.�
I sighed, deciding to speak up. �You made me happy, Paige.�
She turned in my arms, twisting her face around until she could look up at me. �Only momentarily. Through sex, I gave you momentary highs, just like me and the drugs. But the drugs didn�t love me back. The drugs didn�t think about what was going through my mind and think about what they could do to make my life better in the long run. And I didn�t do any of those things for you, either.�
�I wasn�t expecting you to. We didn�t have that kind of relationship.�
�That was the problem. How could I expect you to love me when all we had was physical and casual? I showed up, we fucked, and we hung out together. There was nothing deeper than that; and I never had any interest in getting deeper than that. That�s what I want to change now. I love you. I want to make YOU happy. I know that�s going to be tough now that I�m pregnant and I�ve got all these complications in my life. I won�t lie: I NEED you now, more than ever. My parents abandoned me�yesterday. I don�t have any real friends, no one else I can really depend on. I�m desperate and I�m clinging on to you, in part because I simply have nowhere else to go. But I don�t want to just...�leech�off you anymore. I want to give back. I want to make you happy.�
�Paige...�
�I�ll be here for you every day. I want to take care of you the best way I know how. I�ll cook. I�ll clean. I�ll make myself available to talk about your day. I�ll make love to you with such passion, and I won�t be jealous if you want to seek pleasure with other girls. I�ll love you unconditionally, completely and totally�unconditionally. I don�t have much experience being a good girlfriend, but I�ll try. I swear to God I�ll try.�
�Paige...�
�I LOVE you, Ben!� she whimpered. �And last night you said��
�I was hurting last night,� I interrupted her. �I didn�t��
��mean it,� she interrupted me. �I know.� She bit her lip and looked away again. Then she took a deep breath and gave me the puppy-dog look again. �Ben, I�m going to do everything I can until you mean it. I�m going to love you like you�ve never been loved. I�m going to show you every possible��
�PAIGE...� I put a finger over her lips to quiet her. Her eyes were wide but she obediently quieted down. �You can�t force love,� I said solemnly. �It has to grow on its own.�
She blinked and waited for me to pull my finger away. She whimpered for a moment and looked down before saying, �Don�t leave me, Ben. I need you. Please, don�t abandon me too. I have nowhere else to go.�
�Paige, of course I would never abandon you,� I said reassuringly.
�Then just let me stay here with you. I love you and I won�t try to hide that. You say love needs to grow on its own? Then fine. If it grows it grows. I�ll do my best to help that process along. But I won�t demand anything of you. Just let me be here ... near you ... and whatever happens, happens. Fair enough?�
I sighed and thought about it. She was madly in love with me again and I didn�t feel the same way. Logic said I should keep her at arms length as much as possible, while still trying to give her the support she needed in this very difficult time.
But I was lonely, too. Brandi was still keeping herself aloof from me as she tried to figure out a new balance in our relationship. Adrienne was gone half the time as her modeling career took off, plus her sorority commitments. And Dawn was still with Ryan. Now that Cadence had broken up with me, I felt a big void and a deep craving for affection and love.
I knew I was rebounding a bit. I KNEW it. But that didn�t make Paige�s offer any less tempting. She just wanted to love me and learn how to think of ME. Why would anyone NOT want that?
�Okay,� I said softly and then leaned in to peck Paige�s forehead. �Okay.�
* * *
�Hey,� I greeted quickly as I slid into my chair. Bert looked over and nodded at me while Dawn just focused on her notes. A second later she glanced up and gave me a little wave, then turned back down to her notebook.
�You just get up?� Bert asked curiously as he pointed at my still damp hair. It was after lunch, a meal that I normally ate with Dawn and Bert before we all came to our Sophomore Business Seminar, and a meal I�d missed today after spending the entire morning in bed with Paige.
�Something like that,� I drawled and then before Bert could reply, Professor Ice walked through the door like an Imperial Queen.
The room quieted down quickly and class began.
A little over an hour later, the three of us waltzed out of the classroom and started heading across campus down to Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment. I moved over to Dawn and asked, �Did I miss anything important this morning?�
Her eyes flashed with ... something ... before she shook her head and said coolly, �You can copy my notes when we get to the apartment.�
I nodded and then frowned as I evaluated my best friend. �You okay, Dawn?�
She shrugged and answered, �I�m fine. Relationship issues.�
�Ah,� I smirked. I glanced at Bert, walking along a couple of feet away. Whispering a little more softly to Dawn, I asked, �Want to talk about it later?�
�Not really. I�m fine. It�ll pass,� Dawn assured me.
I blinked a few times, continuing to stare at my best friend. Whatever it was, she WASN�T just fine. But I didn�t want to press her with Bert around and so in the end, I just shrugged and continued walking.
Bert filled the awkward silence by slapping my shoulder lightly. He looked over and asked, �Oh hey. What�s the latest on Paige? I asked Dawn this morning but she said I�d be better off asking you.�
I explained about her parents disowning her and abandoning her at the school. I explained that she was handling things pretty well, all things considered. And since she had a full-ride scholarship with all her basics taken care of, room, board, medical, etc., she wasn�t desperate just yet.
�That�s during the school year,� Bert pointed out. �What happens in the summer?�
I blinked and my eyes went wide. I hadn�t thought about that. Of course, a part of me wanted to offer to let her come home with me, but then�I�would very likely not be heading home for the summer. Business internships were waiting along with the Undergraduate Business Program, and I�d probably be staying at the Berkeley house the way Brandi had been spending her summers here. In that case, I supposed she could stay at the house with me, but then this �temporary� living situation with Paige would start becoming rather permanent. Was I ready for that sort of thing? I still didn�t think Paige and I should be romantically involved, but the situation was certainly bringing us closer and closer together.
Unable to work everything out immediately, I decided to change the subject. �So how are you doing? This whole thing with Robin.�
Bert sighed. �I�m fine, I�m fine. Robin and I are still friends. We both felt this thing falling apart all semester. I just think our relationship ran its course and now we�re both moving on to new things. It�s a part of growing up.�
�Still, it�s got to hurt a bit,� I said sympathetically.
�I�ll be fine,� Bert assured me. He glanced at Dawn with a little grin. �There are plenty of fish in the sea.�
Dawn rolled her eyes. �Not this one. Ryan and I are doing just fine thank you very much.�
�Oh, I know,� Bert grinned at the gorgeous blonde. �But if I ever find your long-lost twin sister, you can bet I�ll be all over her.� Then he glanced across the greenscape to where a striking brunette was walking in the opposite direction. �Ooh, or maybe�her.�
Dawn snorted and I clapped Bert�s back. �You�ve come a long way from stammering in front of a pretty girl.�
Bert grinned. �On that note, I think I�ll go introduce myself.�
I arched an eyebrow and looked at my friend. �You serious?�
�Sure, why not? What�s the worst she can do, turn me down?� With a little grin, Bert turned away from us and headed back up the pathway, no doubt calculating a suitable intercept point on the striking brunette.
Dawn and I both looked after him, chuckling. I glanced at my best friend and asked, �You and Gwen scramble his mind when you two fucked his brains out?�
Dawn punched my shoulder pretty hard. �No.� And then she took a deep breath. �Well, maybe. He�s certainly been more outgoing and aggressive ever since that night.�
�It�s amazing what good sex can do for a boy�s confidence...� I nodded sagely. And then raising my eyebrows, I glanced back at Dawn. �Well at least we�re alone now. And I need to talk to you.�
Dawn sighed and nodded, slightly weary but willing. �Okay. What�s up?�
�Paige.�
Dawn rolled her eyes and pointedly looked away from me, scowling. �You know what, Ben? Not right now.�
�Huh?� I looked at her in confusion.
�Look, you know I�m always here for you, to chat or vent or whatever,� she said with just a bit of an edge in her voice. �But I�m just not in the mood right now. Okay?�
�Okay, okay.� I held my hands up. �No problem.�
We walked along in silence for a bit. I felt weird. Clearly, something was bothering Dawn. And the last thing I wanted to do was aggravate her. �You know, YOU can always talk to me, too,� I reminded her.
She exhaled in resignation. �I know, Ben. I know. Just ... not now.�
Okay. Dawn needed space. I could do that. Still, I reached out and squeezed her hand, pumping it three times and giving her my most reassuring smile. Whatever was going through my best friend�s head, I wanted her to know I was on her side.
But she didn�t look back at me.

DAWN

APRIL 2, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�After you, Mademoiselle.� Ryan said theatrically. He held my hand with his right, bowing and gesturing with his left for me to proceed as he helped me out of the passenger seat.
I giggled, took two dainty steps forward, and then turned and waited for my boyfriend to catch up to me. We were in the parking lot of an Olive Garden, not the red carpet at the valet of some fancy five-star restaurant. But I appreciated his gesture.
Ryan closed the door on his beater Mercury Sable, hitting it a second time to make sure the door was closed. And then he walked over and took my hand to escort me inside, feeling happy. Ryan was still living on a shoestring budget, his family not coming from wealth, and the cost of maintaining an apartment while at school stretched his bank account thin as well. But today he told me he had a surprise and he was splurging by taking me to a restaurant guaranteed to cost over $30 for the two of us.
Despite our reservation, we waited for about fifteen minutes before getting a table on this Friday night. And once seated, I politely asked for water so as not to pad the bill any higher. But Ryan went ahead and ordered two iced teas, knowing I liked the drink.
I arched an eyebrow at him questioningly, and once the waitress left, my boyfriend reached across the table and put his hand over mine, saying eagerly, �I can afford it. I got a job.�
Now both my eyebrows went up. �Really? Where?�
�Cisco. They went through a few rounds of massive layoffs, but now they�re hiring back to fill their holes and new grads are much cheaper. I start first of June.�
�Ohmigod. Ryan! Congratulations!� I clapped excitedly, and Ryan couldn�t possibly smile any bigger. �Which location?�
�Milpitas. They have these big, brand new buildings right off 880 that are like half-empty now. So I guess I�ll have lots of elbow room.�
�Milpitas ... Milpitas...� I said thoughtfully, mentally sorting out the geography. Maps were not my strong suit. Ben often complained about how I had absolutely NO clue about north versus south versus whatever. I grew up in the South Bay and I wasn�t even entirely sure if Milpitas was East or West of me. But eventually I remembered. �Hey, that�s not too far away from Fremont.�
Ryan sat back and shrugged. �Uh no, it�s not. They�re neighboring cities.�
I smiled warmly at him. �Didn�t you say you really liked the school district in Fremont? And it�s not too far from your parents� house, either.�
Ryan�s jaw dropped. He was surprised I was taking things in this direction. �Uh, well. No, it�s not.�
�And there�s a BART station in Fremont, right? So I can get back up to Berkeley pretty easily.�
Ryan leaned forward, covering my hand again. His expression was wary, full of concern. �Dawn, I told you I would�never�pressure you��
�Okay. Let�s do it. I�ll go with you.�
�What?� He looked absolutely SHOCKED. After the way I�d reacted the one and only time he�d ever proposed us moving away from Berkeley together, Ryan had carefully avoided any further talk of it, or any talk�at all�of a more permanent commitment between us.
My eyes sparkled as I looked across the table at my boyfriend. This was the right thing to do. This was commitment to our relationship. Ryan had never once let me down. He had always been there for me. He had always loved me. After everything he�d put into our relationship, didn�t he deserve this kind of commitment from me? �I�ll go with you, Ryan. Maybe it�s too early for school districts. And honestly, I�m not sure if I�m ready to get married just yet. Heck, I don�t know if Fremont is the best place to get an apartment. Maybe we�ll end up in Milpitas if it�s cheaper so you have a short commute and I�m just a hop away from the BART station. Either way, I think I�m ready to do this.�
�Dawn, are you serious?� Ryan stared at me wide-eyed, still in disbelief.
I squeezed his hands and looked him squarely in the eye. �Ryan, I love you. Of course I�m serious.�

BEN

APRIL 5, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
I felt something tickle my balls; and with a start, I jerked awake.
�Mmph!� she groaned. As my eyes opened up, I realized I�d just shoved my dick an inch into a girl�s throat. She gagged slightly and then popped off to catch her breath. And then she brushed her dark auburn bangs back with one hand while flashing me a radiant smile.
�Morning, Ben!� Paige grinned happily and then bent back over to resume her excellent blowjob. She�d woken me up in this manner every single day for the past week � and I mean�every�single day � and she was getting really good at handling that reflexive thrust when I first came awake.
I�d tried to stop her the first few days. I told her that I didn�t want to take advantage of her, that we shouldn�t have this kind of relationship. We were friends, and I didn�t have those romantic feelings for her, even though we both knew SHE did. And I felt like I would be leading her on if I accepted her sexual advances without any promises of developing love.
But Paige was very insistent that she do this for me. And in the end, it seemed to be a compromise that we could both handle. I flat out refused to have sex with her again, no matter how much she tried to seduce me. I wouldn�t let her give me blowjobs at any other time. But in the mornings, while I was still asleep, she always managed to get my pants open and my morning wood into her mouth before I could object. And once she�d gotten me worked up enough to wake up, there was little I could do to stop her.
At least this one illicit act seemed to defuse the sexual tension between us for the rest of the day. I got my rocks off, making it far less tempting to give in to her seductions later on. She got to suck me off, which often made her so horny that she had to masturbate and plead with me to fuck her. But after we got out of the bedroom in the morning, she accepted what she�d gotten and for the past few days, hadn�t bothered me any further. I just worried that one illicit act might become two ... and then three ... and then, well, you get the idea.
About five minutes later, the randy redhead got what she�d been waiting for as I groaned and poured out a river of semen into her belly. When she was done, she smacked her lips appreciatively and then patted my hip. �C�mon. Time to get ready for class.�
I had to admit: I�adored�my new alarm clock.
Perhaps ten minutes later, we went into the main room to find Brandi already eating her breakfast. As usual, Dayna was spending the night with Kevin. My sister looked up at us with a little grin. �Good morning, you two.�
�Morning!� Paige said perkily. She then kissed my cheek and unceremoniously pushed me down into my seat. Then with a little twirl, she headed into the kitchen to make us both breakfast. Over the past week I had tried telling her � twice � that I was perfectly capable of making my own breakfast. But she insisted on the domestic chore and I didn�t have the heart to really argue with her.
The sounds of the range top and the overhead fan kicked in, muffling any other sounds. And once that background noise started up, Brandi leaned in with an impish smile and remarked, �Still claim she�s not your girlfriend?�
�No, we�re just friends,� I stared at my hands, which were clasped together on top of the table. Why did that phrase feel like SUCH d�j� vu?
�Okay Mr. �Just Friends�. You have sex with her yet?�
�Not since the first day,� I replied firmly.
�Fine. And how many days since you got back from Spring Break has she NOT given you a morning blowjob?�
I frowned and averted my eyes.
�How many?� Brandi egged me on.
I mumbled �zero� so softly she actually couldn�t hear me.
�I�m sorry, say again?�
I sighed. �What�s your point?�
Brandi sat up straight and shrugged. �Not making a point. Just pointing out facts.�
�It�s complicated.�
Brandi shrugged. �When is it NOT complicated with you? But for her sake, I think you�d better figure it out and fast. A pregnant girl is not someone you can just mess around with, Ben.�
�I TOLD her I don�t have romantic feelings for her.�
�Yet you let her suck you off anyways.�
�It�s not like�I�m�initiating anything.�
Brandi shook her head. �Doesn�t matter. If this is real and developing into something else, that�s one thing. If not, then you�re just leading her on. Hasn�t Dawn told you all this?�
I frowned. �Dawn and I haven�t really talked much this past week. Something�s bothering her in general, and I haven�t wanted to add to her burden by talking about Paige.�
�Really?� Brandi looked surprised. �Dawn�s never looked happier to me. In fact, she was positively giddy on Saturday when she told us she and Ryan were moving out together.�
My eyes flew open. �Wait,�WHAT?� I barked in shock.��WHAT?�
I�d yelled loud enough that Paige came scurrying out of the kitchen. �What�s wrong?�
Brandi gulped, her eyes wide. �You didn�t know?�
�NO!!!�
Brandi blanched and glanced at both me and Paige. She then stared at me and put a hand over her mouth, looking mortified. �Ohmigod. Seriously? Dayna and I even asked her how you were taking the news. She just shrugged and said that you were handling it.�
�Handling it? She never TOLD me! When did THIS happen?�
Brandi gulped and looked apologetic. �She said they talked about it Friday night. Ryan got a job at Cisco in Milpitas. They�re planning to get an apartment nearby the BART station in Fremont.�
My mind was racing. Okay, today was Monday and I hadn�t seen Dawn since Friday after classes, so it wasn�t like she�d deliberately hidden something this big when we were together. But still, she SHOULD have called me to tell me. Weren�t we best friends?
WHAT THE FUCK?
* * *
�Why didn�t you tell me?� I folded my arms across my chest as Dawn came out of her apartment.
She didn�t have to ask what I was talking about. She already knew. And shaking her head, Dawn merely rolled her eyes and stepped past me, heading up the sidewalk without giving me an answer.
I hustled after her. �Dawn! Seriously.�
�I didn�t tell you because I knew you wouldn�t understand,� she tossed over her shoulder.
�Understand that you�re moving away from Berkeley? Understand that you�re moving away from all your friends? Understand that you�re moving IN with your boyfriend who will have graduated and gotten a job far, far away from here? C�mon, Dawn! We�ve got the Undergraduate Program coming and we�re going to be busier than ever! When are you going to have time to commute back and forth?�
�I�ll make the time.�
�And what do your other friends think about this? Gwen? Robin? Have you even TALKED to Adrienne?�
�Gwen and Robin understand. I haven�t SEEN Adrienne all weekend, otherwise she certainly would have told you.�
�And why didn�t YOU tell me?�
�We�ve been over this. I knew you�d react like this.�
�Damn fucking right I�m reacting like this! You made this decision FRIDAY! I had to freaking find out from�Brandi, who was in�shock�that I didn�t already know!�
Dawn leveled her gaze at me. �Boo, so you had to wait an extra couple of days? You mean like how I had to find out when you broke up with DJ?�
�That was different!�We�weren�t�WE�back then. That whole breakup even led to us PROMISING we�d be more open with each other.�
�Yeah, well, things change.� Dawn shrugged and continued walking.
�What�s�changed? You�re my best friend! We�re supposed to SHARE, and I didn�t even have a clue that you were even�considering�something this major!�
�Yeah, well maybe you can share with your new girlfriend.�
�What?�
�Talk to Paige. Share with Paige.�
�Paige ISN�T my girlfriend.�
�Whatever.� Dawn rolled her eyes and waved dismissively. �She�s there for you 24/7, devoted and madly in love. Talk to her.�
�But what about us?�
Dawn stopped dead in her tracks, her eyes rimming with red and obvious moisture forming over her irises. �I can�t do this anymore,� she choked out. �This isn�t going to work out the way I thought it would and I just can�t wait around for you anymore. I just can�t.�
My jaw dropped and then before I could even blink, Dawn hugged herself and practically ran away, racing up the sidewalks.
* * *
I didn�t panic right away. I assumed I would meet up with Dawn at class and then we�d get things figured out.
But she didn�t show.
I nervously sat through the first twenty minutes of class, wondering where she was and what was going through her mind. After that, I just couldn�t keep still anymore and I slipped out of the room. Once outside, I looked everywhere, my head swiveling around rapidly as if she would somehow be standing within view of the classroom. And then I started making the attempts to contact her.
I started with repeated phone calls. Every single one ended up hitting her voicemail. I hit END and tried again the first two times. I left panicked messages the second two times. Then came texting. I told her I REALLY needed to talk to her. And then I hustled away to try and physically track her down.
Dawn wasn�t at her apartment. Neither was Ryan. Or if they were there, they were hiding inside behind locked doors with all the lights off.
I called Gwen and Robin. Neither girl had heard from Dawn and asked me what the heck was going on. I didn�t explain, just made them promise to call me if they saw or heard from her.
I was heading back onto campus to start randomly trying potential locations where I thought she might be when my phone rang. I saw the caller ID and with absolute relief, I picked up the line and said breathlessly, �Dawn?�
�Stop calling me, Ben. And stop calling my friends. I�m fine, okay?�
�Dawn, what�s going on?�
�I just need time, okay? Can you give me some time?�
�Dawn, please. I just want to understand.�
�That�s your problem, Ben. For all our mystical connections and lifelong partnerships and everything else, you just don�t understand.�
�I�m�trying.�
�Look. I need to get this all sorted out in my own head. We�re friends. We�ll ALWAYS be friends. But I�ve made my choice; and I�m choosing Ryan. Goodbye.�
* * *
I was still under a dark cloud when my bedroom door opened. I�m not exactly sure how long I�d been sitting in my desk chair, staring out the window; but it had to have been more than an hour.
My back was to the door when Paige brightly said, �Oh, hi, Ben! Wasn�t expecting to see you here.�
I didn�t turn around or otherwise give her any indication that I�d heard her. Actually, I HADN�T heard her. I was too lost in my own thoughts. For all she knew, I was already dead with blood running out of my slit throat to stain my shirt. It was a morbid idea, but I was in a morbid mood.
�I�m choosing Ryan�. What the hell did THAT mean? Dawn had chosen Ryan a long, LONG time ago. She chose him when we were still in High School, right before the Prom where I hooked up with Adrienne. She�d told me she�d chosen him by fucking�voicemail. And ever since then, she�d been HIS girlfriend. So what was the big deal with her �choosing� Ryan? That ship had sailed years ago.
But deep down, I knew it meant more than that. Deep down, I always believed Dawn and I would be together again someday. She�d told me at camp, almost two years ago:��We�re still young; and we�ve got time. Someday, I WILL marry you.�
Technically, Dawn and I were still teenagers. We were too young for lifelong commitments and I knew I still was swayed by my dick FAR too often to think I could be in a permanent relationship without fucking it up sooner than later. I knew I still had the urges to sow my wild oats and Dawn had her own experiences to find. But I always believed that when our worlds ended, Dawn and I would be together.
But time was running out now. In four days, I would turn 20, a teenager no longer. Would my young adult decision-making be any more mature? Would I become the kind of man that Dawn deserved?
It seemed that Dawn had decided the answer was �No�.��I�m choosing Ryan.��For whatever reasons, she�d decided that Ryan, not me, was the man who would make her the happiest; not just for now, but for all time. And I wasn�t entirely sure what to think about that.
Scratch that. I knew�exactly�what I thought about that:�FUCK! This fucking SUCKS!
Real mature, Ben.
I don�t care. I�m losing her. I�m losing her.
You never HAD her.
I did. Once.
And you gave her up. You GAVE her to HIM. And he always said he�d never give her back to you.
Fucking�bastard. I�ll kill him.
It�s not his fault. She�s incredible and he knows what he�s got. She�s not perfect. No one is. But she�s the most wonderful girl you�ve ever known, and you let her slip away. You could have taken her back at any time in the last two years if you really wanted. She�offered�herself to you at Robin�s Swingers Party.
It wouldn�t have been right.
Right, wrong, like it fucking matters. He�s got her now. And you don�t.
FUCK!
So what now? You�ve been abandoned. Your best friend abandoned you. She barely even�talks�to you anymore. You didn�t just lose a potential girlfriend. You lost your�best friend.
FUCK!
So what now?
�Ben???� Paige shook me hard enough to break my reverie. I blinked and stared at her, taking in her pretty face with big blue eyes and a concerned look. She was also kneeling on the floor in front of me, her V-necked top bulging outward by her growing breasts. Her hands were on my legs, and without thinking about it, I suddenly gripped the side of her face with my left hand and held it rigidly.
Paige gasped in surprise and a little fear, but I didn�t squeeze her too tightly. She started to move her face away from my hand, not far enough to break free but just enough to relax the pressure of my fingers. And when I let her, she visibly relaxed and then pressed her cheek against my palm.
I am a sexual creature.
Still not really thinking about it, I moved my right hand to my zipper and started dragging it down. Paige�s eyes went wide, but she got the hint quickly and moved her own hands to my jeans to unbutton them and then reach inside to pull out my turgid rod. Her hands were warm as she wrapped her dainty fingers around my shaft and elevated it through the open flap of my boxers. She stroked me gently but firmly, eyes locked onto the throbbing stalk of man-meat. And without question, she leaned forward and slurped me into her mouth.
This was what I wanted. I was angry and hurt and I wanted to FUCK. I wanted to blast off in Paige�s sucking mouth then flip her over and ravage her tiny asshole, spanking her with wild abandon until I yanked back on her hair and flooded her rectum with hot cum, all while hearing her scream at me to sodomize her even harder.
I groaned and sagged a little deeper into the chair as the sensations of pleasure washed over me. They deadened my depressive thoughts, fogging my brain and then gradually eroding away my melancholy with wave after wave of blissful feeling. I felt Paige�s hand tighten around my shaft, pumping up and down while her lips and tongue danced around my head. Instead of thinking about Dawn and all my myriad angsty thoughts about her, I absorbed Paige�s still-developing blowjob technique and the way she was learning to pick up my non-verbal cues in order to bring me more and better pleasure. And as I did so, my anger at Dawn melted away to be replaced by a thoughtfulness about Paige and everything she was doing for me.
Here was a young girl who had a heap of troubles of her own. She�d been disowned by her parents. She still had no idea where she would be living two months from now. And of course, she was freaking�pregnant. But rather than dwell on her problems or bitch about them to me, she�d been completely and totally focused on me. Her every action � all day and every day � was centered around making ME happy.
Paige cooked and cleaned for me. She organized my bedroom, but not in a control-freaky way. She hung around in the evenings to ask about my day when I wanted to talk; and she gave me space when I didn�t. It had only been a week, but we�d learned more about each other in the past week than we had in the entire time we�d been dating before.
And we�d shared. More than just talking about our days, we�shared�with each other. I got to understand a little better what made Paige tick. I never understood her rigid devotion to certain Catholic rules (not the least of which was �no contraception�), especially given how she could be so WILD in other ways (like the drug use). When it came down to it, Paige was just one of those girls who had very strong convictions and a very strong faith; but she was na�ve and clueless about so many things and so many consequences in the real world that she really just didn�t understand what she was getting herself into half the time. And rather than be cautious and wary until she fully understood things better, she was the kind of girl who recklessly plunged ahead and trusted in her faith that she would emerge in one piece. �God has a plan, � she told me more than once.
At the same time, Paige had dug deeper into my psyche as well. I wasn�t entirely sure that�I�knew what made me tick, but we talked about my relationships with the people around me and about how I seemed driven to make the people I cared about happy. She commented about how I often spread myself too thin, trying to figure out how to make others happy and yet not defining any real actionable goals for myself. And she definitely hit on what Dawn had called my White Knight complex. And she was still trying to work out exactly how I loved the different girls in my life, from Brandi to Adrienne to Dawn to herself, and how each of them enriched my life and made me happy in different ways.
For the past week, Paige had been true to her word. She�d loved me unconditionally, being supportive without asking anything of me except my willingness to let her be around. Other than complaining about not being able to sleep overnight with me, she hadn�t complained when I�d been fucking Adrienne�s and Cadence�s brains out. And even last Thursday, when Adrienne had visited me again for a booty call, Paige had willingly stepped aside and not tried to join in with us, knowing that I didn�t want us to cross that sexual boundary. Of course, she�d stuck around and jilled off while watching us, but I couldn�t blame a horny girl in her second trimester.
And even now, without question, she�d let me bend her over my lap for a blowjob in the middle of the day.
Paige was special, unique. Yeah, at times she was nuttier than a peanut butter factory, but she clearly loved me and wanted to be with me. The word �devoted� came to mind. It was the word Dawn used most often to describe Ryan. And if HE was the one to make her happy, then maybe Paige was the right girl for me.
Looking down, I gently pried Paige off my dick, leaving the knob wet and glistening with saliva and pre-cum. Getting up from the desk chair, I wrapped my arms around her waist and easily lifted the petite girl into the air, carrying her over to my bed where I softly lay her on her back and then moved my hands to begin undressing her.
Over the years, Paige�s wardrobe had moved away from Catholic schoolgirl uniforms into something a little bit more college-appropriate. But she still favored button-blouses and skirts, and with practiced ease, I opened up each button down her torso while she simply lay back, panting shallowly in obvious arousal. Her dark blue eyes were stormy as she stared right at my face. Her chest rose and fell with each rapid breath. And when I got to the bottom and pulled apart her shirt, she put her heels to the bed and lifted her hips to help me drag her skirt down her legs and off as well.
The panties were next. Paige had collected an array of skimpy thongs over the past year, no doubt to entice her variety of men during her wild period. They were already soaked through when I snaked them off her legs. And then she parted her thighs to the side and held her breath in eager anticipation as my face descended down to her crotch. Even though she�d been giving me morning blowjobs for the past week, I hadn�t gone down on her since that first day after Spring Break, not wanting to get her any more sexually excited than she already was.
But she deserved this. After all the dedication Paige was showing me, didn�t she deserve this?
�Ohhh ... Bennn...� Paige groaned as her fingers tightened in my hair. My tongue was working up and down her tightly closed labia, gently teasing them open like the petals of a rose. I held her thighs apart while dragging my tongue up and down her slit, tickling her perineum and working all the way up to her hooded clit.
Meanwhile, Paige had unhooked her own bra, pushing the cups up and above her swollen tits, now pushing a C-cup in her pregnancy. She palmed them, rubbed them, and pinched the nipples, all while groaning in rapturous pleasure.
�Oh my God...� she whimpered once I�d teased her open enough to penetrate my tongue inside. I�d never really given it much thought, but I had a pretty long tongue, long enough to touch my own nose. And Paige was certainly feeling it as I delved deeply into her and snaked back up to tease her now un-hooded clit.
I didn�t just try to get her off as fast as possible. This wasn�t about powerful orgasms. One thing I�d learned over the years, and perhaps most especially hammered home by DJ and Dawn, was that satisfying a girl wasn�t always about frying their brain with a massive orgasm or giving them so much pleasure that their central nervous system went into shock. Quality, not intensity, of orgasms was often more important. And I wanted to make sure Paige got a high-quality orgasm that showed her just how much I appreciated her.
�Oh, Ben ... Oh, Ben...� Paige whimpered as I drove her up the proverbial wall. A finger had joined my ministrations as I reached inside her to lightly tap at her G-spot, a steady, pulsing pressure that had her squirming and wriggling so much that I had to clamp down with my left hand to keep her still. I switched from up and down stroking to shorter side-to-side motions, buzzing her clit like my tongue was a hummingbird�s wings. And several minutes later, as I felt her body tensing in preparation for the explosion, I switched to the paint-shaker move that Brooke loved so much.
�Oh, God! Oh, God!� Paige cried. �Oh, FUCK!� she squealed as her hips bucked off the bed, driving her crotch against my jaw hard enough to push my head back. I caught her hips and then pinned them back onto the bed while I kept up my action on her happy spots, making the girl writhe and twist uncontrollably in spasmodic ecstasy.
After I felt her body crest over the peak of climax, I stopped stimulating her and settled for just tenderly kissing her loins and rubbing her soothingly. Paige was still in the throes of her climax, but I was giving her a soft landing instead of pushing her harder so that she might pass out. It was a happy medium between power and intimacy.
And when she was done, Paige slumped back against my sheets and glanced around her own swollen belly to give me a goofy grin. She was very well-satisfied with that orgasm, and raw love shone in her eyes as she reached down to me. �Come inside me, Ben. Please. Come and then�cum�inside me.�
Eagerly, I ripped my shirt over my head and shoved my shorts and jeans down to my ankles. I moved up Paige�s body, centering my rampant prick between her spread thighs. I wanted this. Paige wanted this. And after finding out that Dawn had chosen Ryan over me, it would feel really,�really�good.
But just �feeling good� wasn�t a good reason to do this. This wasn�t descending into robot-mode, then taking and forcefully fucking Gwen. First of all, I wasn�t in robot-mode. I had full control of my thoughts and actions. Second of all, this wasn�t Gwen, a hot and horny girl who only ever wanted casual sex with me.
This was Paige. And this MEANT something to her. There was a note of happiness and hope in her voice that cut straight to my heart. She loved me, and once we made love again, everything between us would change. Yeah, we�d fucked a week ago. But we both knew that had been cathartic fucking: anguish for me over losing Cadence; comfort for Paige after being dumped by her parents. Since then, we hadn�t crossed this line, and I knew that if we did this time, it would mean something to the BOTH of us. I would be accepting Paige as my lover, my girlfriend really. And she would finally have me back.
But I didn�t think that way of Paige. Not yet, and maybe not ever. I loved her. I had concerns for her. But I just didn�t have THOSE kinds of feelings for her, no matter how much she tried. I was Paige�s White Knight. I was her protector, her big brother. I just couldn�t see her as a partner, my equal, as someone who would challenge ME the same way that Dawn and Adrienne had.
And more to the point, I was still an emotional wreck over Dawn. I had been sitting by myself in my darkened bedroom for hours, contemplating the missed opportunities and the mistakes I�d made that ultimately led to Dawn choosing a future with Ryan over a future with me. My head wasn�t in the right place to do something like this with Paige, and she deserved better.
�I�m sorry,� I said softly. �I can�t do this.�
�Ben, please,� Paige whimpered. She hunched her crotch forward, touching her pussy lips to the head of my cock. And her hands were on my arms, tugging me downward while staring up at me with big eyes. �I want this.�
�Paige, I can�t do this,� I repeated. Then I turned my face away and rolled off to the side. Pulling my shorts and jeans up to my waist, I sat on the edge of the bed, my heels perched on the bed frame. And I held my head in my hands.
The little redhead was quickly beside me, cinching her blouse over her chest with one hand and rubbing my naked back with the other. �You okay?�
�No. I�m not.� I shuddered, fighting back the urge to cry.
�I�m sorry. I shouldn�t have thrown myself at you like that. I KNEW you were hurting about something when I walked in. But then you held my head and unzipped and one thing led to another and��
�I�m�sorry,� I interrupted. �It wasn�t your fault.�I�m�the bad guy here.�
�You can never be the bad guy, Ben. Not to me.� Paige shook her head. Then she leaned in and rubbed my shoulder. �What happened today?�
I sighed. �It�s Dawn.�
Then Paige did something I never would have expected out of her. �Oh, okay,� she said firmly, buttoning her blouse back up. �Tell me about it, and we�ll figure out what to do.�

DAWN

Sooo close. I had been sooo close to opening the door for him. I already pictured what would happen in my mind�s eye. I�d fling the door open and Ben would rush into my arms. He�d declare that he was mine forever and we�d take each other right there on the floor, with the door wide open. We�d be careless for whoever might see us because we were soulmates. We�d announce to the world that we belonged together.
But I didn�t. I just stayed next to the couch, right where I�d dropped to the floor as soon as I�d realized Ben was banging on the door. With the lights off and the windows shut, he wouldn�t have any idea I was actually in here. And just when I was about to lose my nerve and go open it, he finally gave up and went away.
The calls from Gwen and Robin started shortly after that. Robin had even left class to figure out what the hell was wrong, as Ben sounded absolutely panicked. �He thinks you�re facedown in a ditch somewhere!� she�d told me.
I�d assured Robin I was fine and promised I�d call him back. Then after another few minutes to work up my courage, I did call Ben back and told him to stop calling me. I told him I was choosing Ryan. Then I hung up.
Still on the floor, leaning sideways against the base of the couch, I dropped my chin down onto my upraised knees. I hugged my legs and closed my eyes. And then the floodgates opened and rivers of tears streamed down my cheeks.
I dried out after an hour or so ... I think. My tear ducts simply didn�t have any more moisture to give. I was too tired to keep crying anyways. And straggling to my feet, I managed to totter into the bedroom and flop myself onto the bed. Exhausted, I desperately hoped for sleep and unconsciousness to take me and quiet the frantic spinning of my head.
But sleep didn�t come. I lay there, drooling a bit, staring at nothing while I felt the crushing weight of my decision. It was over. I�d lost a dream.
According to our parents, Ben and I first promised each other we�d get married and have a big family when we were four years old. I don�t actually remember it, but I believe them.
We had a mock wedding when we were seven, officiated by 9-year-old Dayna. My ring came out of a Cracker Jack box and Ben wore a red clip-on bowtie with yellow polka dots over his T-shirt.
We first mimed having sex, fully-clothed, when we were eight, after watching the Discovery Channel show a pride of lions. Mom found Ben lying on top of my back while I was kneeling on the floor and curled into a ball. She asked what we were doing and had a cow when we replied, �Mating.�
Technically, Ben first proposed to me when we were ten, just before his family moved to Orange County. He got down on one knee with a $15 ring he�d gotten from a mall kiosk and went through the whole nine yards. Since I�d said �yes�, one could say I�d been his fianc�e for this entire time. I lost that ring when I was twelve and cried for almost an entire day when I couldn�t find it.
And when we were sixteen, after I gave my virginity to him (and Dayna and Brandi had WATCHED us), I started planning my dream wedding. If I had my way, we�d return to camp and put a white lattice archway in our special clearing. We�d have to hike out and I wouldn�t be able to have a fancy dress, but I didn�t care. I�d marry him in tennis shoes and a white cocktail outfit if I needed to. With just our two families around us, Ben and I would say our vows. And our love would last for all eternity.
But it wasn�t going to happen anymore. The Ben I loved at four, seven, eight, ten, and even sixteen was a different Ben at nearly twenty.�I�was a different Dawn. And it was time to grow up from my childish fantasies.
I�d spent my entire life believing that Ben and I would end up together when the dust settled. But now that belief was gone. I felt like a part of my soul had been ripped away from me, leaving a big gaping wound in the middle of my heart.
So even though I had no more tears to give, I shuddered and kept on trying to cry.
* * *
Ryan found me that afternoon, sitting up on the bed with my knees pulled to my chest and my arms wrapped around them. �Dawn, babe? What�s wrong?�
What could I tell him? That I was still in love with my ex-boyfriend, but had realized he wasn�t the man I wanted him to be? That my heart was breaking because I was mourning the future that wouldn�t come true? Yeah, right. The last thing I could ever tell Ryan was how much I desperately wished Ben could have been the man for me.
So summoning my strength, I merely pushed myself up and started wiping my eyes. �I�m okay. Just had a rough day, that�s all.�
�You sure?�
�I�m fine. I�m fine.� I nodded.
�Whatever it is, you can tell me about it you know,� my loving boyfriend said warmly.
�I know, I know,� I assured him. At least I had no tears, so Ryan wasn�t too anxious. �I think it�s just hormones. I�m having a massive flow day,� I told him. �Think I need to change my pad.�
�Oh, uh, right,� Ryan stammered, averting his eyes. He was funny like that. Anytime I mentioned something remotely related to my period, he pretended like he didn�t even hear it. Ryan could be such a ... male ... sometimes.
I stood up and started heading to the bathroom. Then I called over my shoulder. �What do you want for dinner? I was thinking of spaghetti.�
He nodded and turned to the desk, already hunched over to pull his books and binders out from his backpack so that he could get started on his homework. Even though he�d lined up a job, he still had to make sure he passed his final classes. �Sounds good, babe.�

BEN

Once I calmed down enough to tell Paige the story, my little redhead showed remarkable poise and maturity given that the man she was in love with was clearly hung up on his best friend. Without biasing her advice to make me more susceptible to herself, Paige helped me outline two possible courses of action.
One, I could accept that Ryan made Dawn happy. I could support their relationship and be the very best friend to her that I could be. Doing so could mean I would have lost Dawn forever. But she would be happy, and wasn�t that the most important thing to me? If I truly loved her, I would value her happiness over my being with her.
Or two, I would have to make the decision that only�I�could make Dawn�truly�happy, and she the only one who could make ME truly happy. I would have to believe, with utter and complete conviction, that Dawn and I were meant to be together and SHOULD be together. If that meant destroying her relationship with Ryan, so be it. Dawn and I had reached a critical point, where I either stepped up and did whatever it took to get her back, or I let her go.
Then Adrienne returned from classes and we told her about Dawn�s decision to move with Ryan to Fremont. Surprisingly, the blonde bombshell got�pissed, and all of a sudden Paige and I had to calm�her�down. �What the fuck is she�thinking?� became a common phrase out of Adrienne�s mouth.
But once we got her calmed down, she seemed to confirm Paige�s diagnosis and agreed that I only had two serious options. But she seemed to be pushing option two: Win Dawn Back. I got the distinct impression that Adrienne was trying to tell me that Dawn still loved me and still had very,�very�strong feelings for me without actually saying it. I wasn�t sure if the two girls had talked about me that night they spent together or if these were just Adrienne�s impressions. Either way, Adrienne was convinced that Dawn and I still belonged together.
But then Brandi arrived and took the alternate position. She told me that we�re all different people as teenagers from the way we are as adults. They way we see the world changes every year, and real life isn�t a fairy tale. I thought that perhaps my big sister was being cynical, still hurting from her own failed relationship. And I thought she was talking about herself sometimes, describing how SHE had to move on from her playful but dangerous incestuous relationship with me, and how she�d had to grow up from her youthful fantasies. But I couldn�t disagree with her logic. The simple fact was that for the entire time Dawn and I had been together as adults, she�d been with Ryan and I�d been with others. Our fantasies of being together had only ever been rooted at camp or in our childhoods.
I also would have expected Paige to encourage me toward option one. After all, having me accept Dawn being with Ryan would leave me single and available. Wasn�t that in Paige�s best interests, given her clearly stated desire for us to be together? But it seemed Paige was taking her own advice to heart: she valued my happiness over my being with her.
I didn�t make a final decision with the girls. My mind had been like the ocean in the middle of a hurricane, roiling and thrashing and never, ever quite still. I was getting three slightly differing opinions, not to mention my own, pushing and pulling me in different directions. And I knew that whatever decision I made would impact far more than just my relationship with Dawn. I wanted her and I believed a part of her still wanted me. But Ryan wanted her and Paige wanted me. I knew Dawn wanted Ryan and a part of me wanted Paige. But all these interests couldn�t be satisfied at the same time, and the conflicts between them and the potential consequences of my decision were giving me a massive headache.
In the end, I just had to ask everyone to leave me alone to think by myself. The girls gave me my space, and Paige didn�t even come to spend the night with me. I continued pondering what to do.
One way or another, I�d see Dawn in the morning, and by then I�d have to choose.
APRIL 6, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
I stood up awkwardly as Dawn came out of the apartment. They were on the second floor and I had been sitting on the steps for a half-hour, just to ensure that I didn�t miss her should she try to sneak out early. I didn�t think she would, though if she had, it certainly would have told me something.
Taking a deep breath, Dawn looked down at me and then descended the stairs. I stood back to give her room, though I stared at her with a mixed expression of worry and longing on my face. I�m sure there was a fair bit of exhaustion in there, too. I hadn�t slept much at all.
Dawn took one look at my face and tensed up. But then she exhaled and without a word, turned and gave me a big hug.
Surprised, it took me a second to wrap my arms around her and pat her back. And then sniffling to hold back any tears, Dawn stood straight up and tilted her head up the sidewalk. �Let�s go.�
She didn�t take my hand.
I fell into step alongside her. We were silent for a few seconds before she glanced over and asked, �How are you doing?�
I blinked. How was I doing? I replied, �You tell me.�
She managed a weak smile and then sighed. �You�re going to be fine, Ben. You�re my friend. You�ll always be my friend.�
I sensed a quiet finality in her voice. �Just friends?� I asked hesitantly.
She took another deep breath before nodding. �Just friends. As friends, we can be eternal.� Her tone made it sound like a prison life sentence. �It�s the way YOU wanted it.�
�What if I want more?� I asked weakly, already knowing the answer.
Dawn shook her head. �It�s not only up to you. I�m not just a comfortable sweater you can pull out of the closet whenever you feel like it. I have to live my own life. I have to go my own way. That�s just the way it�s going to be.�
I sighed and hung my head. Why is it that we always want the one thing we can�t have? It wasn�t like the situation had really changed; Dawn had been with Ryan for�years. But in the back of my head, I�d always believed that their relationship would run its course and then we would be back to her and me, the way we�d dreamed since we were little kids. And now that Dawn was telling me she didn�t share that vision of the future anymore, I found that I desperately didn�t want to lose her.
Strange, right? I didn�t even HAVE her for the past couple of years ... Or did I?
I realized that whether I �had� her or not, the opportunities had been there. All this time, if I�d really wanted to be with Dawn, I could have made it happen.
But I didn�t. I�d dated her sister. I�d boinked my Tri-Delts. And even after all the intensity of that Swingers Party and Dawn and I coming�sooo�close to re-crossing the line between friendship and something more, I�d stepped back and let the sparks between us die out over Winter Break. And then I�d pursued Cadence upon our return to campus.
And even after Cadence broke up with me, who did I turn to? Paige. I�d seen something in Dawn�s eyes the morning after, a hurt that belied her supposed concern for Bert and Robin�s breakup. But I hadn�t pursued her. I�d let Paige pull me into my bedroom and fuck my brains out.
I�d believed that I had all the time in the world to come back to Dawn, as if she would wait for me forever. The chances had been there for me to commit to Dawn, to show her that she was important to me, more than just as a best friend. But I hadn�t taken them. Just like in High School, I�d let myself be swayed by my dick far too often.
I didn�t deserve her.
Dawn deserved better than me. She deserved a better man, and whether I liked it or not, Ryan was that guy.
Dawn said it best: he was�devoted�to her. He was loyal. He was loving. He wasn�t the cheating type. And most importantly, he�committed. She deserved that. She deserved to be happy. And because I truly loved her, I would value her happiness over her being with me.
Option One it was.
�Okay, Dawn.� I put on a smile and reached my hand out to her. She was hesitant, but eventually stretched her hand out and let me slip my fingers through hers. �Okay. I�ll always be your friend. And I�m happy for you.�
�Really?� she blinked.
�Really.� I nodded and then exhaled slowly. �He�s a better man than me. And you deserve him.�
Dawn didn�t reply verbally, she just pinched her lips for a moment and then nodded in agreement. And then she squeezed my hand and looked forward.
We walked the rest of the way to class in silence, lost in our own thoughts.
But at least she held my hand.
* * *
Paige and Adrienne were already at Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment when we got back that evening. One look and they knew I�d chosen Option One. Adrienne actually looked a little angry about it. Paige, oddly enough, just seemed sad. I would have thought she might be happy that I was still free. But then maybe she understood that I wasn�t really happy and because of it, I wasn�t really as free as one might think.
It took almost all of my energy to keep up a positive front. I truly wanted Dawn to be happy and she wouldn�t be able to do that if she knew how badly this was hurting me. I reminded myself that it was my own damned fault I hadn�t gotten off my ass and taken control of my life, MADE something happen, the way Brooke and seemingly everyone else had warned me. Dawn deserved better than me, and she deserved to move on with someone who would treat her right.
Still, when Adrienne, Paige, and I finally went back to the house. I was dead tired and exhausted. Ignoring the girls� attempts to console me, I simply went into my bedroom and locked the door. And I didn�t plan to come back out until I really, really HAD to.

DAWN

APRIL 7, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Dawn, what the hell are you doing?� The voice was viciously cutting in its accusation.
It was Wednesday, a day when Ben and I had differing morning schedules before meeting up for lunch and then Macroecon in the afternoon. I usually met up with Gwen, but on this day Adrienne intercepted me along the way. I pursed my lips and glanced over at the statuesque blonde. �What do you mean?� I asked back innocently.
�You know damn well what I mean,� Adrienne snapped. �Moving in with Ryan? Weren�t you about to break up with him a week and a half ago?�
�I never said that,� I bit back sharply. �I just said that I was confused. I wanted to talk things over.�
�You wanted to tell Ben how much you loved him,� Adrienne pointed out. �And you wanted to see if you could get back together. That meant you were considering breaking up with Ryan.�
�A momentary thought,� I said dismissively. �My head wasn�t straight back then and I was never ready to�break up�with Ryan. I just wanted to know how Ben felt about me and if he ever thought about us getting back together. I had to know that sort of thing before committing to Ryan, you know?�
�You trying to convince me? Or convince yourself?�
I rolled my eyes. �I�m happy with Ryan and I want to see where this relationship can go.�
�Then be his girlfriend! Chat on the phone and take the BART and visit on weekends! You don�t have to move in with the guy to an apartment in a strange city an hour�s drive away from Berkeley and all your friends!�
�It�s not quite an hour�s drive,� I said defensively.
Adrienne rolled her eyes. �Don�t you think you�re overreacting a bit to Ben sleeping with Paige?�
�What? This has nothing to do with that.�
�Nothing to do with that, huh?� Adrienne leveled her gaze at me. �You forget, I was in�bed�with you that morning. One minute, you�re all excited about going out to tell Ben how much you love him. The next, Paige waltzes out well-fucked and all of a sudden you don�t love him anymore? Come on, you KNOW he doesn�t feel that way about her. And if it means anything to you, they haven�t had sex since. It was a one-time thing for Ben to clear Cadence out of his system. He does that.�
�Yeah, he does that,� I nodded. �Ryan doesn�t.�
Adrienne frowned, staring at me coldly. �So that�s it, huh? After all these years, knowing�exactly�who Ben was and the way he was, NOW you�re going to judge him for sleeping around?�
�This has nothing to do with Ben!� I said insistently. �This is about ME and Ryan. I love him and he loves me and he�s graduating and moving away, okay? I want to stick with my boyfriend. Is anything wrong with that?�
�You�re overreacting,� Adrienne scowled. �You were vulnerable. You were all ready to put your heart out on the line and ask Ben if you could be together again, if you could rediscover that something special that made you two soulmates. But Paige showed up with her problems and Ben fucked her. You were hurt and you felt betrayed a little bit and you overreacted by promising a boyfriend you weren�t even totally sure you wanted to be with that you would MOVE with him.�
�I�m moving because I want to BE with my boyfriend,� I insisted.
Adrienne shook her head and glared at me. �How can you do this to Ben?�
�Do WHAT to Ben? He�s taking it fine.� I shrugged. �He and I have both accepted that this is what�s best for the both of us. We�re good friends. We�ll always be friends.�
Adrienne shook her head. �Doesn�t work like that. The two of you are either intimately close or nothing at all. Maybe you weren�t fucking, but for the last year,�no one�was closer to him, not even me. Looks like you chose �nothing at all�, and ever since this declaration that you�re committing to Ryan and moving away, Ben�s turned into a zombie. He barely talks to us. He spends all his time in his room in the dark. He puts up a good front when he�s around you because he�s convincing himself that he wants you to be happy, even if it�s not with him. But he�s really fucked up right now. You BROKE him.�
�He�ll be fine.�
�Not if you continue keeping him out of your life,� Adrienne snapped.
�I�m not keeping him out of my life,� I said defensively.
�I SEE you two together. You used to be best friends.�Best�friends. But right now you two act more like a romantic couple that just broke up and agreed to �remain friends�. Yeah, you�re still around each other, but anyone can see that things are different. You don�t talk anymore. You don�t share anymore. You�re not letting him in the way you did just�weeks�ago, and it�s hurting him like hell.�
�We talk all the time. We still have almost every single class together.�
Adrienne shook her head. �You two may be holding hands on the way to class; but you look further apart than when he was back home in Orange County.�
I sighed and leaned back, stretching my neck and spine before standing up straight again. �What do you want from me?�
Adrienne took a deep breath and then splayed her hands out placatingly. And then she offered, �Just tell him, to his face, how you really feel about him. You two walk around campus together just like you used to, but I�ll bet you haven�t sat down and had a meaningful conversation since before Spring Break. Tell him what you told me. Tell him what he means to you. And tell him what your hopes for him were, even if you�ve now chosen otherwise.�
I screwed up my face. �I can�t tell him that.�
�Why not?�
I clenched my jaw, looked away, and then barked, �Because it would kill him! You say Ben�s broken now. How much worse would it be if I told him now that I was willing to throw Ryan away for him, huh? How much worse would he feel if he knew how close he was to having me back, but �oops, you missed your opportunity�. Huh?�
�So it IS the truth.� Adrienne leveled her gaze at me. �You�were�all ready to break up with Ryan to get Ben back. What does THAT say about the stability of your relationship with Ryan? Huh?�
I grimaced and pinched my temples. �Wait, that came out wrong. I��
�Nuh-uh,� Adrienne interrupted me and took a step forward, moving herself right up into my personal space. �Think about this, Dawn. Think about this long and hard. Because if you do this, if you go with Ryan, you�re going to lose Ben as a best friend. He loves you. He�already�feels like he missed his opportunity to be with you. And It�s KILLING him inside. The truth is: you wanted to break up with Ryan and be with Ben. The truth is, you CAN�T have your cake and eat it too. You can�t be with Ryan and still have Ben as your best friend forever. First, Ryan wouldn�t stand for it in the long run because he will�never�be totally comfortable around Ben. And second, Ben won�t be able to stay near you, knowing what he lost.�
My jaw quivered and I stared back into Adrienne�s eyes. Normally a hazel color, they now burned with a golden intensity. �That�s not fair,� I whimpered.
�No, it�s not,� she nodded. �But it�s the truth. It�s the way it is.�
Then Adrienne turned and walked away.
* * *
That evening, when we all met up at my apartment to study and hang out, I felt like Adrienne was staring me down for over an hour. Her eyes were accusing, criticizing me for not saying something. But how could I?
Gwen even noticed and said something, but Adrienne tossed off a joking comment about being lost in thought and not realizing where her eyes were pointed.
�Hey, babe. You okay?� Ryan touched my arm. �You don�t look so good.�
��Very well�,� I mumbled.
�Huh?�
I sighed. �Never mind. I�m fine. Really, I�m fine.�
My boyfriend shook his head and gave me a little smirk. �Glad I�m not a girl. Those monthly hormones can be a bitch.�
I smiled and nodded. �Right, right.�
APRIL 8, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Are you going to talk to him?� Adrienne said quietly, but firmly, when she caught me as I was coming out of my own bathroom.
I blanched and looked at her. �I�told�you, I can�t. What would I say?�
�I told you: tell him the truth. What does it mean when you can�t tell him the truth? Huh?� Her eyes narrowed.
�Adrienne, please,� I whimpered and looked to the living room. Our friends weren�t that far away. �As my friend, don�t do this to me.�
�I�m your friend. But I�m on HIS side. And he�s still broken.� Her eyes were that intense gold again. �You know he hasn�t left the house except for the classes he shares with you, just so you won�t know how much this is hurting him? He�s skipped any other classwork. He won�t play ball or play videogames or anything. He won�t even have sex. Believe me, I�ve tried. So has Paige. He just sits in his room and locks us out, cursing himself for how he fucked up his one true chance to be happy forever.�
�Adrienne, I just�can�t�talk to him right now. Okay?�
She sighed, then looked down, and her expression softened. �Okay. Look, I know this is tough on you too. You�re trying to redefine your relationship with Ben and that takes time. I wouldn�t be putting this much pressure on you if I didn�t think he was this bad.�
�I�m sorry.� I bit my lip, and then touched her arm. �He�s lucky he has you.�
Adrienne sighed and nodded. �Okay, I�m assuming you�re not going to talk to him anytime soon.�
�I just can�t. I�m not ready.� I glanced into the living room again and saw Ryan looking over at us, concern on his face. I turned a little further to see Ben, who was just staring straight down into his textbook.
�Fine. Are you at least coming to his birthday tomorrow?�
I blinked and nodded. �Of course.�
�Okay,� Adrienne nodded. �Just ... don�t get mad at me. We both know how Ben works and I�m going to have to do something a�little�drastic to pick up his spirits.�
�What?�
She shook her head. �Don�t worry about it.�

BEN

APRIL 9, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�C�mon, Ben. You�ve gotta come out,� Adrienne called through the door. �How do you expect me to throw a surprise party for you when you�re IN your room?�
�Come out, Ben. Please?� Paige�s called plaintively immediately after.
I sighed and then got up, perching my heels on the bed frame while rubbing my face. And then I finally stepped off and went to open the door. �How much of a surprise party can it be when you TELL me it�s a surprise party?�
My gorgeous adoptive sister smirked at me and walked into the room, immediately glancing up and down at me before heading off to my closet. �That�s part of the surprise,� she mused. Then she quickly started shuttling aside my hangars until she stopped at a short-sleeved polo shirt that she�d picked out for me last year. It was well-fitted, showing off the definition of my pecs and arms without appearing too tight. And pulling it off the hangar, she tossed it at me and said, �This one. And these jeans.�
I simply sighed and pulled off my shirt and then yanked the jeans I was wearing down to my ankles. I didn�t see a problem with what I was wearing, but I really didn�t give a shit anymore. I hadn�t given a shit about a lot of things lately.
Paige had followed Adrienne in and was eyeballing my package while I got redressed. I ignored her, and a minute later, Adrienne pulled me into the bathroom to muss up my hair and spritz me with Hugo Boss, a cologne she�d also picked out for me last year.
After that, I pretty much just stood around, waiting for instruction. I wasn�t feeling depressed anymore. Too much time had passed for me to be morose 24/7 any longer. Right now I was pretty much resigned, lethargic ... just waiting as time passed me by. Maybe something would eventually kick me in the ass and change my existence. Maybe not. I really didn�t care.
Right now, Adrienne was kicking me in the ass. Well, she was grabbing my ass and prodding me forward and out the front door. I arched an eyebrow at her. �We�re not having the party at the house?�
�Nope.� Adrienne shook her head. That didn�t make sense. Birthdays were usually just slightly more elaborate versions of hanging out in somebody�s living room, adding in a cake and some presents and sometimes a prank or two. Bert�s last birthday party had been at our house, and the girls had ganged up to throw him fully-clothed into our shower. He didn�t seem to mind too much, what with having six hot babes groping him along the way.
The food was the same as making dinner for a bunch of people. Most of the time we college students didn�t want to overspend on going out to a restaurant, even though some of us didn�t really have to worry about finances. And everything was just more comfortable in our big living room than at any possible outside location.
But again, I didn�t really care that much. Having asked my question and received an answer, I just shrugged and decided to go with it. Dayna�s Impala was already gone, and Brandi was nowhere to be found as Adrienne loaded me and Paige into the Mustang and then pulled out of the driveway.
After a few side streets, Adrienne got to Shattuck and started us toward the 24 (excuse me, just �24�). And after that I just sort of zoned out the window.
Would Dawn be there? Of course she would. She was still trying to pretend that everything was peachy keen. She wanted to believe that nothing had changed between us, even though she knew I wasn�t really happy about her moving out with Ryan. And she knew that I knew that she knew that I wasn�t really happy, but we both were keeping up the charade for now. We were both too paralyzed to do anything else. After all, neither of us wanted to consider the alternative: not being friends anymore.
If I couldn�t be truly happy for her at some point, our friendship would fall apart, the same way it was already falling apart. So I knew that I had to make myself truly happy for her, and I was trying; but I couldn�t forget how much I�d sabotaged my own chances to really be with her. Still, I kept trying to be okay with it. And Dawn kept pretending to be comfortable around me, both of us�praying�that things would work themselves out. We both knew we had to take action to change the way we felt about each other. But we both also knew that feelings just don�t work like that.
Sometimes I wondered if I should just give it up and walk away. If I could get some space between me and Dawn, if I didn�t SEE her every day, then maybe I could get used to the fact that she wasn�t mine anymore ... and that she never would be. She was choosing Ryan. And I�d have to live with that.
Maybe it would be easier if I turned down the pending internship I had this summer. Maybe it would be better if I just went back home to Orange County, then on to summer camp with my family. I could clear my head. I could make a fresh start. I could spend some time away from Dawn, which I needed because it hurt so much to be near her.
�Shit, I forgot my purse,� Adrienne cursed as she pulled into a left turn lane and screeched to a halt. �Everything�s in my purse.�
�We�re going to be late,� Paige pointed out from the back seat.
�Not that late. And Ben�s the birthday boy. I think they can wait for him,� Adrienne pointed out. A minute later, we pulled a U-turn and started back for the house.
I sighed and stared out the window again. I didn�t really care. Late, not late, what did it matter?
Ten minutes after we�d left, we pulled into the driveway. Adrienne was quickly out the door and then closed it as well. Then Paige was suddenly bumping my seat behind me. �Hey, get out,� she yipped plaintively.
�Why? Adrienne just needs to get her purse.�
�Well, since we�re here,�I�want to get something,� she insisted, and then bumped my seat again like a petulant child.
�Fine, fine.� I unbuckled and opened the passenger door. I stepped out and flipped the seat forward so Paige could crawl out from the back seat. And then she simply grabbed my hand and tugged me on her way to the front door.
�Huh?� I asked, not understanding why Paige was taking me with her. But I didn�t have the interest in resisting so I let her drag me up to the front porch and then in the front door.
A second later, the lights flipped on and everyone yelled, �SURPRISE!�
I blinked against the sudden light, flashes in front of my eyes. And then to my astonishment, I saw table decorations, streamers and balloons in the air, and a sign saying, �Happy Birthday Old Man� on the far wall. Then of course, there were the dozen people who hadn�t been in my house ten minutes earlier. The usual crew was assembled: Dawn, Ryan, Gwen, Robin, Bert, Brandi, and Dayna. And even a few of my favorite Senior girls were present: Monique, Kerri, and Julie, along with Kevin Weiss and Lloyd, Julie�s boyfriend.
Adrienne stepped in beside me. �See, I told you I couldn�t throw you a surprise party with you IN the house.�
* * *
I had to admit, the surprise had done a great job of kicking me in the ass, metaphorically. It was as if I�forgot�I was supposed to be morose and depressed as I smiled and let myself be greeted by my friends. And since most of the hot girls� methods of greeting me were with firm hugs and sweet kisses on the cheeks, I found my mood being buoyed even higher.
And even those few moments where my melancholy DID try to come back, I would look at Dawn and remember I was supposed to be convincing her that I was perfectly happy about her moving on in her life with Ryan. I would look at Adrienne and think of everything she was trying to do for me. And not wanting to let either of them down, I concentrated on talking to whoever I was talking to. Private Ben still wanted to go into his room and stare at the wall; but Public Ben knew he had to put on a good show.
Still, even if I was putting on a good show, Dawn was doing a terrible job. It didn�t take some mystical connection for me to see that she wasn�t happy. Her most natural facial expression was a frown and she clearly had to concentrate to smile and giggle and do all those flirty little things beautiful girls do. I wanted to comfort her, tell her a joke, do�anything�to make her happy again. But that was Ryan�s job now. Besides, what could I say? What could I tell her that would make everything better?
As it turned out, after a couple of hours, Dawn and Ryan were the first to leave. She made up some excuse, both of us knowing it was bullshit. I was actually a little surprised at their departure; I�d figured Dawn would have put up a better front, given that it was my birthday party and all. But clearly she was uncomfortable, and with a quick hug and a peck on the cheek, she fled out the door with Ryan in tow.
My heart went with her and so did my primary motivation for Public Ben to put on a good show. I started drinking a little more and quickly got quite buzzed. I�m normally a pretty happy, energetic drunk; but this night I started becoming just a little bit of a bitter drunk. And as my mood fell, the party�s mood started to fall as well. My Sophomore crew was already quite familiar with the awkward tension over the Ben/Dawn issue. But at least the Senior girls, not knowing what was going on, kept up the party attitude for a little while.
Things started winding down after that. Gwen and Robin seemed concerned for Dawn, and with apologies, they hugged me goodbye and then left. With the people he knew best gone, Bert then wished me a happy birthday and excused himself.
A few minutes later, the Seniors then got together to say goodbye. The innuendoes in Monique�s and Kerri�s voices implied that they wouldn�t mind giving me a more personal birthday present, but both girls glanced at Adrienne and left without actually propositioning me or anything. Dayna, Kevin, Julie, and Lloyd then said their goodbyes, and Brandi went along with them.
That just left me alone with Adrienne and Paige once again. Slightly tipsy, but not so drunk that my motor skills were impaired, I thanked the girls for doing this for me and then made to go back to my bedroom and pass out.
But Paige caught my arm and asked with a little giggle, �And where do you think�you�re�going?�
�Huh?�
Adrienne soon latched onto my other arm. �Birthday�s not over yet.�
Of course, my mind instantly went to sex. I figured Paige and Adrienne were fixing to give me the �personal� birthday present that Monique and Kerri had not�quite�offered. Perhaps the two Seniors had specifically not offered because of some non-verbal cue from Adrienne to back off.
But at the moment, the last thing I wanted to do was have sex with Paige and Adrienne. Paige was still for the obvious reasons. I loved her, but not in that way; and I didn�t want to complicate our relationship by re-crossing the sex boundary. Taking Brandi�s advice to heart, I hadn�t even let her give me morning blowjobs since finding out Dawn was moving in with Ryan.
And with Adrienne, I was just feeling WAY too vulnerable. She�d offered me no-strings-attached sex a few times during the past week, complaining that SHE was horny and I wasn�t there for her. But I knew it would be very easy to rebound and re-latch onto Adrienne as a romantic love interest. And I was afraid that if I slept with her right now, I�d fall in love with her again and really fuck up the balance of the adoptive sibling relationship we�d both worked hard to achieve.
So even though I was a little drunk and more than a little bit horny, I started to say, �Girls, I appreciate the sentiment on my birthday and all, but I don�t think it�s a good idea for��
�It�s not what you think, Tiger.� Adrienne squeezed my hand. Contrary to her words, however, she continued leading me to her bedroom.
�Well, not�exactly�what you think,� Adrienne clarified. �We get why you�ve been keeping out of our panties. Casual sex just wouldn�t really be �casual� in your current state.�
�Not with�us�at least,� Paige pointed out, with more than a hint of innuendo in her voice. And she smirked impishly.
�Not with�you?� I arched an eyebrow, glancing at the two girls.
�Happy Birthday, Tiger.� Adrienne just grinned and opened her bedroom door. The two girls shoved me through it, sending me stumbling into the room. And then before I could react, I heard the door slam shut again behind me.
Tipsy enough to be ... well...�tipsy, it took me a second to regain my balance and look up. And then my eyes popped open and uncontrollably I muttered, �Holy shit!�
* * *
My eyes first locked onto a�nice�ass. The two hemispheres, bisected by the wafer-thin black strap of a thong, were almost too small. But there was just enough roundness and size to make it juicy and enticing. And the buttcheeks were a wonderful creamy white absent of any blemishes or stretch marks. Following upwards from that nice ass was a completely naked back, nothing but bare skin and the light definition of a spine and shoulder blades. There was no bra strap, and her jet black hair with blue streaks was pulled to the other side of her shoulder to make abundantly clear that there wasn�t even a halter top hiding at the back of her neck. So even though I couldn�t see her chest, I knew her tits were bare and the mere thought of them had me unconsciously salivating.
The instant I saw the blue streaks in her hair I knew exactly who she was. And if�she�was here, then of�courseSHE�would be here as well. The second girl was facing me, wearing both lingerie top and bottoms unlike the first girl. The dark-haired second girl was not quite as skinny, with slightly bigger boobs and rounder hips. But her face was girlishly youthful, with big eyes and a bigger smile as she gleefully looked at me. Her great legs were crossed as she sat upright facing me, leaning back on her hands. Her purple lace panties were mostly see-thru, enough to prove she was shaven bare. The lace push-up bra thrust her nice tits at me. And while I watched, she leaned back just a little further on Adrienne�s bed so that her face was level with the first girl�s. And after saying in a husky voice, �Happy Birthday, Ben,� she turned and met the other girl�s lips in a soft Sapphic kiss that gave me an instant boner.
The first girl moaned into the second�s mouth as the two babes swapped spit and increased the intensity of their liplock. But no matter how hot the two of them looked making out, my eyes were drawn to the left where a third hot babe was dismounting the day bed.
�Hiii, Ben,� she purred as she sauntered up, wearing an emerald green teddy that presented her big D-cups for my viewing pleasure. Those big jugs were WAY out of proportion with the rest of her petite body, and they bounced nicely when she came to a stop in front of me. Her dark hair was just a bit lighter in color from the two jet black-haired babes still kissing on Adrienne�s bed, with almost an auburn hue to it. She looked up at me with large, expressive brown eyes. And her skin was nicely tanned, adding to her exotic subcontinental look. She grabbed the front of my shirt in her hands while rolling her eyes up and flashing me a naughty grin. �Three Deltas for your birthday. Appropriate, don�t you think?�
I nodded in agreement to Lakhi Sharma and looked over to the bed where Kelly Park and Jocelyn Canilao were still making out. I knew I�d told myself not to sleep with Adrienne again until I got my head on straight, but after setting me up with her Tri-Delt sorority sisters, I figured my adoptive sister deserved an explosive orgasm or two.
Or seven...
Meanwhile, Lakhi wrapped her arms around my neck and got up on her tiptoes to pull me into a hot kiss, her tongue darting into my mouth several times while she simultaneously moaned in arousal and giggled playfully. We french kissed for a few minutes, and then she stepped back to pull my shirt off. Afterwards, Lakhi�s nimble fingers were at my jeans and once they were open, she knelt to the floor, taking my jeans and boxers with her while my hard cock sprung out into the air.
I gasped when Lakhi sucked me into her mouth, bathing my cockhead with her tongue and jacking my shaft with just the right amount of force. I groaned and glanced over to where blue-streaked Kelly and jet black-haired Jocelyn were rolling around Adrienne�s bed together, Kelly now working off Jocelyn�s lace purple bra to get at those nice titties.
�How long have you guys been waiting in here?� I grunted down to Lakhi.
The Indian Tri-Delt rolled her eyes up to me and popped me out of her mouth long enough to say, �Just ten minutes or so. Paige let us in while you were distracted saying goodbye to the older girls. We thought about getting warmed up a bit more with each other, but we didn�t know exactly when Adrienne was going to bring you in.� Her eyes rolled over to the bed. �Joss and Kelly were fingering each other a bit though.�
I reached down and grabbed Lakhi�s hand, which had a couple of fingers glistening from way more than just my pre-cum. Bending over, I raised her fingers to my nose and took a sniff. And with a smirk I said, �They weren�t the only ones doing a little fingering.�
Lakhi giggled and then took her hand back. And without another word, she started tugging me over to the big bed.
Laughing like ... well, schoolgirls ... Kelly and Jocelyn reached up and grabbed my shoulders when Lakhi brought me into range. They tugged me onto my back and pulled me fully onto the bed. And then the three of them proceeded to attack me at the same time. Jocelyn went straight for my face, planting her lips onto mine and shoving her tongue down my throat. Kelly leaned over and inhaled my cock. And Lakhi simply reached in, fondling my balls with one hand while also reaching over between Jocelyn�s legs.
�Mmff!� Jocelyn squeaked into our kiss when Lakhi�s fingers suddenly arrived inside her pussy. She turned around to look back, and Lakhi curled a finger while indicating with her eyes back to my cock. Jocelyn took the hint and then slid over so that all three girls were hovering over my prick: Kelly to the left, Jocelyn to the right, and Lakhi between my legs. Both Kelly and Jocelyn were topless, their well-formed B-cups hanging downward with pretty pink nipples. Lakhi still had her teddy on; but bent over like she was, there was no fabric impeding my view of her big, swaying mounds.
One by one, the girls took turns sucking on me while fondling my testicles and legs with their hands. After being passed around a couple of times, Kelly and Jocelyn worked the sides of my shaft with their lips from opposite sides, occasionally kissing each other around my hunk of man meat. Giggling, they even managed to get all three of their mouths on me, with Lakhi sucking on top at the same time. And all too quickly I felt the urge to burst.
I hadn�t cum since my last load down Paige�s throat on Monday. It had been four days: an absolute eternity for me. That meant I had a massive load stored up inside me and my swollen balls felt like the size of grapefruits after all the attention my loins were getting from the three hot Tri-Delts.
I tried to warn them. Really, I did.
The phrase I tried to say was, �It�s gonna be a LOT!� What I actually grunted was more like �Itsh-gnnabe-OT!� And then there was no more time for words as my hips bucked and I felt the dam burst inside me.
All three girls were still over my prick when my balls contracted, and Lakhi was still cradling them in her hand as well. They all heard my unintelligible grunt and Lakhi confirmed it by exclaiming, �He�s cumming!� And then all three of them moved their faces side-by-side while Jocelyn aimed my cannon into the middle of them.
�Gggggghhh-GAH!� I grunted as the first volley finally flew out of me. My eyes rolled up into my head with the force of my climax and from then on, all I could see was the ceiling as I felt my hips bucking and my dick firing non-stop. The girls squealed and I felt my dick being pivoted left and right, still spurting out wad after wad of cum with all the force of a pressure-wash. And when the ejaculation finally stopped, I felt like melting right into the sheets.
�Oh-my-GAWD!� somebody exclaimed, and unable to resist, I picked my head up to survey the damage. All three girls were absolutely�drenched�in spunk, with strings of semen over their eyes, their cheeks, and actually�dripping�off of their faces to splatter back down onto my thighs. Lakhi�s left eye was painted shut. A big stalactite seemed to be hanging down from Kelly�s nose. And only Jocelyn, who�d had control of my joystick when it went off, seemed to have complete use of eyes, nose, and mouth, though she had quite a bit of spunk on her as well.
Jocelyn giggled, then turned and took a long lick at Lakhi�s cheek from jaw up past the Indian girl�s eye. Lakhi giggled and did the same thing to Kelly. And then I just sat back and smiled as the three girls started pressing against each other to lick the enormous volume of cum off each other�s faces.
My birthday party had already ended. But THIS birthday party was just getting started.
* * *
�Oh, gawd ... Oh, gawd, oh, gawd...�
The birthday orgy was ending much like it started, with me staring at Kelly Park�s�fantastic�ass. Compact, tight, and slender, she reminded me a bit of my own sisters, not a bad thing when talking about world-class asses. Only this time, there was no black thong bisecting her two hemispheres. No, the only thing between her cheeks was my dick, and even that was disappearing from view as inch after inch sank into the depths of Kelly�s rectum.
�Oh, gawd ... Oh, gawd, Oh, gawd...� she groaned again, tightening her handgrip with Jocelyn, who was lying directly beneath her.
�Relaxxx...� Jocelyn soothed, now rubbing Kelly�s buttcheeks instead of holding them apart, they way she�d been doing a minute earlier. �Kiss me, Kel.�
Kelly leaned in and pushed her lips against Jocelyn�s, moaning softly. Despite being the oldest of us all, Kelly was probably the least sexually experienced of anyone here. Having grown up with strict Korean parents, she�d been quite sheltered until arriving at Berkeley, a model Asian daughter.
Well, some friends had helped break her out of her shell and while she was far from a wild child, she�d certainly been exploring herself in the past couple of years. Some friends got her to join the Tri-Delts as a Sophomore. She�d streaked her hair blue and added the blue color-contacts. And even though Jocelyn was the sorority �little sister�, it seemed that the younger Filipina was doing more of the mentoring when it came to new sexual experiences.
For example: Kelly�s first anal.
The orgy had been running like normal; I was spreading the love amongst all girls present and sticking to mouths and pussies so as not to contaminate anything or slow us down. I�d already dropped a load in Jocelyn�s super-tight pussy, and while Kelly slurped it out of her, I was fucking Lakhi on the day bed when the Indian girl had demanded that I fuck her ass.
Lakhi�s legs were over my shoulders and she pulled me down to her, staring at me heatedly with those big brown eyes as she told me she�d tried it with both of her lovers since I took her anal virginity the night of the Halloween party. One guy just didn�t know what he was doing and had been unsuccessful. And the other experience simply didn�t satisfy her.
I found that surprising since Lakhi had taken to it so enthusiastically that night. But not really caring why, I let my body slump onto hers while stretching out to Adrienne�s nightstand to retrieve the KY. Two minutes later, we were back in a missionary position with Lakhi�s legs over my shoulders, only this time my cock was almost eight inches up her back door.
It ended much the same way the first time did. Lakhi�s body went into convulsions as if she were having an epileptic seizure. And she came so hard that she literally passed out before I finished, leaving me to rut into her unconscious body for a few seconds before erupting into her unresisting rectum while her head lolled limply to the side.
With one look at the blissful expression on Lakhi�s sleeping face, Jocelyn just HAD to have me do her next. The pretty Filipina ran fully naked outside to retrieve a soapy washcloth, and from the sounds through the open door, had a quick conversation with Paige and Adrienne. And leaving Lakhi to sleep on the day bed, we then reassembled with Kelly sitting up against Adrienne�s headboard, Jocelyn tonguing her pussy, and me slowly entering the pretty Tri-Delt freshman�s asshole from behind.
Unlike the other two, Jocelyn had some experience with anal before, though it wasn�t a regular thing. She took all seven-and-three-quarter inches like a trooper and started rhythmically pushing back at me with every thrust. I held onto the young girl�s hips, having to pull her body at me on each pump to get through her tight anal channel; but once she loosened up, I was able to reach forward and cup her swaying titties while she moaned and munched even harder on Kelly�s cunt.
Meanwhile, Kelly was almost in shock at seeing the second anal act of her life immediately after the first. The pretty Korean girl was already quite turned on from the earlier fucking and sucking. She had gotten even more aroused while her own sorority little sister was eating her out. And when I leaned forward to cup Jocelyn�s tits, the new position put my face right in front of Kelly while I grunted and panted and stared into her eyes with blazing lust.
With all those pleasurable feelings hammering her senses, watching me sodomize Jocelyn, and staring into my lust-filled eyes from up close and personal, Kelly got it in her head to try assfucking for the very first time.
Lakhi woke up midway through me fucking Jocelyn; and after I spent myself in Jocelyn�s bowels, it was Lakhi who retrieved a fresh soapy washcloth to first clean me up and then suck me up to a fourth erection. Jocelyn was unconscious again, my fingers bracketing her clit and then giving her a double-penetration just too much for her to handle. But Kelly joined Lakhi in nursing my cock, licking and fondling the weapon that would soon be taking her final cherry.
Then Jocelyn woke up and went bug-eyed at hearing what Kelly was planning. But little sister soon took to the idea and proceeded to help get the older girl prepared. Jocelyn moved up to kiss Kelly and whisper encouraging thoughts in her ear. Lakhi was nibbling at Kelly�s tits and caressing the Junior�s tender skin. And I took it upon myself to get between the Korean girl�s thighs and give her some oral attention while I lubed up and started stretching out her anus with my fingers.
Kelly hesitated twice. I was pressing a third finger through her sphincter and she was panicking that I wouldn�t fit. After all, despite being the oldest she was definitely the skinniest of the three girls present. But Jocelyn assured her I would fit and even got me to confirm I�d sodomized skinnier girls before. �I�ll bet you�ve even done little Paige,� Jocelyn commented with a gleam in her eye. �It�s a Catholic thing.�
Old habits die hard and I refused to talk about what I had or hadn�t done with Paige, reminding the girls that they wouldn�t want me talking about them, either. The Tri-Delts apparently shared all with each other, but the gossip about our sex sessions never went through me. Still, I did assure Kelly that I knew what I was doing.
So Jocelyn ended up flat on her back with Kelly kneeling over her. The two Asian babes kissed and caressed each other while I slid my cock into Kelly�s pussy from behind and fucked her slowly while she got used to the idea. Kelly hesitated for the second time, tensing up, and I pulled out and switched down to Jocelyn�s pussy for safekeeping while Kelly, Jocelyn, and Lakhi talked it all out. And then it was back up and into Kelly�s snatch while I worked two lubricated fingers into her ass in preparation for the main event.
I decided that having Kelly more or less unaware of the penetration would be ideal, and to that end I proceeded to drive her up to an orgasm. With Jocelyn�s pubic mound rubbing her clit from below, Jocelyn�s mouth on her mouth, and even Lakhi�s lips around her tits, Kelly was soon gasping and whimpering in heated arousal. She was still tense, anxious about the coming assfucking, but the pleasure was quickly overwhelming those feelings, and she seemed ready to blow.
But not yet. Any old orgasm wouldn�t do, I wanted Kelly to be shrieking with ecstasy when I invaded her butthole. And so I pulled her crotch off of Jocelyn�s pussy and slowed my pace down while Kelly whimpered, so close to a climax but not allowed to get there yet. Following my lead, Jocelyn and Lakhi similarly backed off.
The three of us drove Kelly up the proverbial wall and back twice more, and after the last near-miss Kelly stopped caring about what was to come. �Fuck me, dammit! Fuck me and let me cum!� she whined. �Ram it up my cunt! Shove it up my ass! Even try and stick it into my nostril! I don�t care, dammit! Let me cum!�
I looked down at Jocelyn and grinned. The Filipina girl smiled at me before grabbing Kelly�s head and pulling it out of the way while she suckled on the Korean girl�s neck. Lakhi moved her hand to Kelly�s crotch, expertly jilling off the older girl with one hand while playing with herself with the other. And my own hands were tightly gripping Kelly�s hips as I powered myself in and out of her with long strokes, touching off all of the slender girl�s inner nerves.
�Oh ... Oh ... FUUUUCK!� Kelly finally screamed as a massive orgasm swept through her. She threw her head back and howled at the ceiling while her whole body jerked, just once, violently enough to dislodge Lakhi�s fingers from her crotch.
But my hands tensed and I gripped her hips, locking them in place. I felt the clamping down of Kelly�s pussy, trapping me inside her. But the instant she started to relax as the wave of pleasure crested over to the other side, I pulled out, settled my cockhead into her pre-lubricated chute, and rammed forward.
�Oh, gawd!� Kelly exclaimed a few seconds later when she realized she already had four inches of cock up her ass. That was all I could get on the first lunge, the skinny girl turning out to be skinny throughout her body. Jocelyn reached around to spread Kelly�s asscheeks wider to assist in my entry. And while I pressed the rest of my cock into Kelly�s asshole she whimpered again, �Oh, gawd ... oh, gawd...�
�Relaxxx...� Jocelyn soothed, now rubbing Kelly�s buttcheeks instead of holding them apart, they way she�d been doing a minute earlier. �Kiss me, Kel.�
The two hot babes started to make out, Kelly�s forehead scrunched with tension. Lakhi slid back in alongside them, rubbing Kelly�s clit and sucking on her tit. And I retracted back before pushing forward to fully imbed my cock up this pretty girl�s anal chute once again.
Since it was my fourth erection, I knew I could last a long time. Fully fifteen minutes later, Kelly was slumped straight down on top of Jocelyn�s body, completely exhausted from her third orgasm of our anal fuck. Jocelyn caressed the older girl, nuzzling her cheek and stroking her head and back. And I�d lost track of Lakhi. I was too busy pumping my way in and out of Kelly�s amazingly tight asshole, straining down to my toes as I felt the orgasm welling up inside me. And finally, I held my pelvis right up against Kelly�s buttcheeks while I loosened my load, feeling it splash down against her innards.
�Nnngahhh...� I sighed and panted for breath, not realizing I�d been holding it. And I struggled to hold my weight off her with my hands, lest I crush both her and Jocelyn beneath me.
�Another virgin sacrifice before the master,� Adrienne�s voice rang out to the left of me.
I turned to the day bed to see the stunningly gorgeous blonde bombshell reclining against the wall, fully naked with her legs spread to the sides. Lakhi was stomach-down on the mattress with her face in Adrienne�s crotch, licking animatedly. And even Paige, pregnant belly and all, was sitting beside them, nursing at one of Adrienne�s massive melons.
Adrienne smirked and nodded to the girls slumped beneath me. �I know the timing isn�t right for us to sleep together yet, but Paige and I already cleaned up the party outside.� Her tongue popped out and ran across her lower lip. �Mind if we do a little, ah, �clean up� in here?�
I arched an eyebrow and then smiled as I pulled myself out of Kelly�s stretched and abused asshole. Already I saw a glob of creamy jism bubbling to the surface.
Adrienne freed herself from the others, leaving Lakhi and Paige to entertain each other while coming over to me. With a peck on the cheek and then another quick one on the lips, Adrienne then smiled and knelt down, eagerly moving in to hoover my cum out of Kelly�s ass.
It had been a GREAT birthday.

DAWN

FRIDAY, APRIL 16, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Why the FUCK is Ben happy? How can he be happy at a time like this? Doesn�t he know that he�s losing me? Doesn�t he realize that everything we dreamed of together is falling apart?
I glared across the room, watching Ben joke around with Adrienne, Paige, and Gwen. Technically, we met up every day at my apartment to finish homework. But Friday afternoons were almost never about homework since we all figured we could procrastinate through the weekend. Books were pushed aside while Ben made some wild hand gestures, waggling his head as if re-enacting something he�d seen earlier in the day. And in the end, he had all three girls belly laughing before he reached over and rubbed Gwen�s knee suggestively, cracking another joke that sent the skanky blonde into a tizzy.
Yeah, I called her �skanky�. What, was SHE fucking Ben again, too? I gritted my teeth together.�Get a grip, Dawn. Isn�t this exactly what you wanted? For Ben to happily move on? You chose Ryan and because you still loved Ben, you didn�t want to see him so morose and upset, right? You wanted what was best for him, right? Well, you got your wish.
I had gotten my wish. I�d realized I didn�t want to deal with the constant drama that seemed fated to surround Ben at every turn. I loved him as a friend, and as a friend I wanted him to be happy. And for some reason, through the whole week since his birthday Ben had been walking with an extra spring in his step. I knew what it meant: Ben was having sex again. He�d gone abstinent after finding out I was moving in with Ryan, but sometime after Ryan and I left his birthday party early, he�d gotten laid. And from the looks of things, he was continuing to get laid. Was it Adrienne? She made the most sense of course. Was it�Paige? Had he worked out his hang-ups about leading her on? Then of course, those sorority sluts were visiting again. I figured Robin was safe since she was playing video games with Bert instead of fawning all over Ben. But was he even bagging Gwen now?
Fuck!
Face it, Dawn. You hated to see him miserable but a part of you secretly LIKED it. Seeing him miserable validated that he loved you and missed you and wanted to be with you. And once he couldn�t have you anymore his whole world tanked. A part of you selfishly relished that.
[THUNK]
I looked down and realized I�d cut through the carrot a little harder than necessary, driving the very sharp knife a little bit into the cutting board. Ryan picked his head up and looked over at me. �You okay, babe?�
�Yeah,� I replied dimly. �Yeah, I�m fine.� Then I turned back to my boyfriend. �You really don�t have to help me. I told you I was making this dinner FOR you.�
�Then I�m helping FOR you, okay?� My gorgeously handsome man flashed a perfect smile at me, the kind of smile that made girls all over campus swoon. He really was the perfect guy. And I knew then that I was making the right choice.
Really: drama-filled playboy with dozens of sluts constantly worming their way into his pants, or handsome gentleman who adores you and only you?
I was making the right choice...
But then why was I still feeling...�off?

BEN

�I still can�t�believe�you actually called me,� DJ gushed�one�more time into the phone. I�d lost track of how many times she�d already said it.
�I promised I would, didn�t I? At camp. And today is April 16th.� I grinned and then looked across the room. My friends were getting up from the table, ready to make their exit. �Anyways, I gotta go. We�re heading out.�
�Okay,� DJ sighed. �And thanks, Ben.�
�Of course. Happy 18th birthday, Deej.�
�You still owe me a present,� she giggled. �And you know�exactly�what I want.�
I chuckled. We then said our goodbyes and hung up. I met my friends at the door, and the group of us then went through our own goodbyes.
�See you later, guys.�
�Bye.�
�Bye.�
The six of us left the diner, Bert, Robin, and Gwen heading one way while Adrienne, Paige, and I went the other. Since, for the moment, not ONE of us was currently dating, we�d decided to all grab dinner together on this Friday night. Dawn and Ryan were having their own private at-home thing.
It wasn�t very far away to our house, and once we hit the sidewalk, I reached out with my left arm and looped it through Adrienne�s, pulling her to my side. Then I did the same to Paige on my right; and arm-in-arm, the three of us jaunted toward home.
�You�re in a good mood,� Adrienne drawled with a little smile.
�You arrange some sort of hookup on the phone?� Paige giggled from the other side.
�I got all the �hookups� I need right here.� I grinned, squeezed Adrienne�s arm, and reached my right hand down to fondle Paige�s ass.
�Hey, hey, don�t start something you�re not gonna finish.� Paige waggled a finger at me. �S�not fair to mess with a girl with pregnancy hormones.�
Instantly my mood turned a little serious. �Sorry,� I said slowly while consciously raising my hand back up so that our arms were hooked together again.
We walked along in awkward silence for another minute before I spoke up. �Look, Paige, I�m really sorry about the way I�ve been acting for the last few weeks. I took advantage of you when you were at a really low point after Spring Break, and the last thing I want to do is lead you on.�
�You�re not leading me on,� she replied off-hand.
�I am. I was confused that first day and we had sex. Then there were the, ah, morning wakeups for another week. Everything stopped for a little while when I got depressed and all. But I know I�ve started flirting and teasing you again this past week. Like you said: it�s not fair to mess with you, pregnancy hormones or not.�
Paige sighed and squeezed my arm. �You�re not leading me on,� she repeated. ��Leading me on� would imply you haven�t made clear exactly what your position is on me; you have. I know that you love me and care about me; just not in a romantic way. I know that any sexual contact that happens between us is strictly physical. And I�ve accepted that no matter how much of a fantasy it may be to marry you and raise this child together, that�s not reality. I�m your friend. And while I�m still in love with you � and a part of me hopes beyond all hope that you�ll change your mind � I think I�ve realized that�s all I�ll ever be.�
Adrienne leaned forward to look around me, about as surprised by Paige�s declaration as I was. All three of us stopped and I let go of Adrienne to turn and take Paige�s hand.
�You serious, Red?� I asked hesitantly.
Paige took a deep breath and then exhaled slowly. She smiled up at me wanly and canted her head to the side. Then she nodded while answering, �Yeah...� She sounded like she was telling herself as much as she was telling us.
�That�s very ... mature ... of you,� I said slowly.
Paige shrugged and looked down, patting her belly. �Well, between this basketball on my belly and my parents, I�ve gotten a few shots of �the real world� injected into me. If going through all this doesn�t mature me, nothing will.�
�But why? If I was really in love, I�m not sure I could do the same thing.�
�Aren�t you?� Paige waved back toward Dawn�s and Ryan�s apartment. �You love her, don�t you? And you still picked Option One: you love her so much that you let her go. I�d just be a hypocrite if I gave you that advice and then didn�t take it myself.�
I shrugged.
�And look at you,� Paige waved. �It took some time but you�re moving on. You�ve been happy.�
�Don�t have much of a choice but to move on at this point,� I sighed. Then I smirked at Paige. �But of course, there�s that hope beyond all hope. I still love Dawn. I think I always have. And if she ever came back to me and told me she wanted to get back together, to find out what we could mean to each other again, I�d take her back in a heartbeat. Even after everything that�s gone down between us, I�d take her back. She�s my soulmate, you know?�
Paige sighed and looked down. �I know. That�s why�I�m�backing off. You could never love me the way I�d want you to until you got her out of your system.�
I pinched my lips, looked down, and nodded. Looking pensively back in the direction of the apartment, I took another deep breath and then finally brought my eyes down to Paige. �Well, I don�t mean to lead you on, but that may be sooner than you think.�
Paige seemed to brighten at that. She coyly reached out for my hands again. But just as her fingers closed around mine, Adrienne cleared her throat and stepped up, putting a hand on my shoulder. �I�m sorry to interrupt. But Ben, I think we need to talk.�
* * *
When we got back to the house, Adrienne quickly directed me toward my bedroom. Paige made to follow, but Adrienne stopped her with a hand and a sharp look. �I�m sorry, Red, but this is really private.�
Paige pouted for a moment, looking hurt that Adrienne was cockblocking (pussy-blocking?) her just when things were starting to look positive. But then Paige showed her developing maturity by accepting the situation, nodding, and then turning away. She headed into Adrienne�s bedroom, likely to change and take a shower. Most of her gear was in there since she�d been sleeping on Adrienne�s day bed the last couple of weeks instead of with me.
Adrienne then sat me down on my bed before grabbing my desk chair and pulling it up next to the bed. She leaned forward, planting her elbows on her knees while looking at me seriously. My eyes uncontrollably yo-yoed down to her cleavage spilling out of the scoop-neck top. She just waited until she had my focus again and then said seriously, �I told Dawn I wouldn�t tell you this. She asked me to�swear�not to. And while I didn�t�quite�swear, I didn�t say otherwise; so she could very likely get really,�really�pissed off at me for telling you this. But while she�s my friend, I�m on YOUR side, okay?�
I blinked a couple of times. Girls were pretty sensitive about betrayal and I felt my pulse quickening before Adrienne had even told me anything. I just nodded and motioned for her to continue.
She took a big deep breath and wrung her hands together. Then flicking her eyes up to me, Adrienne said plainly, �Dawn�s still in love with you.�
I blinked in surprise, not expecting her to say that. Then I furrowed my eyebrows and said, �Excuse me?�
Adrienne sighed and explained. �When she got back from Spring Break, Dawn was waiting here for you. She was going to ask you if you still loved her and wanted to give your relationship another chance. She was ready to break up with Ryan. She wanted YOU.�
I blinked rapidly. �Wait,�WHAT?�
Adrienne�s face softened and she bit her lip. �The timing just didn�t work out. You left straight for Cadence and she didn�t get the chance to tell you. Then when you came back, Paige was already here. And then the two of you fell asleep together and you two, ah, got busy...�
My mouth gaped open in horror as the day came back to me. I remembered the weird look in Dawn�s eyes after she told me about Bert and Robin breaking up. Then I remembered how she�d started to tell me something before Paige hopped out of the kitchen and into my lap.
I�d beaten myself up for missing other opportunities, but this one SUCKED. �Holy�shit...� I turned and groaned, my eyes wide. My hands went up to my head and I squeezed my brain like a lemon.�Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit!
�Ben, you�ve got to DO something.�
�Like what?� I felt moisture forming in my eyes. �Don�t you get it? I MISSED my opportunity. I used to think that fate would always bring us back together, but it looks like fate made sure we DIDN�T get back together.�
�Ben, seriously!� Adrienne admonished.
I took a deep breath and forced myself to be calm. �What can I do? She chose Ryan.�
�Because he�s safe. Because she�s scared of all your drama. But she still loves you. And you love her. And you two fucking BELONG together, okay?�
I frowned and stared away, trying to focus on something productive. But I ended up with my brain still spinning from the revelations Adrienne had just given me.
�It�s not too late,� Adrienne insisted. �She�s rebounding with Ryan just as much as you did with DJ after me. She�s latching onto him without understanding what she�s getting herself into. She still loves you. And you�ve got to get to her before she convinces herself otherwise.�
She loves me ... She still loves me ... She wanted me BACK ... Oh, I�ve been SUCH an idiot!�I stood up and took a deep breath. �Okay. I�m going over there.� I turned and started heading out.
�Whoa, whoa!� Adrienne grabbed my hand and pulled me back. �Right now?�
I blinked and set my jaw. �Yes, right now.�
�What? You�re going to crash their date? Don�t you think you should stop and think about this before you run off half-cocked?�
I looked Adrienne seriously and said, �You just told me that Dawn, MY Dawn, still loves me and wanted me back. You just said I had to get to her before she convinces herself otherwise. Well, maybe tonight is the night she convinces herself. And if I don�t get over there and crash their date, I may lose her forever.�
�Ben, we need to think about this and figure out what you need to do. At least wait a few�minutes. It�s already been weeks since she agreed to move in with him. I don�t think another few minutes will make or break this relationship.�
I squeezed Adrienne�s hand where she was still holding me back. �I need to go,� I intoned seriously. �I can�feel�it. The universe tells me that Dawn and I belong together, and that the time is NOW.�
�How can you know?�
I stared right at Adrienne, my adoptive sister, ex-girlfriend, and best friend right now. I put all the weight of conviction, desire, and true love into my gaze. And I told her,��I just know.�
My cell phone blared to life, and Adrienne�s eyes popped open WIDE as she recognized the ring tone. We both recognized it, having heard it so many times. It was my special ring tone for Dawn.
I pulled the phone out of my pocket, flipped it open, and thumbed a few buttons. I quickly scanned the screen and then turned the phone around to show it to Adrienne. Upon seeing it, she gasped and covered her gaping mouth with her right hand.
It was a text message from Dawn:�Ben, I NEED you. Come to the apartment. Hurry!

DAWN

�Don�t you think you should tell your parents by now?� Ryan asked after swallowing his most recent bite of steamed vegetables. He tried to look blas� about the whole thing, but there was a tension in his forearms as he cut off the next slice of steak from his plate.
I sighed. �I told you: I�m just waiting until we�ve got the location settled. Don�t worry, I�m still moving with you. It�s not like it�s going to be much different than me splitting an apartment with you here. They�re probably expecting you to live with me up here and commute to wherever, so it�s just a location change to them. Heck, Fremont is a lot closer to home.�
�So if it�s not a big deal, why won�t you tell them?�
I just sighed and shook my head, focusing on my meal. I didn�t want to argue with him on this point. I guess it was because I knew deep down that I hadn�t totally accepted the idea myself just yet. And once I told my parents, it would really be REAL. I�d be leaving Berkeley, leaving my friends...
... and leaving Ben.
This whole thing had just snowballed. One minute, I was in love with Ben and ready to ask him to take me back. The next, I was angry at him. And before I�d even realized it myself, I�d told Ryan I would move away with him.
It was all so much bigger than just moving to a different city. Everyone,�everyone, knew that this was a big commitment to Ryan. I thought he deserved it from me. But the more I thought about it, the more I kept wondering if I wasn�t making a mistake. Maybe Adrienne was right. Maybe I was overreacting.
But how could I take it back now?
I wouldn�t take it back. Ryan deserved this, deserved me. I appreciated him; I really did. And just like agreeing to move away with him was a sign of commitment, telling my�parents�that I was moving away would be a sign that I truly meant it.
Telling my parents, my sisters, and by extension Ben�s family, that I was moving away, would be announcing to all of them that Ben and I were done. Childhood best friends, and hopefully friends in the future, but nothing more.
I put my fork down and reached across the table, covering Ryan�s left hand with my right. He looked up at me, his sterling blue eyes shining. And I told him sincerely, �I�ll call them tomorrow.� I took a deep breath, looked him in the eye, and repeated, �I�ll call them tomorrow.�
Ryan cracked a wide smile, his handsome features softening to make him look a little bit more like a giddy boy who just found out he was getting a dirt-bike for Christmas. I smiled back and patted his hand, coming to terms with my decision.
Ryan would learn, with time, how to read me the way Ben could. Ryan would learn how to push my buttons. Ryan would love me just as much as Ben could if I he only had the opportunity. He certainly had the desire.
Moisture formed in my eyes as I rubbed his hand. And then softly I said, �Tell me how much I mean to you.�
He smiled and looked down for a brief moment. Summer, Autumn, Winter, and Spring, he would love me forever, if I only gave him that chance.
* * *
I slowly let myself fall back across the bed, my left arm over my naked breasts to cover them coyly while my right arm flung straight back, far enough that my hand bumped against the headboard.
Ryan, clad only in his boxer briefs, followed me up the bed. He paused to kiss my inner thigh, pecked my pussy right through my panties, and then moved up to my belly button. I stubbornly resisted when he tried to move my arm off my tits, giggling playfully. And then I finally pulled my left arm away and let my man slide further up to get at my globes of fun.
Surprisingly, he didn�t linger very long. One quick peck for each nipple and then he was up to my face, tilting his head and meeting me in a sweet kiss. Leveraging himself on his arms over me, he moved further up until his package was rubbing against my panty-clad crotch. His head was directly over me, so that my vision was filled with my man�s bulk so I could literally�feel�his masculine presence even though he was barely touching me. We kissed again, and then again, and then he pushed himself up over me, staring at me with a look of wonder in his eyes.
I batted my eyelashes coquettishly, encouraging him to take me a little more firmly, but he blinked and a new light came into his eyes. �Dawn, babe. I want to do something a little different.�
�Oh?�
He took a deep breath and looked away, but then came back to me with a new intensity in his gaze. �I want to tie you up.�
I arched an eyebrow and smirked, feeling a flush spread through my body. I normally wasn�t one for bondage, my only real experiences being on the dom side. But on this night, I was in a mood to give myself to my man. �Kinky,� I giggled.
He smiled upon getting the positive reaction, and I heard his breathing speed up as he continued. �I want to blindfold you. And then, I want you to talk me through everything. I want you to tell me what you want me to do. I want you to show me how to please you, all by touch. I�ll cover your eyes. Close your ears if you can. Just�feel�what I�m doing to you and tell me what you want. Your every greatest desire, Dawn, I want to give you. Ask me to do anything, even, ah ... well...� he stammered and trailed off. �Even the things you think I might not be comfortable with. For this night at least, I�ll do anything for you.�
Ryan spoke to me with such obvious sincerity and love that I couldn�t help but reach up and grab his head, pulling his face down to me so that we could kiss again. A shiver ran up my spine, followed by a tingle of happy pleasure. This could work. This could really work. Ryan could really make me happy forever.
We didn�t have any actual bondage gear. But I had a collection of handkerchiefs that I often used in my hair, farm-girl style. After retrieving those, Ryan proceeded to tie my wrists to the bars in the headboard. A dark blue handkerchief was double-folded and went over my eyes. And then Ryan stepped back from the bed to admire my almost naked body splayed out before him.
Like I said, I wasn�t normally one for bondage, but the moment had my skin tingling and my pussy wet. Just knowing that my big, strong man was lustfully staring at my nakedness sent a surge of energy through my limbs, and I deliberately jiggled my chest and raised my knees into the air while spreading my legs apart, inviting him to return to me.
The panties went first. I lifted my hips into the air to let him drag them off me and up my legs. Cool air met the moist heat emanating off my pussy, and I wriggled my hips in invitation to touch me. More than that, I wanted him to eat me. And then I wanted him to fuck the shit out of me.
�Tell me what you want, babe,� Ryan told me. �I�ll do anything for you.�
�Kiss me.�
He did.
�Suck my tits.�
He did.
�Play with my pussy.�
He did.
But simple directions weren�t what he wanted. His lips were against my ear soon enough, and he encouraged me, �More. Tell me softer. Tell me harder. Tell me in�detail�what you want me to do to you.�
I panted and nodded. It took me a few seconds to think and then I told him, �Kiss me again. Softly, rub your lips against mine from left to right. Softer ... softer ... mmm...� I sighed. �Rub your nose against mine, playfully, tenderly. And then flick your tongue against my teeth before pushing it into my mouth.�
It took a few seconds to get down, but Ryan was doing what I wanted. He was kissing me just right, and by the time his tongue pushed into my mouth, I was heating up with increasing passion, tugging my arms against the handkerchiefs. One of them even came loose � after all, it was just a handkerchief � but Ryan moved up and quickly re-tied me before coming back and kissing me once again.
I moaned into his mouth and he moaned while pressing his chest against mine. And then I told him to move lower. �Kiss your way down my neck, little butterfly kisses until you get to my breasts. Fondle them in your hands and run your thumbs against the crease below my breasts. I love that. They�re so sensitive. Mmm...� I moaned as he did as I asked.
�Suck them, gently. Swirl your tongue around my nipples and bare your teeth for just a brief moment. Oh ... A little more gently. Just a little ... Ah...�
For the next thirty minutes, Ryan took a Dawn-guided tour of my body. He kissed every square inch of me, ran his fingers along all those spots as well, and brought me to two painfully-stretched out but delicious orgasms. I felt like I was constantly telling him to push his finger a little deeper into my cunt, or nibble on my nipple just a little harder, or wrap his tongue around my clit and suck as hard as he possibly could. By the end of the half-hour, I was sweaty and soaked, gasping for air.
And I wanted to CUM.
The second of the two orgasms had happened almost fifteen minutes ago. Ryan had me primed but wouldn�t let me go over the edge, the one thing he refused me even though I was supposedly giving the orders. And just as I was FINALLY about to cum, he abruptly pulled away and said, �Gimme a minute.� And then before I realized it, he was sliding a vibrator into my pussy and thumbing it on.
I jerked when the buzzing hit me. Ryan knew where my stash of toys was, but we rarely added them to our lovemaking. My man was all I really wanted, given the choice, especially since the vibrator wasn�t nearly as big as his actual cock. The only thing it had going for it was that it could vibrate, but this close to orgasm, I desperately craved something more. And Ryan had the damn thing on its lowest setting, giving me a pleasant throb but nothing strong enough to push me over the edge.
So when I felt Ryan getting off the bed, I jerked my arm again to free myself from a handkerchief so that I could reach down and finish myself off.
�No, Dawn,� Ryan said sternly. �No hands.� He quickly re-tied me, and I whimpered while the buzzing sound in my pussy filled my ears.
He was actually gone for more than a minute. It might have been five. It might have been fifteen. All I know is that it felt like an eternity, blindfolded, my body SCREAMING with need while that fucking vibrator just kept humming inside my cunt, not letting me relax, but not letting me cum, either.
�Ryan...� I whimpered after a long while. �Please...�
�Just a minute, babe,� he replied in the distance.
I whimpered again, but then thankfully he climbed back onto the bed shortly after. His lips were on me and I kissed him with a fierce passion as I pleaded, �No more games. Blindfolded, not blindfolded, I don�t care anymore. I need you inside me, babe.�
�Soon, Dawn. Soon,� he rasped back at me. And then I felt his hand on the vibrator beneath me, slowly gliding it in and out.
�No ... I need YOU. I need a real, live COCK in me, baby...� I complained.
�Soon...� he replied.
I winced and turned my head to the side, focusing inward on the feeling of the vibrator sliding in and out of my body too slowly too get me off but with just a bit more intensity than it staying still. My breathing was shallow and I squirmed with my hips, trying to get even more sensations for my hyper-stimulated body. And that�s when I felt the new touch. A small probe, lubricated, touched against my asshole. I went rigidly still, concentrating on the feeling. And after the initial surprise, I consciously relaxed and let it in.
I was amazed that Ryan was doing this. He�d long been skittish about anything remotely resembling anal sex. I certainly couldn�t go anywhere near his asshole. He considered it �gay�, especially considering all the homosexual people around us here in Berkeley. Actually, he wasn�t really a fan of lesbians, either, which was why I hadn�t had a female lover in a long,�looong�time, not counting the one night with Adrienne after Spring Break.
Usually, Ryan also didn�t want to go near my asshole, and to feel what felt like his finger worming through my anus had me trembling with excitement. Even though he�d promised me he�d do�anything�tonight, I never really planned to ask him to do this.
�Ohmigawd, Ryan...� I cooed and felt the digit slide a little deeper. I knew it really was a finger this time, because I felt the rest of his hand cupping my asscheek while his other hand held my leg up to give him access.
�Do you remember the first time we had sex, Dawn?� He asked softly. �I remember like it was yesterday. Thanksgiving Weekend. My house. Stanford versus Notre Dame.�
�Mmm...� I moaned as Ryan slid his finger all the way into me and then resumed pumping the vibrator slowly in and out of my pussy.
�You fucked me. You fucked me and then let me cum in your mouth. It was the sexiest, most erotic moment of my life. And then immediately after, you got to live YOUR fantasy. Do you remember?�
I remembered. With Ryan�s finger in my ass and the vibrator humming in my pussy, I definitely remembered. But I didn�t answer. I waited for Ryan to say it.
�You fucked us both at the same time,� Ryan intoned hypnotically. �You pushed me onto the couch, sat on my dick, then reached back and spread your own asscheeks for him. Do it now. Do it again, Dawn.� He pulled away from me, freeing my hands, and then took hold of my hips, flipping me over onto all fours. He pulled me to the edge of the bed, squatting in a frog position, still blindfolded. Reaching down, he started pumping the vibrator in and out of my pussy again. And in that same hypnotic voice, he said, �Spread your cheeks baby.�
Groaning, I bent over and lay my cheek on the mattress. Quivering with need, my arms were shaking as I reached back and grabbed my buttcheeks with my hands and spread them wide. And then Ryan�s fingers were in my ass again, lubing me up, coating me and making me ready. I hadn�t felt a cock up my ass in YEARS, and only Ben�s dick had ever done it to me.
�For one night, you get to have us both,� Ryan said softly. �Imagine I�m in your pussy, babe. Imagine I�m sitting beneath you, back on the couch in my parents� house. You�re impaled on my prick, feeling it pulsing deep inside your loins as you anxiously await Ben�s cock up your ass. Because I won�t do it. You know I don�t like that. But for you, on this night, you can have Ben�s cock up your ass again.�
�Oh, gawd...� My mind was racing. Why was Ryan doing this? Was it the only way he could wrap his head around buttfucking me? Was it the only way he could feel like what he was doing wasn�t �gay�? That it wasn�t him doing it? That it was Ben? I closed my eyes and humped the vibrator, moving my whole body back and forth, feeling it burrowing into my pussy while still holding my buttcheeks open wide.
Ryan was silent for a minute while I processed all this, just holding the vibrator in position while I slowly rocked back and forth against it. But then he said firmly. �Ben�s here, babe.� And then he leaned down, husking into my ear, �Plead for Ben�s cock, babe. Say it. Ask him to fuck your ass.�
I hesitated for a few seconds, not really wanting to go there. Ryan recalling our first time together, culminating in my one and only ever double-penetration was one thing. Telling me, here and now, to plead for Ben was something else.
�Plead for him. Tell him you want him, babe. I know you do. I know you still think about it sometimes. Tell him to fuck your ass.�
�Fuck my ass, Ben,� I said softly. �Fill me up, baby.�
�Louder, babe.� I felt Ryan�s lubricated fingers trailing over my anus. He started moving the vibrator in my pussy again. He whispered into my ear again, �My cock�s in your cunt. You need one more. I need to hear it.�
�Fuck my ass, Ben,� I repeated, a little louder. �Please, Ben. Please? I want it.�
�Again, Dawn. Mean it. Tell him how long you�ve gone without getting sodomized. I don�t think he�s convinced to do it.�
�Please, Ben. I�ve missed you so much.� I lost myself to the fantasy. I swore I could actually feel Ben waiting just behind me while Ryan sat beneath me. Ryan was fucking me and I still spread my buttcheeks for Ben. �Please, Ben! I haven�t felt a cock in my ass since the last summer when we were together. That�s almost two years!�
�I don�t think he�s sure he can do this to you. He�s worried about upsetting me.�
�Ryan�s right here, Ben. He�s approving and he�s watching and I need your cock, Ben! We�ve done this before ... I NEED this. I NEED you. Please!�
�More Dawn. Tell him what you want, the same way you told me how to please you just a few minutes ago. Tell him, Dawn! Tell him!�
�Please, Ben! Please! Fuck my ass! Grab my hips and grip them tight! Use your hand to fist your dick and press it against my little rosebud! Hold me and yank me back against you! I surrender to you! Don�t you remember? Take me! I surrender to you! It�s yours!�I�M�yours! Take my asshole and fill me up! Hammer my poor body and� UGH!�
I grunted and was shoved forward against the mattress as I felt a cock roughly plunge through my gaping asshole. It only got a few inches before being stopped by my tightness. After all, I hadn�t had anything in there in a LONG time. It almost felt like the first time, back at camp when I was seventeen and Ben took my anal virginity.
�Oh, Ben!� I whimpered. �Take me! Take me!�
�Ugghhh!� he groaned. I swore it even sounded like Ben.
�Fuck me, Ben! This mouth! This cunt! This ass! They�re yours whenever you want them! FUCK! FUCK!�
�Oh, Dawn!� he grunted once his dick was fully imbedded deep inside my bowels.
�Again! Ben! Fuck me! Fuck my ass!� I screamed, now fully lost to the fantasy. I dreamed it was really Ben behind me, pumping his big, beautiful dick in and out of my tight asshole that hadn�t been stretched in almost two years. I imagined his turgid cock, throbbing and hot, battering aside my anal walls as he filled me up then retreated only to fill me up again.
Now, Ben,�I thought hard.�I�m so close. Squeeze my tits. Pinch my nipples. Do it! Now!
He did. I groaned gutturally as his strong hands clamped onto my swaying tits, squeezing them until his thumbs and forefingers worked up to my nipples and pinched them oh-so-perfectly, with just the right pressure.
Hold your cock at full depth and circle it around my walls to stretch me out. Do it! Now!
He slammed into me, his pelvis sealing tightly against my asscheeks, holding himself there and pivoting his hips to stretch me out even wider, letting me feel the filled sensation continue on and on and on. Oh, it was so perfect!
�Fuck me ... fuck me...� I grunted. My voice changed in pitch a bit. I was imagining Ryan beneath me, thrusting into my cunt, and I wanted�him�to fuck me harder. It didn�t make sense, because I knew there wasn�t really a person down there. But still I wanted more stimulation in my pussy to truly complete the double-penetration.
And then I felt it. Someone thumbed the vibrator to a higher setting, and even while Ben continued his short thrusts into my ass, he was also pumping the vibrator in and out of my cunt at the same time, pulling it out every now and again to let it pulse against my clit and send me into spastic shudders. Oh, how did he know? How could he make me feel so good? When I wanted it deeper in my cunt, he pivoted it and slammed it all the way into me.�How are you reading my mind?
�Oh, fuck,� I groaned. �You�re gonna make me cum! I�m gonna cum with your cock in my ass! Fuck me! Fuck me! Holy�SHIT!�
That last exclamation came when he pulled the vibrator out again and pressed it directly against my clit. Ben wrapped his left arm around my waist, pinning me against him while he made short, rapid thrusts through my sphincter, clearly close to blowing his lid as well. And my whole body went into uncontrollable spasms as a gloriously massive orgasm absolutely detonated inside of me.
�I�M CUMMING!� I howled. �I�M CUMMING!�
�ARRRGHHH!� Ben roared into my ear, the sound of his voice making me even more aroused and truly sending me into orgasmic orbit. He held out just long enough, continuing to pump me, stoking the flames of my orgasm higher and higher. And with perfect timing, right when I felt my orgasm waning I felt the first jets of spunk splattering against my insides, coating my bowels with creamy cum and giving me such blissful feelings that I promptly shuddered and came again.
�AAAAAAHHH!!!� I screamed.
�AAAAAAHHH!!!� Ben screamed.
And together we thrashed on the bed, me squirting out copious amounts of girlcum around the still buzzing vibrator in my cunt and Ben squirting out a gallon of sperm into the depths of my now lewdly-stretched asshole.
My legs had held on just long enough, but now they buckled and I collapsed flat on my belly.�Come with me, Ben,�I thought.�Come hold me, cuddle me, and smother me in your welcome weight.
He came with me, his chest pressing down against my naked back, his dick still lodged in my anus as it slowly deflated.�Come kiss-
Before I could finish the thought, his lips were at the back of my neck, tender and sweet.
Rub my arms-
He was already caressing my biceps.
Love me forever.
�I love you, my Dawn,� Ben husked right into my ear, his voice unmistakable.
My eyes went wide as I realized that this was no fantasy. It really WAS Ben on top of me with his cock in my ass.
�I�ve loved you always and I�ll love you forever,� he groaned sincerely. �I�m yours. I�ll always be yours. Please take me back.�

Chapter 22: The Text


BEN

FRIDAY, APRIL 16, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
I breathed shallowly while forcing myself not to panic. If Dawn was in trouble, she would have either said so in her text, or the text itself would have been much shorter. Still, she said to hurry so I was walking pretty fast. Dawn�s apartment was only a couple of blocks away and it didn�t take me long to get there.
I was about to knock when I realized the front door was cracked open just a bit. The sense of panic set in again. Something was off, and very cautiously I pushed open the door and went inside, trying to be as quiet as possible like in the movies.
The living room lights were on. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary. But a very obvious moan fluttered out from the direction of the bedroom. I knew the moan instantly. It was Dawn; and she was sexually aroused.
What the fuck was going on?
Walking slowly, I headed across the living room and over to the bedroom. And once I saw inside, I came to a dead stop in utter shock. Dawn was kneeling on the bed, face down on the mattress with her hands reaching back to spread her own asscheeks wide. I could see her pretty pussy and winking rosebud even from here. I started to gasp but Ryan saw me and held a finger to his lips, directing me to remain silent. I don�t know why, but I obeyed and stifled myself. Clearly, he�d been expecting me.
With a smile at me, he told Dawn, �Ben�s here, babe.� And then he leaned forward and whispered something into her ear.
A moment later, she said softly, �Fuck my ass, Ben. Fill me up, baby.�
�Louder, babe.� Ryan directed. His fingers were coated with Astroglide and he trailed them over her dilating anus. His left hand took hold of a thin vibrator already lodged in Dawn�s pussy, and pumped it slowly.
Good freaking lord Dawn looked hot. Her skin glowed and glistened with sweat. Her every breath was an arousing pant. And the pure majesty of her naked body would have gotten a dead man hard.
�Fuck my ass, Ben,� Dawn repeated, a little louder. �Please, Ben. Please? I want it.�
Only now did I realize that she was blindfolded and still holding herself open for me. This whole thing was set up to get me to fuck her, but was it a test? Was she serious? Was RYAN serious?
�Again, Dawn,� Ryan encouraged. �Mean it. Tell him how long you�ve gone without getting sodomized. I don�t think he�s convinced to do it.�
�Please, Ben. I�ve missed you so much,� Dawn whimpered, clearly lost to her pleasure and�craving�the sexual contact. I knew the tone in her voice. Dawn wanted to CUM. She hadn�t cum yet for some reason and she was waiting for me. Ryan waved me forward, and despite all my hesitations, I stared at her naked body and involuntarily began walking forward. My dick was throbbing in my jeans, straining to get out as I remembered her text saying:�I NEED you.
�Please, Ben! I haven�t felt a cock in my ass since the last summer when we were together. That�s almost two years!�
I gritted my teeth, torn with indecision. I wanted to do this. DAWN wanted me to do this. But could I do it in front of Ryan? I looked at him, concern etched across my face.
�I don�t think he�s sure he can do this to you,� Ryan intoned, staring right at me. �He�s worried about upsetting me.�
�Ryan�s right here, Ben,� Dawn pleaded. �He�s approving and he�s watching and I need your cock, Ben! We�ve done this before ... I NEED this. I NEED you. Please!�
Oh, freaking GAWD. I loved her. I�d always loved her. It could never just be casual sex between us, and I had no idea why Ryan and Dawn were setting this up, but I just couldn�t resist. Dawn wanted to be fucked.�I�wanted to fuck her. We�d both wanted this since Robin�s Swingers Party. We�d stopped ourselves from crossing this line back then, but with her naked and needy and HOLDING HER OWN FUCKING ASSCHEEKS OPEN FOR ME, I realized then that nothing was going to stop us tonight.
�More Dawn,� Ryan growled. �Tell him what you want, the same way you told me how to please you just a few minutes ago. Tell him, Dawn! Tell him!�
�Please, Ben! Please! Fuck my ass! Grab my hips and grip them tight! Use your hand to fist your dick and press it against my little rosebud! Hold me and yank me back against you! I surrender to you! Don�t you remember? Take me! I surrender to you! It�s yours!�I�M�yours! Take my asshole and fill me up! Hammer my poor body and� UGH!�
I don�t have any clue when I dropped my pants and freed my cock. I don�t remember how I got from five feet away to standing right behind Dawn�s perfect ass. All I really know is that at some point, I�d caved to my desire and slammed my cock into the greatest love of my life.
I wish I could remember more of what followed. It was Dawn�s and my reunion fuck in a way, the first time our hips were joined together so intimately in almost two years, an eternity for the both of us. But I was too caught up in the moment to really form lasting memories. All I really have are snippets of pleasure.
I remember holding and squeezing Dawn�s tits while grinding my cock at full depth inside her bowels.
I remember reaching around to pump the vibrator in and out of Dawn�s cunt, flipping it to the highest setting along the way.
And I remember wrapping my left arm around Dawn�s waist, holding her in position for me to pump my way through her stretched backdoor while she screamed at the top of her lungs, �I�M CUMMING!�
It was all automatic. My brain was turned off and I simply fucked her on instinct. But somehow, Dawn and I moved so well together that our orgasms were perfectly timed. I filled her rectum with spunk just seconds after she started her detonation, spurring her into an aftershock orgasm as well.
And in the end, I collapsed right on top of her, kissing and rubbing and caressing while I told her how I felt from the bottom of my heart. �I love you, my Dawn. I�ve loved you always and I�ll love you forever.� I took a deep breath, and then told her what I truly wanted to say. �I�m yours. I�ll always be yours. Please take me back.�
Dawn tensed up for a moment, and then spun around, dislodging my prick from her asshole as she ripped the blindfold off her face and looked at me in utter and complete shock. �Ben!� she exclaimed.
I blinked. Who�else�did she think was buttfucking her? �Uh,�yeah...�
�Ohmigod!� Her eyes lit up and she wrapped her arms around me, hugging me tightly to her and pressing her nose deep into the crook of my neck. �What are you doing here?�
I blinked rapidly again. Was she serious? �Uh, you texted me to come over,� I stammered.
Dawn frowned and said, �I didn�t text ... Ryan!� Her eyes went wide and she darted her head around the room. Ryan was gone. He was nowhere in sight. Without another word, she slipped off the bed and hurried naked to the doorway, looking around the apartment living room and finding it empty as well. Then she darted to the bathroom and the spare bedroom. And finally she went over to the front door, just as I was following her out from the bedroom.
There was a note on the front door and Dawn raced over, snatched it in her hand, and brought it back over to me. I looked over her shoulder and silently read:
Dawn �
I wish I didn�t have to be this drastic, but I just HAVE to know. I love you, but I can never truly be comfortable until I know how you really feel about Ben. I want to believe that you�d be happy with me forever, but I just see too much between the two of you. So I�m going home to Hayward tonight. I�m going to spend the night with my family and talk to my mom about us. And I�m expecting that you�ll stay in the apartment with Ben tonight. I realize that you two might talk each other into staying away from each other out of concern for me, but I assure you that what I really want is for you two to spend the night together. To help illustrate that point, I rigged the front door to be locked from both sides, so you can�t get out. You�re also on the second floor, so I wouldn�t recommend going out a window. Of course, I know Ben�s pretty handy so he could probably undo the lock before I get back, but I�m hoping he won�t. Spend the night together. Talk things out. Because if we really have a future together, you�ll have to get over Ben, first.
�Ryan
P.S. I�ll be back at 10am.

Dawn finished right around the same time I did. And at the exact same time, we turned to look at each other and remarked, �Now what?�
* * *
Both of us needed to come to grips with what had just happened. But I didn�t want to leave and thankfully, Dawn didn�t ask me to. By agreement, we took separate showers to get cleaned up. And when I emerged from the bathroom, Dawn had already changed into a comfortable pair of pajamas.
We found Dawn�s cell phone on the coffee table and then settled onto the couch together, a couple of feet between us. I sat straight, leaning against the backrest with my feet on the coffee table. Dawn sat sideways so that she could face me, her left leg tucked beneath her. Neither of us spoke for the first couple of minutes.
�You didn�t know I was coming, did you?� I finally asked softly.
Dawn closed her eyes and shook her head.
Furrowing my eyebrows, I asked, �So why were you pleading, using MY name, to fuck you?�
Dawn bit her lip and wrung her hands together. �It was a fantasy Ryan cooked up. He had me reliving the first time HE had sex with me, when the two of you double-teamed me at his parents� house.�
I grimaced and nodded. �Is fantasizing about me something the two of you do a lot?�
Dawn snorted and rolled her eyes, staring away. �No.�
I felt guilty, as if I�d taken Dawn against her will. The fact was, she didn�t know I�d actually be fucking her. She�d probably thought it was Ryan. And no matter what the situation or confusion or whatever, I still knew that my dick had entered her body � her�asshole�even � without her express permission for me to do so. �Dawn, I�m so sorry. I didn�t know that you didn�t know it was me. I feel like I...�raped�you or something.�
She frowned and looked right at me. �What? No! You didn�t rape me!�
I blinked. �You�re not upset that I just buttfucked you without you even knowing it was me?�
�Absolutely not. Whether I realized it was you or not, I WANTED it to happen. You didn�t rape me. If I had known you were really there, I would have been pleading just as hard. I wanted you. I�ve always wanted you.� Her face softened and she reached out to me, taking my hand in hers. �I know this isn�t what we�d talked about, but I�ve wanted to feel this with you for a long time.�
�What?�
�Us. You and me. Nothing between us anymore.� Dawn leaned forward, the loose neck of her pajama top hanging down to give me a glimpse of her cleavage as she crawled onto the couch and moved toward me.
�Dawn,� I sighed. �There are a lot of things between us.�
�Not right now. Not this moment,� she insisted, now on all fours on top of the seat cushions with her face just inches away from mine. �Look at me, Ben.�Look at me.�
I looked at her. She still had the most beautiful face I�d ever seen, the face of an angel. Her crystal clear blue eyes sparkled as she stared at me. A smile tugged at the corners of her lips. And she whispered, �Nothing between us. Nothing separating us. Just you ... and me...� And then she kissed me.
My brain erupted in a volcanic explosion. I�d almost forgotten what Dawn�s kiss could do to me. Every neuron in my brain felt like it fired off at the same time. And a bolt of lightning crackled up and down my spine.
But once the initial shock wore off, my conscience reared its ugly head again and I pulled away, �Dawn-Dawn-Dawn...� I patted her arms to keep her at bay. �What about Ryan?�
�This isn�t about Ryan. Ryan�s gone for the night. This is just you and me.�
�But, but...� I stammered before Dawn cut me off by bringing a finger to my lips.
�Dammit, Ben! Stop thinking so damn much!� Dawn growled. �Ryan locked us in here until tomorrow morning. Ryan set you up to fuck me in the ass! Ryan sent me up to camp two years ago knowing you and I were going to fuck each other�s brains out! He can handle one night! And this isn�t about Ryan!�
I let my eyes soften and open up as big as they could get, my own version of my little sisters� puppy-dog eyes. And staring straight at Dawn, I said softly, �No, it�s about�us. I meant what I said before: I love you. I want to love you forever. I want you back, and I NEED to know if you want�me, too.�
I missed her. I missed Dawn. Everything in my life had made sense and just felt so ... perfect ... when we were together; when we were in love. I wanted that feeling back. And if it meant I had to give up Adrienne and Paige and all the Tri-Delts, then I would do it in a heartbeat.
But a relationship takes two. Dawn blinked and stared back at me, a riot of emotions behind her eyes: love and longing for me, fear of change, raw lust, and anxiousness for the future. These were all things I sensed through our connection, but I had no clue as to what decisions she was making.
She didn�t decide right now. Brushing her thumb along my cheek, she leaned in and kissed me tenderly. Then she pulled back and stared deeply into my eyes. And she said, �Let me just enjoy tonight, okay? Then ask me again in the morning.�
* * *
It was a bittersweet night for me. It was sweet because it was Dawn. We made love like we�d never been apart, sensing each other�s moods and desires before we even had a chance to voice them. The passion was intense. The pleasure unimaginable. And it was both nostalgic and erotic to hear Dawn murmur �That�s two� when she felt my cum splashing into her pussy, and then �That�s three� after swallowing my last load of the night.
But it was also bitter because I didn�t know what was going to happen in the morning. For one night, Dawn was throwing her cares and caution to the wind and pulling me along with her. We were two hot, horny youngsters who existed in our own little world for a couple of hours. It was like we were sixteen again, alone in our special clearing with the rest of reality left far, far behind.
But come morning, I didn�t know whether Dawn would return my desire to get back together. And not knowing tinged everything we did together with a bleakness that made me wonder if we�d ever be this intimate again.
Was this night just the first in rediscovering the greatest love of our lives?
Or was this night just one final fling before Dawn followed through on her commitment to Ryan and left me in her past?
I was glad that Dawn didn�t want to keep fucking until we�d thoroughly exhausted ourselves. If we had, I might have believed she was getting as much as she could get before the clock chimed and Cinderella�s carriage turned back into a pumpkin.
As it was, we made love until we were both happy and then fell asleep cuddled in each other�s arms. I drifted away into dreamland hoping that meant she knew we had all the time in the world to resume. I thought that meant she was going to break up with Ryan and get back together with me in the morning.
I thought wrong.
SATURDAY, APRIL 17, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�I need to think about this.�
It was nearing 10am, and fully dressed, Dawn and I were sitting on the sofa. In another few minutes, Ryan would return and our fantasy night would be over. I had hoped we would be reunited, and together tell Ryan that Dawn was breaking up with him. But clearly I underestimated the strength of their relationship.
�What�s there to think about?� I complained. �I love you. You love me. We�belong�together, Dawn.�
�Says who? Our parents?�
�US,� I said emphatically. �You and me. Can you really tell me you�ve ever felt as in tune with Ryan as you did with me last night? Can you really tell me he�s ever made you feel like I did last night?�
�That�s sex,� Dawn shook her head. �Sex was never our problem. And you have an unfair advantage in that department over every guy I�ve ever known.�
I canted my head and implored her to understand. �It�s more than sex and you know it.�You�told me that satisfaction for a girl was more about the connection than about orgasms. Last night was really something special.�
She sighed. �Last night doesn�t erase the reasons why I chose Ryan in the first place. He�s stable. He takes care of me. I�m not sure I�m ready to throw all that away.�
�Not even for me? C�mon, Dawn. Don�t you feel it? We need to be around each other like we need air to breathe. Our bodies scream to be with each other, as if our pheromones are specially-designed. The mere thought of you moving away again was enough to put me into a deep depression two weeks ago, and having you this close to me again is driving me CRAZY. C�mon. I thought this was supposed to be our chance to be together again? No longer 500 miles apart. No longer apart, period. You and me ... Ben and Dawn ... forever.�
�It was a dream.�
�Not a dream; it�s our�future. Look, I know we got things really complicated with Adrienne and Ryan. And I know I was messed up after breaking up with Adrienne. But this is what we always wanted, wasn�t it? I know it took me a while to come back to you, but I�m coming back to you now. Isn�t that what YOU always wanted?�
�Ben...�
�You promised me you�d wait for me. That last night at camp, you surrendered to me. You told me you were already mine.�
She sighed and put her head down. �I was young. And I was in love.�
�And now?�
�Now? I�m just not sure anymore.�
A noise at the door interrupted me from saying anything further. It was Ryan, working at undoing whatever he�d done to jerry-rig the lock.
It was over. The carriage was really turning back into a pumpkin. I sighed and looked back at Dawn, who simply stared at me apologetically. �I just need some time, okay?�
What choice did I have? I let out a long exhalation. And then I nodded my understanding.
* * *
Being girls, Adrienne and Paige started pestering me for details the instant I walked through the door. And even though I was usually a very open and sharing kind of guy with the girls close to me, today I was just a plain �guy�, not really giving anything away. I explained that yes, Dawn and I spent the night together. No, we weren�t back together. And I didn�t give them any more details beyond that.
I didn�t tell them about Ryan setting us up or locking us in the apartment. And I didn�t explain what was going to happen in the future. How could I when�I�didn�t have a clue?
Adrienne took the hint that I wasn�t ready to talk just yet. Paige was a little bit more annoying, but eventually she left me alone. I simply took a shower and changed into fresh clothes. And then not wanting to deal with more questions, I left the house to go for a walk.
There are really only two things you can do when killing time by walking: either cruise around the campus, admiring the architecture and greenscapes; or go window shopping down Telegraph or College or some other trinket shopping areas.
I�m not sure why I decided to go window shopping. Maybe it was because I didn�t feel like being around the campus, seeing the other students and potentially the happy couples walking around the greenery on a Saturday. The campus would certainly be the prettier place to kill some time and lose oneself in thought.
But I ended up on Telegraph, moving in and out of random shops. I would pick up a couple of books in a bookstore, flip through the pages without really reading them, and then put the book back. I would scan through some clothing at a boutique, idly wondering if a particular shirt was more something Adrienne might pick out for me or something Dawn would appreciate better. I didn�t have any real purpose. I was just stalling for time, trying to keep myself marginally occupied until Dawn figured out what she wanted to do. Or maybe I was hoping some brilliant flash of insight would hit me and tell me what to do.
But nothing concrete came to mind, at least nothing serious. One idea was to challenge Ryan to a fight to the death with the winner getting to keep Dawn. Another idea was simply to show up and demand that she choose him or me, threatening to walk away from her forever.
Or maybe I just had to give her the time she needed. I knew Dawn and I knew she wasn�t one to be easily swayed by others. When she made up her own mind, she made up her own mind. Now that she knew I wanted her back and was ready to be with her again, I could only hope that she would choose me on her own.
But was I already too late? They say you don�t know what you�ve got until it�s gone. I hadn�t realized how much I took for granted that Dawn would wait for me forever. And now that I didn�t have that certainty anymore, I desperately wished I could have come to this realization long ago. And it was depressing to think that I may have missed out on the greatest love of my life.
I happened to be in a hippie store when that particular depressing thought struck me. I closed my eyes and tried to will away the negative thoughts; but the harder I tried, the more they stuck with me. When I opened my eyes again, I looked around at all the drug paraphernalia on the walls, and the idea of dulling my brain with some illegal narcotics sounded really, really good to me.
�Prince Charming? Never thought I�d see you in a place like this.�
The voice was familiar. I stood up straight and turned around to see Carter Sheridan grinning at me while holding an expensive-looking, elaborate hookah. �Carter?�
�Wow, man. You look like shit,� he smiled while reaching a hand out to shake. �Girl problems?�
I shook his hand and shrugged. �Something like that.�
�Sleeping Beauty giving you a hard time?�
I chuckled at Carter�s continued use of our Halloween character names. Thinking back to that party so long ago, I shook my head and replied, �Cinderella, actually.�
He gave me a quizzical look. �Sleeping Beauty know about you and Cinderella?�
I laughed and waved him off. �Yes, yes. It�s ... well, it�s complicated.�
�I�ll bet. You know it�s funny I�ve run into you. Elyse was asking me about you guys the other day.�
�Really?�
Carter nodded and shot me a disappointed look. �You never showed when we invited you to my party last November.�
I winced. �Sorry, man. Uh, had another girl-conflict.�
�Cinderella?� he asked with raised eyebrows.
I blushed and looked down, thinking of DJ. �Ah, Cinderella�s little sister, actually.�
Carter whistled. �Man, you do get around, don�t you?�
I shrugged. �It�s��
�Complicated,� he finished for me. �I�m getting the impression there isn�t very much that�s simple in your life.�
I held up my hands. �What can I say?�
Carter chuckled and shook his head. �Well, if your life isn�t so complicated that you�re busy tonight, why don�t you come up to my place? We�re having a little get together and someone with as ... complicated ... a life as yours would fit right in.�
There was something else in the way Carter said that I would �fit right in�, and I arched an eyebrow. My curiosity piqued, I thought about it and answered, �Sounds interesting. When and where?�
Carter put the hookah down and whipped out a Blackberry. �What�s your number?�
I gave it to him and a second later, I got a text message with the address and time. I nodded a confirmation.
�You gonna flake on me this time?� he asked with a grin.
I shook my head. �Naw, man.�
He nodded. �And bring Sleeping Beauty. I�m sure Elyse would love to catch up with her. Or Cinderella ... or her little sister ... or whoever...� Carter couldn�t help but start laughing as he kept going. But then with a serious look, he stood up and clapped my shoulder. �Or just come alone.� His eyebrows made clear that this might be the best option for me. �Believe me, I�m sure you�ll find plenty to keep you entertained. Why bring sand to the beach, right?�
With a head nod, Carter picked up his hookah and walked past me to pay for it, then headed out the front door. I just stayed back, looking around, wondering what crazy turns my life would take next.
* * *
As it turned out, my best option for a wingman to Carter�s party was Bert Kim. My first choice would have been Adrienne, but she had already planned to go schmooze at some modeling shindig in San Francisco. And pregnant Paige had no interest in going out socially. But Bert was single and still looking to stretch his wings socially; and he happened to be available tonight.
Bert drove up from his home and picked me up for the short drive into the hills southeast of the campus. It was a longer drive up Claremont than I�d expected, winding our way around smaller streets until coming to the address. The place was hard to miss, a relatively isolated mansion with a dozen cars already parked in the driveway and along the curbs nearby. Bert parallel parked and then we got out, looking down the mountain at the city lights of Berkeley spread out below.
Somewhere out there was Dawn�s apartment. I wondered what she was doing right now. I wondered what she was thinking. She hadn�t called me all day, and the longer I didn�t hear from her, the more I started to believe she was permanently choosing Ryan over me. And I wasn�t quite sure how to take that.
Dawn was the reason I was up here. Yeah, Carter invited me and it seemed likely that Elyse would be here. But neither of them were my friends and I certainly had no idea who else would be around. Like the aimless window-shopping, I only hoped to distract myself long enough to ride out whatever was to come. Whether Dawn wanted to get back together with me or not didn�t really matter. I just wanted to survive this limbo before the decision. Once she made her choice, I could then move forward and deal with the consequences.
�You ready for this?� I arched an eyebrow at Bert across the car when we got out.
�Locked and loaded.� He grinned.
�Does that mean what I think it means?�
Bert flashed me another smile and circled around the car, strutting with all the confidence of a preening rooster.
I chuckled to myself and shook my head. Ever since the night of the Swingers Party, Bert had been a changed man. It may have been a one-time thing between friends, but apparently nailing girls as hot as Dawn and Gwen and still surviving did wonders for a guy�s self-confidence.
Then I remembered that�I�d�nailed them both too, and taking a deep breath, I let my own self-confidence shine through as I followed after Bert and headed for the house.
The front door was open when we arrived and stepped inside. The house was quite large, maybe not as big as Mizuho�s dad�s mansion on the Newport Coast, but it was still pretty damn big. People were out in the backyard, where an infinity pool built on a massive redwood platform looked like it dropped right off the cliff to the city below.
It was a very low-key party. Nobody was dancing, nor was there any dance music. Down tempo beats throbbed in the background while people clustered together in conversational groups. To my surprise and pleasure, there was a very high female-to-male ratio around, about 3-to-1. It was something I was familiar with after all the time spent at my own house stocked with Dayna�s and Brandi�s hot friends. But even with that history, I was amazed at the sheer beauty of many of these girls. Carter certainly had a lot of hot friends, many of whom would have looked right at home at some glitzy, celebrity-tabloid bash hosted by Paris Hilton. Still, I realized that I didn�t recognize anyone, and neither did Bert. And feeling just a little bit out of place, we started cruising around looking for a familiar face.
Fortunately, Carter found me. �Prince Charming! You made it!� He appeared out of nowhere and clapped me on my back. Standing about three inches taller than me, the guy was dressed as if he was heading out to a nightclub, wearing slacks, a tailored shirt, expensive �bling�, and a Rolex watch. His dark hair was messy and he carried himself with the comfortable ease of someone who knew�exactly�what was going on in his life.
Without missing a beat he turned to my companion and offered a hand. �Carter Sheridan. Welcome to my house.�
�Bert Kim,� Bert shook his hand. �Nice digs.�
Carter waved him off. �This is nothing. You should see my parents� place.�
Bert shrugged and we both looked at Carter. Almost smugly, our host scanned around us, his eyes lighting up as he looked over at the beautiful young women wearing flattering cocktail dresses around us. Bert and I automatically found ourselves doing the same. And along the way, I realized that they were a bit older than the girls I usually hung out with, although I did identify some that seemed college-aged.
A moment later, Carter leaned in conspiratorially and dropped his voice. �Let me introduce you. But first thing, I usually don�t hang out with anyone younger than me. Some of these people are old friends and I don�t want to ruin my rep. So if anybody asks, you guys are Seniors, like me. Capisce?�
Bert shrugged. I frowned.
Carter took one look at me. �Come on. Little white lie never hurt anyone.�
�Sure.� I shrugged. �No big deal.�
Carter clapped my shoulder and then turned us toward a group of six girls. �Let�s go.�
All conversation dropped as Carter approached with us in tow. The girls in question smiled and fawned over him as if he were a rock star. A bold one even reached out and pulled him into her lap, causing him to chuckle and her to giggle flirtatiously. It was at that point that I noticed the six girls were sitting on contemporary-style chairs and chaises around a table on which an elaborate hookah was placed. And a second later I realized that I recognized the hookah. �Is that... ?� I began, pointing.
�Yep. Same one I picked up this morning,� Carter replied while nodding to me. �Gentlemen, allow me to introduce Zo�, Beth, Jillian, Tasha, Nikki, and Madison. Ladies, I�d like you to meet Prince Charming. He�s a special friend of mine.�
�Prince Charming?� Jillian, a very sexy girl with dark eyes and dyed-platinum blonde hair asked seductively.
�Well, you can call him �Ben�,� Carter shrugged. �And the handsome devil in the red shirt is Bert.�
�Bert and Ben,� Nikki, a pretty redhead mused. She giggled as if our names were the funniest thing she�d heard in a long time.
�Well I like �Prince Charming� better,� the platinum-blonde replied and grinned at me salaciously, leaning forward subtly to thrust her big bosoms over her low-cut top.
�You be careful around Jillian,� Carter warned as he reached over and patted the blonde�s knee. �She�ll eat you alive.� He grinned. �But then again, I think that�s exactly why I brought you here. You dig blondes, right?�
I smiled and gave myself plenty of eye contact with Jillian. But I diplomatically replied, �I dig all kinds.�
�So does Carter,� blonde Tasha giggled and patted Carter�s leg while he sat in her lap. �Of course, the�brunettes�have most of the fun.� She reached out and slapped Madison�s leg.
As if on cue, Madison grabbed the business end of the hookah and proffered it over to Carter. �Want a hit?�
�Sure thing.� Carter leaned forward and sucked on the pipe. From the way he closed his eyes and savored the sensations, I got the impression he was using some really good herbs ... or it wasn�t tobacco in there.
He head nodded to me next. �Charming?�
In my current mood, I figured �What the heck?� Besides, I didn�t want to let down my host. So I took a hit and soon my lungs were filled with the half-remembered taste of marijuana. I hadn�t smoked pot since that Spring Break at Candy�s La Jolla house three years ago, but the familiar flavor came back to me all the same.
I passed off the hookah to Bert, who looked at it nervously before steeling himself and moving forward purposefully. Jillian, the hot blonde scooted to the side of her armless chair, patting the empty space in invitation to me.
Still figuring, �What the heck?�, I took the spot and immediately felt the pleasant presence of a beautiful girl moving her body against mine. And as the mind-altering drugs went to work in my bloodstream, I decided to kick back and just let the world float away.
* * *
�Mmm...�
�Nnnghhh...�
Youuuuu ... are my Angelll...
Massive Attack�s �Angel� thudded quietly, but inexorably, in the background, seeming to grab hold of my heartbeat and make it pulse along with its measured � but purposeful � bass beats.
I was high. I wasn�t exactly sure how much time had passed; it felt like days although it couldn�t have been nearly that long. I was sure that an extremely attractive hot blonde with big tits was rubbing herself against me, nuzzling herself against the crook of my neck and fondling my crotch.
The tits were fake. I knew that from the feel of them beneath my hands. Actually, a lot of things about Jillian were fake. Her platinum hair was a dye-job. Her eyelashes were too long to be real. The nose I wasn�t sure about, but her lips definitely had the consistency of Botox. But you know what? I didn�t care. Maybe it was because I was high. Maybe not. Guys just like beauty, and sometimes we really don�t give a shit how that beauty is obtained.
Her fingers were real enough, and they traced lightly over the scar on my left cheek. �I�ll bet this has a story,� she purred.
Feeling good, I just shrugged and explained, �Bullet.�
�Bullet?� Jillian pulled her head back sharply. �You got shot?�
�Mmm-hmm,� I hummed, languorously letting my head loll back. �Defending the woman I loved.�
�No shit!�
I shook my head, momentarily thinking of Adrienne. �No shit.�
Jillian quivered as if she�d had an orgasm right then and there. �Oh, I have GOT to fuck you tonight.�
�Wha�?� I picked my head up, not expecting that kind of statement to come so blatantly from the busty platinum blonde.
Jillian just giggled, shaking her body flirtily and bending over to show me her tits while standing up. �I�ll be right back,� she purred into my ear and then turned around.
�Where do you keep going?� I pouted playfully as I stared at her perfectly formed ass. I was already fantasizing about fucking the skinny bitch up her anal chute.
She giggled and then wiggled her butt at me, barely covered by her mini-dress. �Just freshening up.� And then she sashayed away, walking like a runway model.
I grinned and then sat back, thinking about fucking her ass again. It seemed likely both from her comments and behavior. Plus, I didn�t know exactly what Jillian was doing to freshen up, but every time she came back she was�wired�with more energy, and a lot more physically aggressive with me. And it wasn�t from the pot, as she wasn�t smoking from the hookah at all. I got the distinct impression that whatever she was on, it was a lot stronger than marijuana.
I realized then that I needed to pee. I glanced at Bert, just checking to make sure he was okay. My good friend currently had redheaded Nikki straddling his lap with her tongue buried in his throat while Ukrainian-blonde Tasha was nibbling his ear. Yeah, Bert was doing just fine.
Then I got up and headed around, looking for the bathroom.
In a pot-induced stupor, I got a little lost before finally finding an open door with a gleaming porcelain toilet on the other side. I did my thing and then carefully wiped myself up. I might be using my penis later and wanted to be clean out of courtesy. And then I promptly got a little lost on the way back. I found myself in a hallway, looking left and right and not sure which way to go when Carter himself turned the corner and smiled at me. �You okay, Prince Charming?�
I shrugged and grinned, perhaps a little too widely. �I�m perrrfect, man,� I slurred. The euphoria of my high was dying down to leave nothing but the mellowness. Time for another hit.
Carter clapped me on the arm and looked like he was going to say something, but I beat him to it by arching an eyebrow and asking, �Hey, where�s Elyse? I feel bad stopping by this party and not saying �hi�.�
Carter looked at me seriously for a second before folding his arms across his chest and asking, �Just how well do you know Elyse?�
I shrugged. �Went to school together.�
�I know that. What I meant was: Did you know her? Or did you�know�her?�
I chuckled and thought back to the Spring Break in La Jolla. With a sly smile, I grinned. �Well, I guess you could say I�knew�her. We partied together a bit.�
Carter chuckled right along with me and nodded. Then he clapped my back and turned me around. �Come on. I�ll show her to you.�
We walked down the hallway and to a set of stairs, leading down to a lower level. But even though we�d gone down one floor, we still had a view over the city as this end of the house dropped over the side of the hill. And with another turn, Carter winked at me and led me into a darkened room. But even though the room�s lights were off, a gigantic window was cut into a side wall, giving us a perfect view into the adjoining bedroom that was well-lit. And my jaw dropped as I looked through the window and realized who was on the other side.
Elyse Laughton, ex-Cheerleading Captain and ex-hottest babe of my old High School, was buck naked on a King-sized bed save for a studded leather collar around her neck. Her eyes were unnaturally twitchy, making me think she was on some sort of drug. In this house, I wouldn�t be surprised. Her natural D-cups were still buoyant and firm, sagging to the sides while she lay back across the bed. The hard pink nipples were prominent, making MY mouth water as I looked at them. She seemed skinnier than she used to be, her flat abs obvious but so were some of her ribs. Her bare-shaven pussy was glistening with moisture. Her creamy white skin already was covered by a fine sheen of sweat. And she was panting and licking her lips in obvious sexual arousal.
I was silent as I stared at her naked body, Big Ben screaming to climb out of my shorts. I wondered what was going on, but Carter was just staring intently as well, obviously waiting for something. So I kept quiet and waited, too.
A minute later, the door to the hallway opened and three well-built guys walked in, all looking to be in their late 20s. Carter was sitting at a desk before the big window. As the three guys started disrobing, his breath started speeding up and a little grin spread across his face.
But Elyse wasn�t smiling. She whimpered and then turned to look at us through the window. Well, she didn�t quite stare straight at us; I got the impression the window was mirrored on the other side. But she complained, �Carter, three? You said I�d only have to do�two!�
He reached forward and hit a button, speaking into a microphone on the table in front of him that I didn�t realize was there. �You want another bump for the rest of your life? It�s gonna be three tonight, sugar.�
Then Carter grinned and turned back to me. With the microphone off, he added, �I could make it four, if you�re up to it.�
I blinked in surprise for a second as the implications of what Carter was offering me sank in. He wanted me to go in and join the other three guys in gangbanging his girlfriend. But the instant the idea of sex entered into my head, I realized that I didn�t want to.
I was still waiting on Dawn.
Yeah, I�d come to this party. Yeah, a ridiculously hot babe in Jillian had been making obvious moves on me all night. And yeah, I was freaking horny, but now that I stopped and thought about it, all I really wanted was Dawn.
Besides, Elyse didn�t want three guys right now. And the last thing I wanted to do was be with a girl who didn�t want me. I didn�t know what the deal was between Elyse and Carter, but I figured I�d better not get myself mixed up in the middle of it. �Pass,� I said slowly as I took a seat alongside him.
�What?� Carter frowned. �Thought you said you already�knew�her. What�s the big deal?�
I shook my head, puffing out my chest and putting on a false bravado. �I don�t do sloppy seconds. Not my kind of ratio. Now put me in a room with three or four�girls, and I�ll make every single one of �em pass out from pleasure overload.�
�Tough talk,� Carter smirked and whistled. Raising his eyebrows, he said, �I just might make you prove it.�
I chuckled and waved my hand, looking forward. Carter turned forward as well. The gangbang was already under way.
One guy was between Elyse�s legs, munching furiously and causing her hips to buck and twitch and shudder. At the other end, the two guys were kneeling next to her head, dicks out while she held one in each hand, stroking rapidly.
One of the guys moved forward, prodding his prick at her lips. Elyse turned her head away in disgust, muttering something. In my mind�s eye, I heard her voice from years ago telling me, �I NEVER suck cock.�
As if in response, Carter leaned forward and stabbed the microphone button. �Do it, Elyse.�
�Carter...� she whined.
�DO IT, sugar,� he ordered.
Whimpering, she opened her mouth and accepted the prick inside. With obvious distaste she started sucking the first guy. She kept stroking the second guy. The third guy between her legs kept eating. And after a few more minutes, Elyse started moaning around the meat filling her mouth.
Disgusted or not, Elyse was clearly aroused and quite horny. She couldn�t keep her body still, as her legs wiggled haphazardly and her torso undulated in little rolls as she tried to hump the third guy�s face. Smacking her lips, she switched from one dick to the next, inhaling it and moaning like a whore as she passionately began sucking the second guy. And as if she couldn�t control herself, her body started going into spasms as she ramped up to a climax and then blew, locking her legs around the third guy�s neck and screaming in exquisite agony.
I found that my breathing was shallow as I stared through the one-way mirror, unable to look away. That twitchy look in Elyse�s eyes haunted me as she stared vacantly in our direction, panting as she came down from her orgasm while the three guys pulled away and started repositioning her body. The one who had been eating her out rolled over onto his back and pulled her with him, so that she was limply lying on top of his chest. He fisted his hard erection and grabbed onto her hips, adjusting her crotch until her cunt was centered over his cockhead; and then he yanked her down, impaling her on his prick.
Elyse groaned and picked her head up, panting softly and already beginning to moan like a bitch in heat. Her eyes sharpened and she stared down at the guy she was fucking, a laser focus on his face. But her urgent humping motions were stilled as the other guys grabbed her and stopped her. One of them spread her buttcheeks while the other produced a bottle of lube, squirting a glob into her ass and then pushing two fingers inside to start coating her innards. Elyse moaned and put her head down, turning it to the side to stare at the mirror. From the way she grimaced and quivered, it looked like she might be orgasming again from the sensations. And once again, I found that strange look in her eyes to be quite distracting.
�What�s she on?� I asked quietly.
Carter was breathing heavily and I realized he had a hand in his slacks, jerking himself off. Without missing a beat, he glanced at me and said, �Crystal Meth. I only get the�best�shit. Girls turn into total nymphomaniacs on the stuff. Long as you keep �em hydrated, they can fuck all fucking night. It�s truly a thing of beauty.�
My eyes went wide. I�d done some pot, but never considered doing anything quite so hardcore. I�d never even been�around�someone on such a powerful narcotic, but Carter tossed it off as if this were an everyday occurrence for him.
Meanwhile, the first guy lubed himself up and eased himself into Elyse�s ass. The guy in her cunt held her hips still, and the room was filled with the sounds of her moans. But a minute later, the last guy shoved his dick back into her mouth, completing the triple penetration and cutting off Elyse�s moan.
�Beautiful...� Carter breathed.
My chest suddenly felt constrained. I didn�t know whether to feel ridiculously turned on beyond belief or scared out of my wits. I�d gotten into some crazy sex games with Dayna�s blindfolds and Robin�s swingers game, but this was NUTS. Crystal Meth? Organized gang-bangs?
�Ungh! Ungh!� The guy fucking Elyse�s face held her head in place while he took great big thrusts, clearly ramming himself down her throat.
�HRRRRRRK!!!� Elyse was grunting around a mouthful of prick as she climaxed again. �HRK! HRK! HRK!� Her body was being jostled and jerked in every direction by a cock pumping up her ass, another one thrusting into her cunt, and a third pushing her head around.
�TAKE IT, BITCH! TAKE IT!� The ass-fucker was screaming, holding her cheeks apart and pounding her without mercy.
�Oh, FUCK!� The pussy-fucker grunted, his face screwing up and turning bright pink as he tried to hold back. But it was to no avail as he suddenly gasped and gritted his teeth, his abs obviously clenching as he pumped his load into Elyse�s snatch.
The others didn�t miss a beat. No sooner had the pussy-fucker gone slack than the ass-fucker grabbed Elyse and rolled himself over onto his back, keeping Elyse�s body against his crotch so that he was fucking her from below. She planted her feet on top of the mattress, using the leverage to hump her own asshole up and down the column of man-flesh lodged up her rectum. The guy who�d been fucking her face circled around the bed and knelt between her legs, spreading them to the sides before shoving himself into her sloppy pussy. And after a couple of minutes to catch his breath, the third one who�d already spent his load into Elyse�s cunt got up and stood over her head, yanking on her hair to force her to clean him off with her mouth and then start sucking him back to hardness.
Carter was groaning and jerking himself a little harder. Panting softly, he reached out to a different button and pressed it before speaking into the microphone. �Cameron, you there?�
A speaker from the wall blared to life. �Yes, Carter,� came the smokily seductive voice.
�Get in here. Hurry.� Still panting, he then looked over at me, as if only now remembering I was there. Pressing the button again, he added, �Is Jillian still there?�
�No,� came the reply from the speaker. �She already went back upstairs.�
�Send someone to bring her back down,� Carter grunted. And with a gleam in his eye, he smiled and added, �Get Rebecca wired and send her down, too.� And then everything went silent as he turned to look through the mirror once again.
The triple-penetration continued. Ass-fucker was clearly in charge, grunting orders to the other two while he continued reaming out Elyse�s ass. He thrust for a while, then paused to catch his breath and perhaps conserve his energy, just holding onto Elyse�s hips and keeping her pinned with his cock at full depth through her colon. The second guy continued humping away at her pussy, holding her legs just beneath the knees, keeping her spread beneath him while he slobbered all over her big tits, biting and sucking purely for his own enjoyment. And the third guy was hard again, jerking on Elyse�s hair to force her to keep sucking on his cock while he threw his head back and grunted happily.
Just then, the door to the hallway opened and a strikingly gorgeous brunette walked in. Fully six feet tall, even taller in high heels, she was a vision of beauty with angular emerald-green eyes and strong cheekbones. Her body was sleek, built for speed. Her tits were proportional, full without being large. Her hips were likewise curved without being wide. Standing in a black cocktail dress that was cut short enough to show off her long,�loooong�legs, she looked like a supermodel stepped off the pages of a fashion magazine and into real life. She even had the vacant look down pat. Her face was a mask of stillness, like a robot, though she walked with fluid grace of a dancer. And for a brief second, her eyes fell on me, simultaneously sending a chill and a thrill down my spine.
Just as quickly, I was ignored. The surpassingly beautiful woman didn�t even glance at the one-way mirror, her attention entirely on Carter as she approached and touched his shoulder.
He turned and breathed, �Cameron...� with a warm smile. And then he grunted with obvious need.
Wordlessly, she moved around and sank to her knees. Carter rolled his chair back from the desk, his eyes still locked through the mirror at the sex act in front of him. And with a glimmer of arousal in her sparkling green eyes, Cameron leaned down, opened up Carter�s slacks, and promptly inhaled his big dick to the root.
It didn�t take long. The three guys were approaching their final stages before orgasm, and so was Carter. The guy fucking Elyse�s cunt stiffened and groaned as he began splashing her innards with their second blasts of spunk. The guy fucking her face pulled out and began hosing down her eyes, nose, and cheeks. And the guy fucking her ass from below bellowed as he loosed a volley of cum up her rectum. And through it all, Elyse herself was shrieking a monster orgasm of her own.
�CAMERON!� Carter started yelling beside me as he threw his head back. White-knuckled, he gripped the armrests as if his life depended on it. His hips jerked off the seat, plunging his cock deeper into the gorgeous brunette�s throat.
For her part, Cameron merely bobbed her head with his abrupt thrust, taking it easily. And then I watched her throat muscles contracting rapidly as she swallowed every drop of his spending.
The room went silent.
Both rooms.
In the bedroom, Elyse rolled over and flopped flat on her face, her raven-black hair covering her entire head as she splayed out with haphazard limbs, leaking jizz from her abused holes. For a second, I thought she might not be breathing, but after another few moments she turned her head to the side and gasped quite obviously. The three guys slumped back wherever they happened to be, similarly winded.
In this room, the �Voyeur Room� as I�d come to think of it, Carter went silent, his eyes closed as he simmered in the blissful relief of his own orgasm. Sitting back on her heels, Cameron quietly licked her lips and braced her hands on Carter�s knees before pushing herself back up to a standing position, waiting at attention for his next command while looking completely relaxed at the same time.
In fact, everyone around me was completely relaxed. But�I�wasn�t. I was terribly aroused by all the sex acts in front of me, my dick straining in my shorts with urgent need. Pending new relationship or not with Dawn, my body was SCREAMING at me to find someone to fuck and find it NOW. And with how incredibly gorgeous Cameron was, standing there just a couple of feet away from me, I thought that only my respect for Carter as my host would prevent me from bending her over and screwing her brains out.
But something else stopped me cold. A chime sounded off in my pocket, the ring tone immediately familiar.
It was Dawn.
In the span of a second, the world around me ceased to be.
I stood in a void of pure white, a vast emptiness in which nothing existed but me and the phone I held in my hands. I didn�t see the room around me. I didn�t see the house. I didn�t see the people nearby.
Just me.
And my phone.
It was another text message, not a phone call. I was almost too scared to open it. Why was Dawn sending me a text? Why wasn�t she calling me herself? The hairs on the back of my neck stood up in trepidation. A text couldn�t be a good sign. If she had good news for me, she would have called. To send a text meant that she was afraid of confrontation, afraid to hear the pain in my voice, right?
My lower lip quivered and my thumb was shaky as I pressed the �Read� button. And then I deflated instantly as all air evacuated out of my body.
We are not getting back together. I�m in love with Ryan.

DAWN

SATURDAY, APRIL 17, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�I need to think about this, Ben.�
It was nearing 10am, and fully dressed, Ben and I were sitting on the sofa. Last night had been a fantasy, an escape to an earlier time when the world was just Ben and me and we could dream about �eternity�. We were just kids, then. There was also a time when we wanted to be Astronauts. But now we were grownups. And in another few minutes, Ryan would return and our fantasy night would be over.
�What�s there to think about?� Ben complained. �I love you. You love me. We�belong�together, Dawn.�
It was the same thing I�d told myself a thousand times. But whose words were those? �Says who?� I asked. �Our parents?�
�US,� Ben said emphatically. �You and me. Can you really tell me you�ve ever felt as in tune with Ryan as you did with me last night? Can you really tell me he�s ever made you feel like I did last night?�
�That�s sex, Ben.� I shook my head. �Sex was never our problem. And you have an unfair advantage in that department over every guy I�ve ever known.�
Ben stared at me pleadingly,�imploringly. �It�s more than sex and you know it.�You�told me that satisfaction for a girl was more about the connection than about orgasms. Last night was really something special.�
I sighed and bit my lip. �Last night doesn�t erase the reasons why I chose Ryan in the first place. He�s stable. He takes care of me. I�m not sure I�m ready to throw all that away.�
�Not even for me? C�mon, Dawn. Don�t you feel it? We need to be around each other like we need air to breathe. Our bodies scream to be with each other, as if our pheromones are specially-designed. The mere thought of you moving away again was enough to put me into a deep depression two weeks ago, and having you this close to me again is driving me CRAZY. C�mon. I thought this was supposed to be our chance to be together again? No longer 500 miles apart. No longer apart, period. You and me ... Ben and Dawn ... forever.�
�It was a dream.�
�Not a dream; it�s our�future. Look, I know we got things really complicated with Adrienne and Ryan. And I know I was messed up after breaking up with Adrienne. But this is what we always wanted, wasn�t it? I know it took me a while to come back to you, but I�m coming back to you now. Isn�t that what YOU always wanted?�
�Ben...�
�You promised me you�d wait for me. That last night at camp, you surrendered to me. You told me you were already mine.�
I sighed and hung my head. �I was young. And I was in love.�
�And now?�
�Now? I�m just not sure anymore.� Except that I was sure. I HAD to do this. I had to stay with Ryan. It was a decision I�d come to over the past two years, and no single night of bliss with Ben should sway that decision. This was it. This was the end of me and Ben.
But then why wasn�t I telling him that now? Why was I stalling?
I didn�t want to hurt Ben now. We�d just spent a wonderful night together, full of bliss and comfort and happiness in each other�s arms. It had been wonderful, like riding the Grizzly at Great America the way we used to do when we were younger and that rickety coaster was the ultimate thrill.
But now the ride was over and our heads were still spinning after the high-velocity drops and lifts. Better to wait a minute to settle ourselves, get our feet under us. THEN I�d tell him.
A noise at the door saved me from having to say anything further right now. It was Ryan, working at undoing whatever he�d done to jerry-rig the lock.
Ben sighed as if his world was coming to an end and looked over at me. I just looked back at him sadly and said, �I just need some time, okay?�
* * *
�Do you believe it, yet?� I asked while hugging myself against my boyfriend�s chest. We were cuddled in bed together after a pleasant round of lovemaking. I felt it was something we both needed to do right away to reinforce my decision to commit to the only boyfriend I�d ever really known.
Mark had just been �dating� and �experimenting�. We went to the movies and to fast food on Friday nights and had make-out/petting sessions on the couch. But there had never been anything serious between us, and I�d never loved him. And of course I remembered how HE turned out.
Ben had been my childhood best friend. We experimented far further than I had with Mark. We also experimented with love, learning as teenagers what love could mean. Through it all was the bond of trust between us, the comfort factor. But the simple fact was that we were only actually �together� at camp. We were never boyfriend/girlfriend out in the real world, spending real, quality time together.
Ryan was that boyfriend. He was the one by my side at all times, and the man I moved in with to live together like we were a married couple. He was the familiar and the reliable. And I was choosing him.
�I still can�t believe it,� Ryan answered me, rubbing my back. �But I�m trying really hard.�
I giggled and then rolled over, crushing my breasts into his chest and reaching my hand down between his legs. �Well then. Let me see if I can do a better job convincing you.�
* * *
Ryan put down his knife, nudging the grilled chicken aside. Then picking up his spoon, he scooped the vermicelli with garlic and olive oil up on his fork and then planted it against the spoon to twirl it into a neat ball.
One bite later, my boyfriend was smiling at me in satisfaction. �It�s delicious, babe.�
I grinned happily. I�d gone all out for this dinner, and it felt great to hear that approval. �Glad you like it.�
We ate and chatted and generally acted like we had the first couple of weeks we�d been dating. Ryan was on his best behavior, actually helping me bus the dishes and get cleaned up, something he hadn�t done in a couple of months now. He was attentive and thoughtful. And it really felt like our relationship was starting fresh, like we�d gone back to the honeymoon phase.
After dinner, we cuddled up on the couch and found that Breakfast at Tiffany�s was playing on TV. It was one of my favorite movies and I lay my head on Ryan�s shoulder, happily feeling the warmth of his body while delighting in all of Holly Golightly�s antics on the screen.
But at the same time, I felt Ryan actually getting more and more tense as the movie went on. I asked him about it once, near the middle, but he shrugged and said he was fine. But I could clearly tell that something was on his mind.
Still, Ryan was a macho kind of guy and prided himself on keeping control over his emotions. Not wanting to upset him, I tried to focus on the movie and knew that he�d talk if and when he needed to. And sure enough, after the credits rolled, Ryan wanted to voice the questions on his mind.
�So when are you going to tell your parents you�re moving with me to Fremont?� he began without preamble.
I was just returning to the couch after turning the lights up. I shrugged as I sat back down and looked at the clock. �Uh, tomorrow I guess. It�s a little late now.�
Ryan glanced at the clock and nodded as well. He sighed and clenched his hands a couple of times. Clearly, whatever he was thinking about right now was the same thing that had been making him tense up during the movie.
�Ryan,� I said soothingly, reaching out to take his hand. �What is it?�
He took a deep breath and then looked at me, his blue eyes sharpening. He frowned and paused before finally saying, �I told myself I wouldn�t ask you about him, but I have to know. How did Ben take it?�
�Take what? Us?�
Ryan nodded.
I frowned and looked away. �There was nothing to say. You and I are together. He knows that.�
�Come on, Dawn. I know you two. I WATCHED him fuck you. Don�t tell me more things didn�t happen overnight.�
�Would you be upset if they did?�
He bit his lip and frowned. But after taking another deep breath he said, �No. I can�t be upset when�I�m�the one who set you two up. Locked you in, even.�
�Okay.� I shrugged as if that were the end of it.
�So that�s it?� Ryan looked at me incredulously. �You two had this intimate night all alone together and everything goes right back to normal?�
�Sure.�
�Nuh-uh.� He shook his head. �I�m not buying it.�
I sighed. �Ryan, I�m not trying to hide anything from you.�
�Aren�t you?�
�Why would I?�
�I don�t know! But I know that all of a sudden you�re giving me one word answers and looking very defensive.�
�Am not!� I protested and then immediately turned away, realizing just how defensive I WAS looking. I sighed and then finally admitted, �Okay fine. He wanted to get back together.�
�And?�
�And what? I�m with you!�
�And I want to know: How did he take it? How did he take you telling him that you were staying with me?�
I exhaled slowly and stared off into the distance. How did he take it? He hadn�t taken it at all. Because... �I haven�t told him yet,� I muttered.
�What?� Ryan leaned forward. I�d muttered so quietly he couldn�t quite hear me.
Sighing, I sat up a little straighter and stared at the front door. �I haven�t told him yet,� I said a little louder.
�What? Why not?�
�I haven�t figured out how, just yet.�
�WHAT?� Ryan was suddenly behind me, still sitting on the couch. I could feel his presence right behind my back while I was still turned away from him. �What do you mean, you haven�t figured out how? He says he wants to get back together. And you tell him �NO�! It�s not that complicated!�
�It IS, Ryan.�
�FUCK!� He threw his hands up and stood up from the couch. Pacing away, he turned and glared at me. �I knew this had gone too smoothly. You asked if I could believe it, that we were finally together. The answer is �NO�, I don�t believe it.�
�Ryan...� I pleaded. �I chose you.�
�No you haven�t. Not yet. Not until you�ve told Ben that you�re through.� He marched over to the table by the door and snatched up my cell phone. Marching right back, he thrust it at me and barked, �Here. Call him. Tell him.�
�Ryan, it�s complicated.�
�No, it�s not. Either you�re my girlfriend or not, Dawn.�Call him.�
�I CAN�T yet!�
�Why the fuck NOT?� Ryan thundered.
Staring at him with wide eyes, I just shook my head. I didn�t know why not. I really didn�t know. But at the very least, Ben deserved for me to talk to him in person. Not on the phone. I couldn�t do to him what I�d done last time, which was more or less give him the bad news by voicemail. This was all so much d�j� vu. Two years ago, Ryan had been this very same kind of demanding, holding my cell phone out to me and ordering me to tell Ben I wasn�t getting back together with him.
Then, feeling the pressure, I�d caved and made the call. Ben didn�t pick up. I�d left the voicemail. And everything unraveled after that. Ben got back together with Adrienne. And I nearly lost him at camp.
I couldn�t do it again.
I couldn�t make the call.
In impotent rage, Ryan shook the phone in front of my face again, finally scowling and turning away when he realized I wouldn�t take it from him. He stomped away and turned his face up to the ceiling. �FUCK!� he spat. �This didn�t solve anything!�
�What?� I croaked.
�THIS! Last night. Setting you two up and letting�him�fuck my girlfriend! Didn�t change a fucking thing!�
�Of course it did. You know now, Ryan,� I pleaded with him. �You wanted to know if you�d lose me to Ben if we slept together. Well you didn�t. I�m right here.�
�NO!� Ryan turned on me. �I wanted to know if you�d finally clear Ben out of your system and truly be with me! But nothing�s changed! You�re �with� me, but a part of you still belongs to him!�
�But I�m WITH you. I�m moving with you to Fremont. I�m telling my parents tomorrow. And I swear I�m going to tell Ben once and for all. I just have to do it my way. Ryan. I�m choosing you!�
�Then CHOOSE me.� He stomped up to within a few feet of me, towering over me while I instinctively cowered in my seat. And with cold eyes and a hard mouth, he growled, �I don�t want you to hang out with him anymore.�
My eyes popped wide open. �What?�
�You heard me. Choose ME. I don�t want you hanging around each other.�
�Ryan! Ben�s my best friend!�
�No more,� he bit out. �It�s either him or me. What�s it gonna be?�
In horror, I shook my head slowly. �Ryan ... don�t do this. Don�t do this.� My jaw quivered and I was in absolute shock at how things had turned. �You give me ultimatums and I�ll always resent you for it. You pull shit like this and you WILL lose me.�
�I don�t LIKE him around you, Dawn.�
�That�s impossible to change. We both got into the Undergraduate Business Program. We�re going to have almost ALL of our classes together for the next two years. And our families are closer than anything! I�can�t�just cut him out of my life!�
�But do you have to spend ALL your time together?�
�We�re friends!�
�Well I don�t like you as friends!�
�Ryan, please. Isn�t it enough that when Ben told me he wanted to get back together, that I chose you? I�m here, right now, with you. After the night I spent with him, I took you right into our bed, made a wonderful meal, and spent all the time I could with you. Please understand,� I whimpered.
Ryan growled and turned around, walking away from me. I held my breath, wondering how he would react. Would he understand how committed I was to him?
With his back still turned, he exhaled and said, �I�m Jos�, aren�t I?�
�Huh?� I stared at him in bewilderment.
He turned around and said, �You�re Holly. I�m Jos�.�
It took me a few moments to realize he was referring to Breakfast at Tiffany�s. �What?�
�I�m not a rich Brazilian businessman, but I�m what you�re telling yourself you want. I�m Jos�. But in the end, you�ll go with Paul Varjak, won�t you?�
�Ryan,� I sighed. �Holly only left Jos� because HE broke it off with her, remember?�
�Oh, so I AM Jos�,� he pouted.
�Ryan.�
He just shook his head and walked away again. I could read the tension throughout his body as he fought to keep his cool. And after another minute, he came to some decision and then stomped right back over to me. �Fine. Show me you�re committed to me.�
�How?�
�Throw away the bracelet.�
�What?�
�Don�t be coy with me. You know what I�m talking about. Second drawer on the left. Silver bracelet. �Ben Forever� stenciled into the band. Throw it out.�
I felt my heart harden. �I won�t do that, Ryan.�
I watched my boyfriend�s jaw clench and jut forward. I watched his eyes drop to mere slits, barely able to contain the rage boiling up inside him. He was pissed off, and it was my fault. Was he really asking so much of me? It was just a cheap piece of metal I�d picked up at a mall kiosk in high school. It was a dedication to an old friend who I�d already declared I wasn�t in love with anymore. It was a memento to an ex-boyfriend, something my current boyfriend was asking me to get rid of. Surely I could toss it aside without a second thought.
I can�t.
I just can�t.
Ryan�s nostrils flared with fury. He shook his head in disgust and disbelief. Like it or not, by my actions I was choosing Ben, and I knew it.
�If you love me, Dawn,� he pleaded, still glaring at me with righteous anger, despite the tears rolling down his cheeks. Ryan was NOT a crier. �If you love me...� he repeated.
�I can�t,� I croaked and hung my head. I didn�t want to lose Ryan, but I just couldn�t throw away that bracelet. It meant too much to me.
Ryan gave me one last chance. He took a deep breath and then bent over my phone, quickly tapping out something. A few seconds later, he turned the phone around, showing me the message he�d written:
We are not getting back together. I�m in love with Ryan.
�Hit �send�, Dawn. Tell him now. Tell him for me. Just hit �send� and I�ll know you really mean it.�
I whimpered and looked at the phone.
�Just a single button, babe, and I�ll believe you�ve really chosen me. C�mon. This isn�t anything you haven�t already told me you believe. You love me. You�re not getting back together with him. Just press the button.�
It really wasn�t much he was asking of me. I HAD told Ryan this. All he wanted was the confirmation. So I blinked and nodded to him. He stooped lower and put the phone closer within my reach.
I was nearly hyperventilating as a shaky hand reached up to the phone, index finger outstretched. And just out of reach of the keypad, I took a deep breath and made my decision.
Please forgive me.

BEN

We are not getting back together. I�m in love with Ryan.
The words were seared into my brain. In my mind�s eye, I could still see the glow of black characters on a white background, even though I wasn�t looking at my phone anymore.
Warm hands stroked my shoulder muscles, soothing and pleasant. Firm thumbs pressed into the base of my neck, rubbing away the tension that had collected there.
I didn�t know where I was or how I�d gotten here. I didn�t know how much time had passed.
I didn�t really care.
I felt the tube pressed to my lips. Out of the void, voices in the air whispered indistinct encouragement. But when I looked down and saw the Pyrex contraption being fed to me, old instincts ingrained in me by my parents woke up just enough for me to push the pipe away and shake my head. �Don�t need it,� I mumbled.
�You�ll feel better,� a sweet voice said beside me, just before licking my ear.
The slippery appendage slithering up my outer lobe triggered something deep inside me. Like an incredible, fantastic Great Machine powering up, I felt a hum of energy building from my core, racing along my arteries out to each of my four limbs. Blood roared in my ears. My nerves felt like they were on fire. And dormant muscles inside me awoke, every cell thrumming with intent and purpose.
I knew what I had to do. After all, beside me was a beautiful woman.
And I am a sexual creature.
* * *
�Ohhh, baby...� a sweet voice groaned in front of me.
My eyes fluttered open, and after a second I was able to sharply focus on Jillian�s surgically-enhanced face. It was moving up and down in my field of vision, rhythmically rising and falling, and my idle mind started spinning as I tried to determine the reason why.
A moment later I realized that the pillow behind her head was also moving up and down, in perfect sequence with her face. Logic then informed me that the girl wasn�t moving up and down,�I�was moving. And then the pleasure from my loins finally made it up into my brain, informing me that my dick was currently sawing in and out of a warm, wet pussy.
�Unghhh...� I groaned and hung my head.
I blinked and realized that I was now focused on two unnaturally perfect spheres of titflesh. The melons were big, and capped by erect, dusky red nipples that were positioned just a little wider than ideal. Amazingly buoyant, they didn�t sag at all and in fact, bounced pleasantly up and down in rhythm with my back and forth motions as I jarred Jillian�s body on every powerful thrust.
A hand gently stroked down my spine, rubbing me in a circular motion that descended lower and lower along my back. A second later I realized the hand did not belong to the girl beneath me. In fact, both of Jillian�s arms were thrown back behind her head, limply sprawled across the bed as she simply absorbed me power-fucking her while whimpering constantly and moaning in heat.
The hand eventually slid down to my ass, cupping my left buttock and pushing forward with my thrusts, adding a little extra force to each lunge. And after a few more pumps, a finger even dipped through my cleft and buzzed over my anus, spurring me extra-hard into Jillian�s clasping tunnel. But while the touch was electrifying, my animal mind also found it a bit annoying, and I turned toward the source of the hand and quite literally growled. �Grr...��
A semi-familiar brunette was beside me, her green eyes popping open wide at the expression on my face. My arms moved of their own accord, vaulting me up from my position of hunching over Jillian. And before she realized it, the brunette found her arms locked by my grip as I abruptly tackled her onto her back.
�AAAAHHH!� the brunette shrieked in surprise.
�AAAAHHH!� she screamed again as my cock battered apart her pussy lips on its way into her body.
�OHHHHH!� she started moaning as my hips started pumping again, my hands moving instinctively over her naked body to find pressure points, erogenous zones, and sexual triggers.
I am a sexual creature.
* * *
My pelvis was starting to hurt a bit. Whatever cosmetic surgery she�d had, Jillian�s ass was all hers. But she was a skinny bitch, living on cigarettes and crystal meth, and her butt didn�t have much padding to it. So every time I rammed my cock almost eight inches up her asshole in this doggy-style position, my pelvis slammed into her bony butt hard enough to cause me some pain.
No matter. I was almost done.
The young brunette was already passed out, flat on her back nearby. Unlike Jillian, her body seemed to be all-natural, with her C-cup tits sagging a bit to the sides. Her legs were also spread to the sides, putting her neatly-trimmed pussy on full display, my most recent load of cum still trickling out between her used and abused labia.
I felt the tell-tale pressure telling me my rocks were about to go off. Wanting to finish things now, I trailed the fingers of my left hand up Jillian�s arched spine before reaching forward and wrapping my fingers around her neck. I didn�t choke her � not exactly � I merely applied a little pressure to her throat, causing her to tense up and start hyperventilating. My right hand left her hip and dipped below, plunging the middle fingers into her sopping wet cunt and digging the heel of my hand against her clit. And with a jerk against her neck and a quick circular rub against her trigger button, the beautiful platinum-blonde bombshell quivered and came.��Oh, Fuuuuuuu-HRK!�
Jillian�s voice was cut off when I abruptly raised my hand over her mouth, muffling her scream. I jerked her head back, pulling her upright on her knees until her head was right next to mine. My right fingers stabbed deeply into her pussy right as I rammed my cock up her ass at the same time. The heel of my right hand went nuts against her clit. And in the span of three seconds, her eyes rolled up into her head and she started cumming so hard she looked like she was having a seizure.
I finally relaxed my inner muscles and let the last load flow out of my balls with the same kind of relief as taking a piss after holding it in for way too long. I actually felt the jets hurtling up my shaft to explode inside Jillian�s bowels, coating her insides with my cream.
She was already unconscious before I finished sperming her asshole. Done with my sex toy, I shifted my hands around to those spherical tits, using them as handholds to lower her face-down onto the bed. Her ass was still held up in the air, suspended on my deflating cock. But I then took her hips and gently pushed her away from me, extracting myself and finally letting the girl collapse face-down in front of me.
Heaving for breath, I simply sat back on my heels before turning to look at the big mirror to my right. I wasn�t sure how I got here, but I recognized the room. And I knew with absolute certainty that Carter had been watching me the whole time.
Sure enough, my host walked through the door a couple of minutes later with Cameron on his arm, and then Elyse close behind them. With a big shit-eating grin, Carter walked right up to the bed and clapped my shoulder. �Fuckin� A man! You said you could do it, and you did!�
I just shrugged, still trying to get my bearings. Glancing around, I noticed that Elyse had a bead of cum still on her chin and catching her eye, I tapped my own chin as an indicator. The raven-haired beauty blushed and then scraped the creamy glob off her chin before looking down in shame.
Carter was talking again. �You�ve got a gift, pal. I knew Jillian was a freak, but I�d never seen Rebecca blow her top like that before. I could never figure out how to push her buttons; probably why I gave up on her.� He was waving at the brunette, still asleep on her back.
I furrowed my eyebrows, still trying to keep up. �Rebecca: Is that her name?�
�Rebecca? Yeah. Don�t you remember her? She was my nurse at that first Halloween party.� Carter grinned. �I told you back then that if you ever wanted to fuck her, I�d set you up. If you haven�t figured it out yet, I get off on watching this shit.�
I nodded, thinking about the voyeur room. My head felt thick, and I reached up to hold it gingerly.
�Anyways, thanks for coming.� Carter clapped my back again. �You can come party with me�anytime.�
I sensed the dismissal in Carter�s voice at that, so I climbed off the bed and went around retrieving my clothes. A part of me thought I should do something about Rebecca�s and Jillian�s unconscious naked bodies � at least to cover them up or something � but Carter was already talking again.
�Show Ben where he can get cleaned up,� he told Cameron.
Wordlessly, she tilted her head and moved to obey. But before Cameron left him, Carter pulled her close and gently rubbed his cheek against hers with a tenderness I wouldn�t have expected. But then he let her go, wrapped his arm around Elyse with his palm on her ass, and then headed out the door.
I found myself wondering exactly what was Cameron�s relationship to Carter. After a moment�s thought, I realized I�d seen Rebecca upstairs at the party. But I�d never seen Cameron until she showed up in the voyeur room to finish off Carter during Elyse�s gangbang. Was she hired help? A close confidant? Even family? Or was she just another in a line of tall, dark-haired, green-eyed babes that Carter seemed to be collecting around him? Elyse was 5�11� with green eyes and almost black hair. Rebecca looked at least 5�9� and had the dark hair and green eyes to match. And Carter had previously stated a preference for brunettes. Perhaps Cameron was just another one of them?
I had no answers and no time to really find them, either, as Cameron came up to me and said in a soft, but still smokily seductive voice, �This way.�
Cameron had the kind of voice that would make men do anything, and I was already moving in the direction she was pointing down the hall. A few doors down, she opened up to a bedroom that had an attached bathroom. I saw the shower and when I turned around, she was pulling a fresh towel out of a closet and handing it off to me.
Then backing up and casually gesturing with her left hand, she said, �If you turn right at the hallway, you�ll find the stairs back up. Your friend is currently engaged, but he shouldn�t be much longer.� And then without another word, she sketched a short bow and left the room, closing the door behind her.
Feeling exhausted, sexually drained, and yet not satisfied, I took my clothes back off and went to take a shower.
* * *
As I felt the hot spray beating down on the back of my neck, I braced myself against the far wall and closed my eyes, wondering where my life had gone.
I�d done it again. Faced with some sort of emotional anguish, I�d latched onto the nearest female body and tried to drown myself in physical pleasure. My active mind had turned off, and even now I found that I had gaps in my memory where I must have simply reacted without conscious thought. I didn�t know what had happened to me between reading Dawn�s text and finding myself about to start fucking Jillian. I didn�t even remember all of the threesome with the two girls. Rather than stop to analyze how I felt at that moment of emotional pain, I�d shut that part away from me and buried my head in the sand, trying to pretend it didn�t exist.
You�d think I�d have figured out by now: It didn�t work.
Right now, thinking about Dawn, I wanted to sink to my knees in this shower stall and start sobbing in anguish. The sex had exhausted me physically. But it had done absolutely nothing to cure the ache in my soul.
Who were Rebecca and Jillian? Did they mean anything to me? I used to feel attachments to the girls I�d been intimate with. Even the purely casual ones like Stacey Whitehouse and Helene McGregory in high school, or the Tri-Delts like Lakhi, Jocelyn, and Bridget, had all�meant�something more to me after we�d slept together. We may not have been close friends or even �regular� friends in the general sense of the word. But I would always remember them and whenever we saw each other, there would be a little look between us of fond memories.
But these girls? They were nothing more than fucks, pure and simple. I didn�t even know their last names. If I never saw Jillian again, I wouldn�t care. Hell, I didn�t even know Rebecca�s�first�name until�after�I was done using her.
This wasn�t playing cat and mouse with the Tri-Delts, both sides getting thrills from the chase. This wasn�t even Dayna�s blindfold party, anonymous sex with a bunch of casual friends just looking for a good time. If I�d thought�that�sex was a bit �soulless�, then what I�d just done was ... something even less meaningful.
They say that meaningless sex is just a complex form of masturbation. I used to think that was fine. Masturbation feels good. Nobody gets hurt. Why the hell not?
But I�d never before felt ... dirty ... about my form of masturbation. Sure, both Jillian and Rebecca were high on crystal meth, hornier than billy goats, and wanted to fuck me just as much as I wanted to fuck them. Everybody got some good orgasms and nobody got hurt.
But it still felt WRONG.
It was all meaningless. It was all so meaningless. And I found that I couldn�t even be happy about what pleasure I�d felt.
What was different this time? The girls? Maybe.
But more importantly, my heart just wasn�t in it. My heart was somewhere else.
My heart was with�HER.
Somehow, my cell phone had made its way to the nightstand of this bedroom. I certainly hadn�t brought it with me; someone must have put it there. Picking it up, I realized that someone had turned it off. So pausing to turn the device back on, I waited for it to boot up. And then the first thing I did was go to my most recent message, and the text appeared on the screen:
We are not getting back together. I�m in love with Ryan.
I had to get Dawn back.

DAWN

Please forgive me.
Slowly, I pulled my finger back away from the phone. I couldn�t do it. I couldn�t send the text. Not to Ben. Not like this. So hanging my head, I breathed out slowly. And without looking up at Ryan, I said softly, �I�m sorry.�
He stood over me for a second. I didn�t look up, but I could feel his presence looming. And for the briefest of moments, I felt real fear. I believed that Ryan could never, ever hurt me. But every man has his breaking point and I wondered if I�d finally triggered his. Ryan was 6�2�, more powerful than anyone I�d ever known, and he could kill me with his bare hands if he really wanted to. He was snorting like a Spanish bull and out of the corners of my eyes, I could see his whole body shaking. And I closed my eyes and cowered down, waiting to see if he just might lose it.
In the end, Ryan just growled, �Fine.�
I looked up to see his face looking meaner and more enraged than ever before. With a sneer he reached out and hit the �send� button himself, a self-satisfied smirk spreading across his face. And then in a sudden motion that took me completely by surprise, he whirled and threw the phone so hard that it actually tore a hole through the wall of the living room, shattering the phone into little bits of plastic and metal on the floor.
But that was it. There were no more outbursts of rage and the singular violent act seemed to have released the bulk of his tension. But there was still a look of utter disappointment on Ryan�s face as he looked at me. And then without another word, he turned and walked out the door, slamming it behind him.
And I was alone.
* * *
I didn�t move for a long time. Numb, I didn�t know what to feel.
I was sad, obviously. I had more or less thrown my relationship with Ryan in the crapper. Did he really ask me for so much? After all, I SAID I was committing to him. How hard could it really have been to just TELL Ben that? How hard could it have been to just throw the cheap bracelet away?
I loved Ryan. I truly did. I hadn�t been lying to myself on that point. He made me feel good, feel happy when I was around him. He was my boyfriend and I�d cherished his presence. But I knew without a doubt that our relationship was over. We hadn�t said so in words, but I felt it nonetheless. He�d asked me, once and for all, to choose him over Ben. And when pushed to the wall, I�d chosen Ben. There was just no way Ryan and I would ever recover from that.
But that didn�t mean that Ben and I would recover, either. We�d spent the better part of three years apart already. Yeah, we�d become close friends again, but I�d been another man�s girlfriend for all that time. When he�d broken up with Adrienne, I�d chosen Ryan because I believed Ben wasn�t ready. Even when Ben WAS over Adrienne, I hadn�t broken up with Ryan to return to him the way I�d promised long ago. And when Ben had spent a wonderful night with me last night and then told me he loved me and wanted to get back together, I hadn�t chosen him.
I�d specifically welcomed Ryan back and told HIM I�d chosen�him. I couldn�t hide that fact from Ben. And knowing that, what would Ben think of me?
Maybe Ben and I�shouldn�t�get back together. At the very least, I was pretty sure we shouldn�t get back together right now. As I contemplated this pending future without Ryan, a part of me wanted to run crying into Ben�s arms and let his always reassuring presence tell me that he�d protect me and love me forever and ever. But I knew I�d be rebounding just as much as he had with DJ. This time,�I�was the one who wouldn�t be ready to get back together with him. I had to sort myself out first.
And so I would be alone for a little while. No Ryan. No Ben. Just me. The thought filled me with despair.
But then I realized that I would never be�truly�alone. Even without Ryan, I had people around who cared about me. I had faith that Gwen and Robin would always be my friends, no matter who I was dating. And of course, I had �The Family� at the house just a couple of blocks away. My own big sister Dayna would always be there for me. Well, maybe she would be with Kevin, but she�d be there when I needed her. Brandi would likely be around. And Adrienne, no longer a rival, seemed to have my best interests in her heart as well.
And of course, in my old bedroom, there was Ben.
How would he react? Would he hate me for not immediately dumping Ryan and promising him we would be together again? I wanted to believe that Ben�s love for me ran deeper than that, and that we could survive anything. But I just didn�t know.
At least I hadn�t�totally�betrayed Ben. I had made some decisions that led me down this path away from him long ago. Faced with multiple chances to turn back to him, or fall deeper into my relationship with Ryan, I�d repeatedly chosen Ryan. But when pushed, I staunchly (or stubbornly) stuck to my heart. Ryan had asked me to stop being friends with Ben, but that just wasn�t possible. He�d asked me to throw away the �Ben Forever� bracelet, but I hadn�t gotten rid of that cherished memento. And when told to send Ben the �we�re not getting back together� message by text, I hadn�t done it. I�d hurt Ben terribly once with a callow voicemail. I couldn�t do it to him with something so base as a text message.
AH,�SHIT!�The text message! Ryan had still sent it! Whether out of spite or anger or whatever, Ryan had still sent it. I HAD to call Ben and tell him it was a mistake. But in horror, my gaze swept to the wall, to the dent in the plaster, and down to the floor at the shattered pieces of what used to be a cell phone.
SHIT!
I was on my feet in an instant, snatching up my purse instinctively as I flew out the door. I nearly fell going down the stairs, only barely managing to grab onto the railing and arrest my descent. A little more carefully, I navigated the remaining steps. But once my feet hit the pavement I was at a dead sprint.
I ran all the way to Ben�s house.
This late on a Saturday night, the front door was already locked. Not having a phone to call anyone with, I pounded on the door before it occurred to me to use the doorbell. I didn�t care if I woke anybody up. I HAD to find Ben.
Where would I go if I were him? What would I do?
If it were me, and I�d put all my hopes and dreams into getting back together with him, only to find out that after spending a wonderful night with him, he was choosing to go back to his girlfriend, I might very well kill myself. Ben could be pretty melodramatic, and if he were feeling like that, he might even hang himself in his bedroom just to make me walk in and find him like that.
With that morbid thought in my mind, I almost hoped he would do what he always did when faced with this kind of crushing emotional turmoil. That is, I half-expected him to grab Gwen or some other hot babe, drag her into his room, and fuck her brains out until he�d physically exhausted himself. I actually wouldn�t give a shit about him fucking someone. That�s just what Ben did. I just hoped that was as bad as he got, and I would find him sitting on the edge of his mattress with his heels perched on the bedframe, head in his hands wondering where the hell his life went wrong.
Frantic use of the doorbell finally earned me some attention. The foyer light went on, and then the illumination over the peephole was briefly obscured before I heard the locks opening and the door swinging inward. For a brief second, my heart leaped as I imagined Ben jumping out and grabbing me up in his arms.
�Oh ... Paige,� I practically grunted.
The petite redhead was wearing pajamas and rubbing her eyes sleepily, one hand protectively over her belly. �Dawn?� she asked in confusion. �What�s wrong?�
�Where�s Ben?� I asked hurriedly.
�He�s uh, out,� Paige waved in the vague direction of the outside world. �Went to a party with Bert.�
My heart sank, followed momentarily by the hope that he�d be distracted and wouldn�t notice the text message. Maybe if I called him fast enough, I could get in touch with him before he read it and did something stupid. Stepping into the house, I immediately headed in and asked, �Is Adrienne around?�
Now behind me, Paige replied, �No. Went into San Francisco for another party.�
�Dayna?�
�Nope.�
�Brandi?�
�Just me.�
Sighing, I winced and did a slow turn. Of all the people I might have to depend on ... I took a deep breath and looked at Paige with a plea on my face. �Can I borrow your phone?�
�What happened to yours?� she asked suspiciously.
�Broke it. Into a million pieces. Long story. But seriously, I HAVE to talk to Ben.�
Paige actually smiled as she looked at me, and then with a slow nod, she led me into Adrienne�s bedroom. The day bed had become her regular bed over the past month, and even though she wasn�t actually paying rent, the housemates all said she more than made up for it by cooking and cleaning for them. She headed for her purse and pulled out a pink clamshell phone, handing it over.
I quickly snatched it up, and without bothering to try and look up her stored contact for Ben, I started dialing the number from memory. And putting the phone to my ear, I listened anxiously for the rings to tell me the call was going through.
At the same time, I realized that Paige was just standing there, looking at me. I shot her a look, and she rolled her eyes before I realized that�I�was technically in HER room, late at night when the poor girl had probably been sleeping. Waving her off, I walked out the door and into the living room. And the phone started ringing along the way.
Unfortunately, it went to Ben�s voicemail. I quickly hung up and then tried again, getting the same result. A third time confirmed my suspicions. Ben�s phone was off. SHIT!
In a mild panic, I left Ben an urgent message to dismiss any text messages he may have gotten from me and to call me as soon as he could. I hung up before realizing I didn�t have a phone for him to call me back on, and grimacing I called his voicemail again, this time to tell him to call Paige�s cell phone.
And then I raced back into the bedroom to find Paige sitting in bed, waiting for me patiently. �You get a hold of him?�
�No,� I said weakly, hearing my own voice cracking. Starting to hyperventilate again, I whimpered. �Do you know where he went?�
Frowning, Paige shook her head. �I�m sorry, but no. They never said where the party was.�
I felt ready to cry, but Paige perked up and asked, �Did you try calling Bert?�
My eyebrows shot up and I immediately flipped the phone open again. This time I had to scroll through the address book, this time taking an extra few seconds to figure out how the operating system worked. But eventually I found an entry for �Bert Kim� and dialed it, anxiously awaiting the ringer again.
After four rings, the phone picked up. �Bert! It�s Dawn! Where are you guys? I need to talk to Ben!�
All I heard were muffled feminine giggles, along with a distinctly male groan. Then some girl said, �Turn it off, sugar� right before another girl said in an Eastern European accent, �We�re not done with you yet!� The phone was quickly silenced, and I was left staring at the screen with a dumbfounded expression on my face. Ben was rubbing off on Bert.
In agony, I sank down to sit at the foot of Paige�s bed. She sat up again, and to my surprise, leaned forward and rubbed my shoulder. �It�ll be okay, Dawn.�
Despondent, I started shuddering in a precursor to crying as I hung my head and whimpered, �No, it won�t.�
Even more unexpectedly, she leaned forward and wrapped me up in a warm hug. And in a calm, mature voice, she said, �Yes, it will. Ben loves you more than anyone in the universe. It�ll all be okay.�
Still shuddering, I turned to look at the wide-eyed redhead. We hadn�t always gotten along. We were casual friends, but I never really thought much of her relationship with Ben, believing it to be one-sided. I was sure that opinion had colored all of my interactions with her, and out of everyone in the so-called �crew�, Paige and I had been the least close to each other. I�d done my best to be supportive of her situation lately. She always seemed like such a young, frightened child, even though I knew she was technically a few months older than me. And she was the�last�person in the world I ever expected to be comforting�me.
Taking a deep breath, I exhaled and turned to Paige. �Do you know about me and Ben last night?�
She took a slow breath and then canted her head to the side. �Not exactly. I mean, I know Ben spent the night with you. But I don�t know what circumstances led to it or what went on between you two. Ben was very close-mouthed about it when he got back. All he would say was that the two of you weren�t back together. From the tone in his voice, he was hopeful that you would soon, but at the same time he seemed resigned that you wouldn�t. He left almost immediately; don�t know where he went. But when he came back, he had a party invitation, talked Bert into going with him, and then left right after dinner.�
I sighed and nodded. �He did ask me to get back together with him,� I said carefully, measuring Paige�s reaction. I knew she was still in love with him, and I didn�t know how she�d react to that kind of information.
To my surprise, she just nodded. �I figured. He�s really in love with you. He�s been beating himself up left and right for a while now, thinking he blew his greatest chance to be truly happy.�
I arched an eyebrow. �That doesn�t bother you?� I asked curiously.
Paige sighed and looked at me with a strange look. She didn�t answer for a few seconds, but eventually took a deep breath and replied, �I�d be lying if I said I didn�t wish he�d fall in love with me. I do. But I�m not so na�ve as to think I can compete with what he feels for you. I want him to be truly happy, and for that, I think he needs to be with you, one way or another.�
I smiled and looked down. �Thank you for that. But I�m not sure things will work out that way.�
Paige smiled enigmatically. �Oh, they will eventually.�
I frowned. �What makes you say that?�
She smiled again. �You�re here, aren�t you? Frantically trying to find Ben? You really love him. And he loves you. It�s just a matter of time.�
I sighed. �I�d like to believe that.�
Paige stroked my arm again and gave me a warm smile. �You look like someone who needs to talk. Why don�t you tell me what�s happened. And we�ll see if we can�t figure out how you can get Ben back.�

BEN

Anxious to get a hold of Dawn, I�d called her three times before realizing that her phone must be off, since everything went straight to her voicemail. I left an urgent message for her to call me back. She�d said she was in love with Ryan, fine. She�d said she wasn�t getting back together with me, fine.
I�d change her mind.
She was MY Dawn, and would be until the end of time. I knew if I just had another chance to get in front of her, I could convince her of that.
If only I could get in touch with her.
Bert eventually emerged from some back bedroom, grinning from ear-to-ear and none-too-steady on his feet. He said goodbye to Nikki and Tasha, exchanging tongue-filled kisses with both of them before letting me help him out to his car. I dropped him into the passenger seat and hopped in the driver�s side myself.
My phone bleeped abruptly not too far from the house, but since I was doing the driving, I ignored it until I was safely parallel parked on the sidewalk. Then I circled around and helped to get Bert out of the car. I figured I�d dump him on the couch and let him sleep it off to head home in the morning.
Halfway up the front walk, Bert jerked up straight and mumbled that he could make it on his own. I let him stagger up to the front door, and anxious to see what my phone had picked up, I fished it out and saw that I had two voicemails.
Stupid cell phone companies. Why does it take a half-hour for their systems to realize there�s a waiting voicemail? So right there, outside of the house, I held down the 1-button and quickly got into my messages. I listened to Dawn�s frantic voice, telling me to call her back. And then a few seconds later I got her second message telling me to call�Paige, of all people.
FUCK! I quickly thumbed down to my phonebook entry for Paige and started the phone dialing. And with a renewed sense of urgency, I vaulted up onto the front porch and headed into the house, my phone pressed to my ear.
Dawn and Paige were already in the foyer to meet me. Apparently Bert�s arrival had alerted them to our presence. And a second later, I found myself wrapped in an unbelievably tight bear hug from the most beautiful woman in the world.
The cell phone clattered to the floor.
My Dawn was back.
[sniff, sniff]
Frowning, Dawn picked her head off of my shoulder and looked at me curiously. And with an arched eyebrow, she asked, �Why do you smell like pot?�
I sighed. This was going to be a LONG talk.
* * *
I�d already showered at Carter�s, so all I really needed was a change of clothes to get rid of the marijuana smell. I suppose it was just as well that I didn�t smell like sex. Although I knew that if I wanted any chance of getting back together with Dawn, I�d have to be completely honest and upfront with her. She just knew me too well and would instinctively know if I was hiding something, and for a conversation as important as this, I wasn�t going to take any risks.
Dawn quietly followed me into my bedroom, then both closed and locked the door behind her. I promised to explain the smell while disrobing, unselfconsciously stripping myself completely naked and tossing my clothes into my hamper, and then fishing out a comfortable pair of boxers, pajama pants, and a T-shirt. She simply watched me without arousal or consternation, biting her lip nervously as she processed her own thoughts.
I wanted to know what had led to her sending me that painfully gut-wrenching text message, and to know why she was here with me instead of with Ryan. But I wanted to tell her how I truly felt first. And after sitting on my bed and scooting back to the pillows and headboard, I started my tale.
I hadn�t rehearsed what I was going to say or anything, so I was a little disjointed. I started by explaining the smell, how there�d been pot-filled hookahs at the party Bert and I had gone to. The party was hosted by Carter, a guy I�d first met at the Halloween thing our freshman year and run into again this morning. I�d explained to Dawn how I�d gone into a sort of limbo after her pronouncement that she needed time to come to a decision, and that I�d tried to occupy myself by walking around town and then by the party atmosphere.
�I�ve been trying to keep myself occupied for weeks now, ever since you told me you were moving away from Berkeley with Ryan. I tried to be happy for you. I wanted to put your happiness ahead of my own. But the simple fact is, I�m miserable at the thought of losing you and I�m not going to just stand back anymore,� I stated emphatically. �I love you. I want to be with you. And if I have to, I�ll fight Ryan to win you back.�
Actually saying that out loud got me a little energized, and I was ready to bull ahead with more proclamations of my undying love for her. But Dawn held up her hand to stop me, taking a deep breath before she said, �You won�t have to.�
I blinked. �What?�
She took another deep breath and said, �Ryan and I aren�t going to work out.�
I blinked twice. Not believing my ears, I repeated, �What?�
She sighed sadly, closing her eyes which blinked a big tear out to roll down her cheek. And then she repeated, �Ryan and I aren�t going to work out.�
I was still in shock. �But ... but ... the text message said...�
�Oh, Ben!� Dawn sighed. �When are you going to realize that ANYONE can send a text message? When have�I�even been big on text messages? They cost extra and we�ve got plenty of cell minutes. Seriously! I didn�t tell you to come over last night and I DIDN�T send you that text message tonight!�
I was blinking rapidly again. �You ... you didn�t?�
�No!� Dawn exhaled slowly, tilting her head back and crying to the ceiling.
Ohmigod ... ohmigod ... That means ... That means Dawn DIDN�T choose Ryan. She chose me! She doesn�t love him! Ohmyfreakinggawd!�The elation spread onto my face and I started grinning widely. Eagerly, I opened my arms and started moving forward to embrace Dawn, MY Dawn.
But just as I started, she held a hand up to stop me. �It�s not that simple, Ben. I have a confession of my own.� And then she told�me�what�she�d�been doing all day.
My heart sank instantly when she confessed she�d gone back to Ryan. It dropped into my stomach when she told me they�d gone to bed together almost right away. And my heart dropped all the way into the shitty areas of my bowels when she told me she had every intention of committing to Ryan and moving away.
But then she told me about Breakfast at Tiffany�s and Ryan�s somewhat gruff inquiries as to how I�d taken the news. She confessed that she�hadn�t�told me, had merely put me on hold so she could figure out HOW to tell me. And I think I started to see the exact same thing that Ryan had seen in Dawn:
She wasn�t really committing.
Dawn had been going through the motions, doing everything she thought she was�supposed�to be doing. But her heart wasn�t really in on it, just her head. After our night together, she hadn�t come out and told me she was staying with Ryan because deep down, she didn�t really want to.
Dawn had changed a lot in the years we�d been apart. Her relationships with me and with Ryan had evolved and adapted to our situations. But one thing had never truly changed for either of us: We always belonged to each other.
You could say it was wishful thinking on my part, that I read this into the way Dawn was explaining things. You could argue that she never actually SAID she still belonged to me. But I knew it. I saw it in her heart. I�felt�it through that mystical connection that had bonded us since we were born.
Dawn truly loved me. And I loved her. She was my soulmate.
Ryan really was Jos�, the guy Holly�told�herself she wanted. But I was her Paul, the guy she really belonged with, warts and all. Ryan provided for her. But I really�understood�her. And when faced with the decision to choose between me and Ryan, faced with throwing away her �Ben Forever� bracelet, the symbol of who we used to be together, she couldn�t. Faced with sending me a text message breakup, she couldn�t press the button.
�I�m sorry, Ben!� Dawn was crying by now, as she finished her story. �I don�t deserve to be with you. I chose him! I chose him!�
�Shh...� I soothed, reaching out to her, wrapping her up in my arms and pulling her close against my chest. �No you didn�t.�
�I did! I did! I told him I was choosing him. I made love to him. I made us dinner. I cuddled with him on the couch. You and I had our wonderful night together, and I still went back to HIM!� she wailed despondently.
�No you didn�t, don�t you see?� I urged, rubbing her back firmly. �Your head told you to go with him, but your heart always stayed with me. Okay, you slept with the guy. Fine. He was your boyfriend. It wasn�t like you hadn�t done it before. Cooked him dinner and told him you wanted to be with him? Again, nothing new. But through it all, you always kept our bracelet. And when he finally made it an ultimatum to throw it away, him or me, you chose me. And that�s all that matters.�
And then not wanting to waste any more time, I turned her head and kissed her.
Daaaaaaayyummm�I missed kissing her. I mean, yeah, I know I�d rather heavily made out with her just last night. But it still felt like I was melting into Dawn as our lips came together and we started hungrily devouring each other with a volcanic passion.
The rest just came naturally.
Dawn�s back hit the blankets, her arms wrapped around the back of my head as our faces pressed tightly together, our tongues intertwining in each other�s mouth. I felt the whisk of air on my back as she jerked off my shirt. And then our hands were scrabbling over each other�s bodies as we divested ourselves of the rest of our clothing. Neither of us wanted a stitch of anything between us. Not anymore. And then her hands were right behind my ears, holding my head tightly to the crook of her neck as I centered my body over hers.
Her sigh was like a gentle breeze by my ear as my cockhead separated her moist labia. The sigh turned into a happy moan as my thick shaft burrowed ever deeper into the core of her body. As always, she was wonderfully tight, her vaginal walls hugging close to my penetrating rod, providing exquisite friction with every surrendered millimeter. And she did surrender them. Every part of her was welcoming and inviting, urging me deeper with her pants and breathy moans.
At full depth, our eyes locked together. And for the next several minutes, neither of us broke that bond. It was as if by keeping that visual focus, we could feel the bonds of love and affection and see them in each other�s eyes. Strengthened by a lifetime of partnership, we let our friendship and trust grow until it filled every fiber of our beings, so that every twitch and caress was a physical manifestation of our re-emerging unity.
Dawn and I were truly making love. My thrusts were slow and full. Her hips rolled to meet me, but we never came together with heavy force nor meaty thumps. We simply stroked together. We didn�t even kiss. We didn�t need to. So much more was expressed in our eyes and in the way our noses rubbed together.
I�d lost track of the number of girls I�d given physical orgasms. I�d caressed their bodies and put pressure on their nerves while stroking G-spots and buzzing clits, sending them into paroxysms of indescribable pleasure.
But only one had ever shared with me a completely non-physical orgasm � an orgasm of love � and she was lying beneath me right now. It was an orgasm of feeling so intimately connected to your partner that your body literally has no choice but to explode in ecstasy, lest the overabundance of emotions simply overwhelm your senses.
I lost track of how many time Dawn writhed with one of those; but there was no mistaking when the vaginal orgasm came. It was preceded by shortened gasps for air, little squeaks accelerating in pace and in pitch. Her eyes tightened as the rush of feeling rolled down her spine and caused her to arch her chest against me. And as the pleasure swept through her insides, her mouth gaped open to scream.
But instead of crying out in sheer bliss, Dawn merely grasped my head and stared deep into my eyes. Sweat was dripping off her brow, her face a mask of pleasure and her irises alight with brilliant blue fire. And with her last burst of oxygen, she moaned, �I love you, Ben. I always loved you. And I will always love you.�
The moment demanded more than just �I love you, too�. Countless couples around the world replied using that phrase. Maybe half of them really meant it.
For Dawn, I had something more special.
�I surrender. Take all of me,� I groaned, stroking harder and faster while somehow keeping my face steady in front of hers. �Because I�m your Ben. Forever.�
Her head tilted back and her jaw dropped open in a breathy gasp as her orgasm ignited. I rode the wave with her, my whole body tightening as I surged into her loins one final time, releasing the torrent of liquid love.
We didn�t kiss in passion. Our heads didn�t even move any closer. But as her back arched up while my hips pressed down, our eyes stayed locked together, expressing the blissful experience we each felt so that the other could feel it too. I saw her pupils widen at the sensation of my cum splashing into her womb. I felt her happiness and sense of relief at having found me again. And my eyes were a mirror of her own.
Our problems didn�t all go away with one magical fuck. Yeah, I�m sure there were a lot of things we still had to talk about. For one, I hadn�t given her every detail of my night, fucking other girls. And I was sure she was going through a whole riot of thoughts and emotions. It�s not every day you break up with your boyfriend of the past three years.
Right now I didn�t care. We would talk. We would work things out. And for all I knew, we still wouldn�t be �together� in the morning. We might need time to sort things out. Our relationship was always complicated like that.
But that was tomorrow morning. This was right NOW. And I�knew�that someday, somehow, we would be together again.�I�believed.
Dawn had said it back before we even came to Berkeley: Our hearts had found each other when we were little. And no matter where they went, they would find their way back together again.

Chapter 23: Transitions


SUNDAY, APRIL 18, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�I just need some time, okay?�
Dawn�s words were the same as yesterday, but I didn�t feel nearly as scared now as I did then. Yesterday, the mere fact that Dawn was asking for time instead of enthusiastically proclaiming her love and desire to get back together made me worry that she WASN�T going to get back together with me.
Today? I knew it just meant exactly what she was saying. She needed time: time to make a clean break with Ryan, time to sort out her emotions, and time to get herself settled as an individual instead of as half of a romantic couple. I wasn�t worried, because I�knew�that when it really mattered, Dawn would be with me again.
Besides, since we both knew that day was coming, we could still be friends with a few benefits along the way. And so I didn�t hesitate to pull her into my arms, brush her bangs back behind her ear, and bend to kiss my Dawn once again.
I had struggled to come up with a term to describe the way these kisses with Dawn felt. They didn�t have the volcanic passion of some of our kisses. Instead, it felt like the moments just before eruption, both of us holding back from dropping to the floor right then and there to fuck each other�s brains out. It was as if our love and passion were ... simmering ... right before the eruption itself.
Eventually, this �simmering� kiss came to an end, and fully dressed we exited my bedroom. It was relatively early, but Paige was already up and cooking breakfast. And to my utter surprise, Dawn rushed into the kitchen and immediately went to pick up the smaller girl in a big hug.
When the hell did�they�start getting along?�I wondered.
The girls put their heads together and talked quietly, giggling along the way. But their conversation was brief and the next thing I knew, all three of us were seated around the table with pancakes, bacon, and hash browns. We didn�t talk about relationships or love or anything else. Instead, three friends just chatted amiably until the meal was done.
In the end, I shared another simmering kiss with Dawn. And she left to try and put her life in order.
* * *
Dawn wasn�t the only one working to get her life straightened out. I was in the living room, daydreaming about Dawn when I heard a car pull into the driveway. Dayna�s Impala was already parked at the front with Adrienne�s Mustang behind it, those being the only two cars in our household. So in curiosity, I peeked outside and saw a Volvo station wagon coming to a halt. Moments later, the car doors opened and an unfamiliar middle-aged couple got out of the front two seats while a young woman with dark auburn hair got out of the back. I didn�t catch her face, but there was something oddly familiar about her, and they went out of sight while heading around to our front door.
Paige looked up when I headed to the window. And when the doorbell rang, she smiled and said, �They�re here.�
�Who?� I asked curiously.
My petite redhead just flashed me an enigmatic smile. She went to the door and I followed after. Checking the peephole for confirmation, Paige then opened the door and smiled bashfully. �Hi Uncle Frank. Aunt Polly. Hey Kady.�
My jaw was on the floor as I stared at the familiar redhead. I hadn�t seen her since leaving High School and I was astonished to find her in my house, all grown up and looking even more beautiful than ever. �Kady Jacobsen?�
��Sup, Ben,� Kady nodded to me then looked at me while rubbing her own chin and cheeks. �Getting scruffy, aren�t you?�
I smiled as I rubbed my own chin and cheeks. I was never good at growing facial hair, but as I got older, it grew in a little faster, giving me at least a little scruff if I didn�t shave for a couple of days, like this past weekend. I frowned and asked, �What are you doing here?�
Paige broke off from her conversation with the older folk to turn to me and say, �I TOLD you we were cousins.�
I nodded and just then, Adrienne emerged a little bleary-eyed from her bedroom, wearing just a skimpy teddy and bikini panties. She stood up straight and looked surprised to find there were guests in the hall.
Kady whistled appreciatively, her eyes yo-yoing up and down the blonde bombshell�s body. �Morning, Cap.�
�Uh, hi everyone,� Adrienne stammered, her eyes looking a little bloodshot. But she recovered quickly and stood up straight. �Ah, I�m just going to go take a shower now.� And with a shrug, she disappeared into the bathroom.
Kady grinned at me, a naughty gleam in her dark blue eyes. �Just like old times.�
Eventually, we got through the introductions. As the story went, Paige�s dad and uncle didn�t really get along, despite being brothers. Their entire extended family had always been pretty liberal and open-minded about politics and social issues. But Paige�s parents were born-again fundamentalist Christians and tried to have as little to do with the rest of the family as possible. Paige�s condition was a scandal they chose to simply ignore and cover up, and no one else in the extended family knew about it until Paige called her uncle a few days ago to ask for help. She figured if anyone would understand, it would be the parents of a lesbian daughter.
She was right.
Paige had filled them in on the basics over the phone: who she was staying with and why. Uncle Frank specifically sat me down and shook my hand, thanking me for everything I�d done for Paige up until this point, with inviting her into my home and taking her to prenatal visits and such. �It takes a special kind of man to do that, especially one so young,� he intoned.
I just blushed in embarrassment. And so I stuck around for the conversation to follow as we all worked on a plan.
The first thing Paige�s Aunt and Uncle offered was a place to stay. As it turned out, Uncle Frank had been transferred back up to the Bay Area and now lived in Atherton, which was convenient since Kady had been attending Stanford this past year as a freshman. And while Paige could stick around my house until the end of the semester, they were inviting her into their home in the summer and through until the baby was born in September.
�Trust me,� Aunt Polly said sagely. �The bigger your belly gets, the harder it is to even�move. We�ll give you all the help you need. And whatever you decide to do with the baby, we�re with you.�
And just like that, Paige had a support system around her. She had family around who would care for her, and I felt as if a great weight had been lifted from my shoulders.
Then Adrienne came out, fully dressed. And the conversation turned from serious planning to a more pleasant getting to know you. The parents wanted to know more about Paige�s life and how she�d gotten involved with me and Adrienne, which of course led to the story of the fight way at the beginning of our college careers. The Jacobsens collectively discussed living arrangements at their house. And Kady started cracking jokes about whether she�d get ostracized at Stanford, not for being lesbian, but for having a cousin who went to Cal living under the same roof.
And we happily chatted the rest of the morning away.
* * *
From the front porch, we said our final goodbyes and then watched the Jacobsen�s Volvo roll down the street. I was one of the first to turn back and start going into the house.
But before I could go through the front door, Paige reached out and snagged my hand. �Okay, Mister. You are telling us EVERYTHING that happened between you and Dawn in your bedroom last night.�
Adrienne gasped and covered her open mouth with one hand. �Dawn was here last night?�
Paige giggled. Adrienne started smiling. And sighing, I looked at the two girls and nodded.
* * *
Dawn didn�t come back to me through the rest of the afternoon. Without a cell phone, she had no way of for me to contact her. I had no idea what she was doing or who she was talking to. But I had faith that she wouldn�t let the day pass without at least checking in.
So I stuck around the house, dreaming about the future. Billy Crystal (in that ancient movie I keep teasing Bert about) once said it best:��When you realize you want to spend the rest of your life with somebody, you want the rest of your life to start as soon as possible.�
But I tried to be patient. Dawn needed time, and I would give it to her. Besides, she was kept at the forefront of my mind as people continually walked up and asked me about her.
Brandi was the first to emerge. Turned out, she�d come home in the middle of the night after being out on a date. As a second-semester Senior staring down Graduation in another month, she could afford to be lazy and slept in until 1pm. Of course, the minute she came down, Adrienne and Paige started jabbering to her about me and Dawn. And of course, my sister then had to get the story straight from me.
Dayna blitzed in shortly after. Dawn had actually called her before she returned home, but she still wanted the story from my side.
And�then�Gwen and Robin stopped by just before dinner to dig for more information. Seriously, I knew girls liked to talk, but having them all come in waves like this was just�ridiculous. I was getting a sore throat after talking so freaking much.
At least Gwen and Robin told me that they�d gone with Dawn to get a new cell phone, so if I needed to I could call her. They actually seemed surprised when I told them I�d wait.
And then right at dinner time, my patience was rewarded.
Dawn had come back.
I was in the kitchen (gasp!), doing my best to help out/stay out of the way. It wasn�t very often that Dayna, Brandi, Adrienne, Paige, and I were all in one place at the same time, but tonight was one of those nights and the girls decided it was reason enough to cook a big meal together.
One minute, Dayna was next to me, guiding me as I tore out rectangles of aluminum foil for some sort of baking dish cover. The next she was gone, leaving me to look up in confusion before I realized she was just outside the kitchen, hugging her little sister firmly.
�You okay, kid?� Dayna was patting Dawn�s shoulders. The noises around me went silent as the other girls realized Dawn had arrived and that she wasn�t in the best of moods.
The younger blonde was wiping her eyes, looking all hollowed out. She took a deep breath and then exhaled slowly, deflating as she did so. But then she picked her head back up and stated, �It�s over. Ryan and I broke up.�
The breakup was expected by all, but that didn�t make going through it any easier for Dawn. She was clearly exhausted from her day. But after letting go of Dayna, she spied me and immediately walked over with her arms open for another hug.
I knew she needed her best friend right now, not a potential lover. I welcomed her against me and hugged her fiercely, pecking her forehead and otherwise keeping my embrace completely platonic. I didn�t say anything. She didn�t need words from me. She just needed my reassuring presence as a reminder that I was still here and that she could always depend on me.
Brandi was next to me then. Looking straight at Dawn, she sighed in dramatic annoyance and said, �Will you�please�take him out of here. He�s just getting in the way.�
Brandi smirked as she said this, and Dawn took the hint, smiling at my sister before taking my hand and leading me back into the living room. The two of us sat down on the couch. Dawn thumbed the tears out of her eyes and brushed her hair back behind her ears. And then she told me about the breakup.
Ryan had been waiting at the apartment when she got there. He�d returned the previous night and intuitively knew where she was. It was just the confirmation he needed to make his own decision.
He had been remarkably calm about the whole thing. He was the one who suggested that their relationship had run its course, that they�d gone as far as they could together, and no amount of �hoping� would change that. She just wasn�t meant for him, and as much as he hated it, he understood. From then, it just became an organizational discussion about how to get through the last five weeks before his graduation.
Ultimately, Ryan was moving out of the apartment, willing to live at home at take the BART to school for the last few weeks. Dawn had argued with him on that point, saying that she could easily move back into the house with us. She�d crash in Dayna�s room since her sister spent all her time with Kevin anyways. And even if Dayna were there, she wouldn�t mind sharing with her sister, or maybe even with Adrienne and Paige.
But Ryan put his foot down on that one. He didn�t want to have any part of moving Dawn back into a house with me. He accepted the inevitability that Dawn and I would get back together someday. But for his own personal pride, he wanted to make sure he didn�t have any influence in speeding up that process. It was spiteful, but Ryan deserved to be a little bit bitter over the way things were turning out.
In the end, Dawn left the apartment with Gwen and Robin to get lunch and to buy a new cell phone while Ryan stayed behind to start packing up. When she returned, they talked a bit, exchanged final hugs, and then said goodbye. After that, she just had to go for a walk to clear her head. And when the weather started turning cold, she came back to the house.
Dinner was served then. The six of us assembled at the table, just me and my five past and present roommates. I was surrounded by excellent company and provided with delicious food, and yet I spoke little and ate even less. Same with Dawn.
The both of us were wondering: Where do we go from here?
* * *
We were back in my bedroom, behind a closed door. I knew no one would intrude on us. Actually, I wouldn�t be surprised if Adrienne was standing guard just outside, absolutely ensuring that no one interrupted us. For some reason, she seemed to want to see me and Dawn get back together more than we did.
As usual, I was sitting up against the headboard, pillows comfortably supporting my lower back. At present, Dawn was sitting sideways across my bed, her feet dangling off the end while leaning back with her hands planted behind her for support. From this angle, I could see her entire body in profile, from head to toe. I admired the way her sunny blonde hair hung loose behind her shoulders. I traced the sharp features of her surpassingly beautiful face as she stared at the side wall. I trailed my gaze down her graceful neck, across the curves of her bosom and torso clad in a simple ringer T-shirt that rode up to show me a couple inches of skin around her waist before her low-slung jeans began. And then her long legs stretched out and away to my right, ending in bare feet as she crossed her ankles and absentmindedly wiggled her toes.
Neither of us had said anything for a few minutes. Dawn was still lost in her thoughts and I didn�t want to interrupt her. Last night, I�d pushed aside any concerns and just kissed her, but I knew that wasn�t what she wanted today.
Eventually, Dawn sighed and said apologetically, �Ben, I love you.�
I waited a few seconds to see if she would continue before commenting, �I like the words. Not so sure about the tone.�
She sighed again and said, �I love you, but I�m not ready to get into a relationship again.�
�Okay. I can wait.�
She bit her lip and furrowed her eyebrows before saying, �I just ... It�s that ... Even right now, I feel myself wanting to fall into old habits about being with a boyfriend, habits I formed being around Ryan.�
�We have our own habits. It�s not like we didn�t spend any time together these past couple of years.�
�Friend habits, not boyfriend/girlfriend habits. I need to get those out of my system. And maybe I won�t ever�totally�get rid of them, but still, I need more time than this.�
�I told you, I can wait.�
�I�m not talking days, Ben. Weeks at least. Maybe even longer.�
I shrugged. �So? We�re eternal. I�ll wait for you forever.�
�I�m not spending the night tonight.�
�Okay.�
�I might not spend the night here for the rest of the semester.�
�Okay.�
�I�m not even sure if I want us to have sex right now.�
�Okay.�
Dawn rolled her eyes in annoyance. �Stop saying that.�
�What? �Okay�? You don�t get it, do you?� I smiled at her. �I�m ready for us now. I know I�m ready. There�s nothing you can say to me that will change that. I want you, and I�m willing to do whatever it takes to get you back. I�m pretty sure you already want to get back together with me, so the hard part�s out of the way. Now it�s just a matter of waiting until�you�re�ready, and doing whatever I can to help that process along.�
Dawn glanced at me and chuckled. �Yeah, I guess it�s easy for you to just wait. Most guys want to get into a relationship to get regular sex. You can get it anytime you want.�
I shook my head. �No, I�m serious. I�m going to wait for you.�
Dawn arched an eyebrow at me. �Huh?�
I shrugged. �No sex for me. I�m waiting. I�m done with the casual hookups with girls I barely know. They don�t do it for me anymore.�
�You still have Adrienne.�
I shook my head. �She�ll understand. You�re all I want right now.�
�Ben, this is you. Be serious.�
�I am being serious. I�m waiting for you, and that�s it.�
Dawn sighed. �I don�t need you to do that for me. We tried this last time, after we first got together at camp. Being �faithful� nearly killed our relationship and I ended up with Ryan.�
�That was then. This is now.�
Dawn looked at me intently, frowning and furrowing her eyebrows again. With a chirp of mild surprise, she said, �Huh. You ARE serious.�
I nodded.
She arched an eyebrow and asked, �Well ... what if this takes me...�months�before I decide I�m ready.�
I reached out with my foot and gently ran it along her leg. �Hey, I already said I was going to do whatever I could to speed the process along.� I chuckled. �Besides, how long can YOU go without wanting to make love to me?�
Dawn smirked and asked, �Is that a challenge?�
I sat up quickly, waving both hands, �No! No!� And then I grinned. �Just know that I�m ready when you are.�
Dawn smiled and then rolled onto all fours, crawling over to me and then almost experimentally tilting her head and pressing her lips softly to mine. It was another one of our �simmering� kisses, and I felt my blood pressure starting to rise.
Blood pressure wasn�t the only thing rising, and after a moment, Dawn�s hand brushed over my crotch to confirm her suspicions. She pulled away, grinning at me. And then she asked in a smoky voice, �What would you do if I suggested we have sex right now?�
�Throw you onto your back and fuck your brains out,� I immediately replied.
�But if I tell you �not yet�?�
�Then I reserve the right to jerk off as soon as you�re gone.�
�And what if I send Adrienne in here to tease you?�
�Please don�t be mean.�
�Alright, alright,� Dawn giggled. And then she sat back and looked at me adoringly. �You�re really going to wait for me? Big Ben, Playboy of Cal Berkeley, man who�s bedded half the campus already, is going to keep it in his pants?�
�Because I love you,� I said firmly.
She smiled and kissed me again, quickly but firmly. And then she backed off again and said, �Thank you. You know I want to be with you again. I just need some time to get my head straight.�
�You�ll know where to find me.�
She nodded, got off the bed, and then she was gone.
APRIL 21, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Pain suddenly blossomed in my right hand. I jerked upright in my chair, gritting my teeth as I realized just in time that I probably shouldn�t scream in a filled auditorium. With wide eyes, I looked down at my hand, half-expecting to find it severed at the wrist with blood spurting out of it like a fountain.
But my hand was still attached. And there was no blood. There�was�a little blue ink on the back of my hand, relatively between the third and fourth knuckles. And Dawn was just removing her ball-point pen, the sharp conical metal tip gleaming like a surgical instrument.
I glared at her. She just grinned and turned forward to face Professor Ice as she wrapped up and dismissed the class. But immediately after dismissing us, the professor looked over at me and called out, �Ben, please stick around for moment.�
I glanced at Dawn, who just shrugged and shouldered her bag. She caught Bert�s attention, and with parting head nods, the two of them filed out of the class. I�d catch up to them later. Then I headed down to the front of the class where the professor was packing up her own materials.
Seeing me, Professor Ice smirked and commented, �How you do so well despite�sleeping�through half of my lectures, I�ll never know. If you weren�t so good a student, I might be offended.�
My mouth went dry. �Ah, no offense, Dr. Isakova.�
�Call me Viktoriya,� she clarified in a charming accent.
I arched an eyebrow in confusion.
�I�m serious,� she said. �But not unless we�re in private or until the summer.�
�The summer?�
�I�ll explain in a minute.� She shouldered her bag and stood up straight. �I understand that you do not have a class after this. Please, will you walk an old woman to her office?�
Before I could think about it, I was already commenting, �You�re not an old woman.�
She flashed me a brilliant smile. �Why thank you, young man.� And then she turned and began striding out of the lecture hall.
Professor Isakova wasn�t an old woman. Mid-30s, I guessed. And a tall Eastern European beauty with chestnut brown hair, piercing dark blue eyes, and a fit body. Still, I didn�t know what had possessed me to say that. Habitual flirting, I guessed. But not wanting to get myself into anything deeper than I already was, I kept my mouth shut as I followed after her.
Professor Ice comparatively lived up to her reputation on the short walk over to her office. She walked purposefully ahead of me, moving briskly and with such long strides that I had to focus to keep up. She neither turned around to look at me or otherwise speak with me for the entire trip. And in fact her only change in demeanor was when a fellow professor walked the other way and she tilted her head in a polite, but restrained, greeting.
But then her demeanor changed once again once we got to her office. She closed the door behind us, opened the top button of her blouse and then sat down in her desk chair, the desk pushed against the wall so that there was nothing between her and me as she gestured me into a wing chair. She crossed her legs, which made her knee-length skirt ride up her thigh and show me that she had really well-formed legs. And when the ice-fa�ade dropped and she flashed me another pleasant smile, I started to feel a trace of panic.
It felt like ages ago, but what was it Erica and Angela had told me about Professor Ice way back at the beginning of the year? My memory was great with anything I�d ever read, but conversations didn�t always click. Still, I distinctly remembered some jokes about a student named Brian Ogilvie and rumors that he was sleeping with her. And with everything going on with Dawn right now, the LAST thing I needed was a professor hitting on me. I was already wound up from going a few days without sex as it was.
But just as I was starting to work up some sort of defense, a knock came at the door. Professor Isakova brightened and called, �Come in.�
The door swung open and to my utter surprise, Kim Fukuzaki was on the other side of the door. The very pretty Japanese-American girl with blonde streaks in her hair was wearing a familiar black and hot pink leather motorcycle jacket and white tank top underneath. She carried her motorcycle helmet in one arm and slapped it as her arm went rigid in surprise at seeing me. �Uh, hey Ben.�
�Kim, hey,� I replied, just as much in surprise.
�Ah, so you two already know each other?� Professor Isakova inquired.
Kim blinked at me, still surprised. I recovered first and replied, �Sort of old friends. Kind of lost touch this year.�
�Well, I�m sure you�ll have plenty of opportunities to reconnect,� the professor said warmly. �Congratulations to you both on being accepted into the Undergraduate Business Program.�
Now Kim had recovered and she bowed her head slightly. �Thank you, Dr. Isakova.�
�You�ll need to start calling me Viktoriya,� the professor clarified. Her eyes darted to me and she smiled again. �But not just yet. Have a seat.�
Slightly confused, Kim took the wing chair next to me, giving me a look of �What�s going on?�
I shrugged, not having any answers of my own and we both turned to our professor.
Professor Isakova clasped her hands together and held onto her own knee over her crossed legs and smiled. �I�ll get right to the point. Every year I invite my two best students to intern with me over the summer. I�m sure you�ve heard of some of the research we do into all fields of business, from economics to marketing to organization, etc. I typically publish a paper at the end of each summer, and my assistants will have their names on it as well.�
Both Kim and I were nodding. It was a rather prestigious honor and opportunity, and something discussed every year among the students. It was a paid internship and only given to students entering the Undergraduate Program. And those students almost always became the stars of the program in the coming years. I felt my heart speeding up with anxiousness.
Professor Isakova spread her arms. �You�re my two best students. I�m inviting you both to work with me. What do you say?�
Kim and I both looked at each other, smiles spreading across both our faces. Yeah, I was a little nervous about working with Professor Ice, but the potential rewards far outweighed any potential discomforts. I mentally smacked myself for even beginning to think that she�d been coming on to me (I must have been even more sex-deprived than I�d thought). And now that I realized that wasn�t the case, I quickly warmed to the idea of joining the internship.
�Yes,� Kim replied quickly.
�Absolutely, Dr. Isakova,� I answered as well.
�No, no. �Viktoriya�, remember?� the professor laughed. �I know it takes some getting used to. I am well aware that my teacher-student persona is not conducive to familiarity. But when we�re in private, or during the summer when we�re in a working relationship, I find all that stiffness to be a detriment. Okay?�
Kim and both caught on quickly. �Of course, Viktoriya,� I said.
�Thank you for this opportunity, Viktoriya,� Kim added.
�Okay. I�m going to give you the paperwork now. I expect that despite this initial enthusiasm, you will consider all your options carefully. If you plan to continue and join me, please return the paperwork by Friday.�
APRIL 23, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�All done? Turned in the paperwork? You�re one of Professor Ice�s interns?� Dawn reached out and took my arm as I caught up to her, hugging herself to my side.
�Yup,� I nodded in confirmation. �Still can�t believe she picked me.�
�YOU can�t?�I�can�t believe she picked you. You�slept�through most of her classes.�
�Only Macroecon in the mornings,� I said defensively. �I was always awake for the seminar.�
Dawn rolled her eyes and I grinned, hugging her arm closer to me. We walked along in silence for another few moments before Dawn glanced over at me. �You look relaxed.�
I shrugged. �It�s Friday.�
�No. You look ... settled. If I didn�t know any better, I�d have thought you�d gotten laid this morning.�
I frowned and protested, �I didn�t!�
�Oh, I know you didn�t. You don�t have that �look�. But at the same time, it�s been almost a week and you�re not cranky or edgy or anything.�
I shrugged. �I told you: I can wait.�
Dawn sighed regretfully. �You never should have told me you would. I never would have gotten my hopes up over this and you could�ve been happily boinking Adrienne or the Tri-Delts or anyone else while waiting for me. Paige, especially, has been looking a little anxious. Girl needs something to take the edge off.�
I arched an eyebrow. �You encouraging me to have sex with�Paige?�
�Well,� Dawn stammered. �I�m not�encouraging...�
I shook my head. �I�m waiting. I want to wait. And I�m happy to wait. You�re worth it, and you�re all I want right now.�
�But you�re YOU. You�ve got to be all clogged up inside.�
I shrugged and smiled mischievously. �Who says I�m clogged up? This memory of mine is good for more than just memorizing text. I was happily replaying some old thoughts I had of you when we were younger.�
�Oh?�
I grinned and blushed, looking away. �Nevermind.�
�No, tell me. Tell me.�
I glanced back at my best friend, taking in her sweet face and radiant smile. I could never dream of hiding something from her if only she asked. With a small sigh, I thought back to the morning�s masturbatory session. �Morris Camp, of course, where most of our best memories are from. We were fifteen, and that last week, while we were kissing, you got all hot and just HAD to start rubbing yourself.�
�Oh, THAT day,� Dawn whistled.
�I remember the way you looked, completely naked and�very�well developed for a 15-year-old. I remember the glow of your skin, the firmness of your breasts, how you hadn�t started to shave��
�Ben!� Dawn hissed. �We�re kinda out in public right now!�
I chuckled. �Anyways, you remember what happened after that?�
��Course I remember,� she blushed. �You started jerking off and you actually�came�on me.�
�Best moment of my life up until then.�
Dawn giggled and sighed. �A lot of our best moments were at camp. It really sucks that we�re not going back this year. I don�t know WHEN we ever will again.�
�Someday,� I said reassuringly. �But for now, I guess we�ll just have to make new moments together. We have all the time in the world.�
She glanced at me out of the corners of her eyes, looking at me with longing. �You really mean that, don�t you.�
I smiled warmly. �Of course I do. I told you, at Robin�s Swinger�s Party, that if we ever started a relationship again, it would have to be the kind that lasts forever. I won�t ever lose you again.�
Dawn came to an abrupt halt in the middle of the path, jerking me to a stop since she was still holding onto my arm. And as I swung around, she reached up with one hand behind my ear and pulled me to her for a patented volcanic kiss that sent shockwaves down to my toes.
Almost as suddenly as she�d kissed me, Dawn let me go. And from just inches in front of my face, she stared at me wild-eyed and panting softly. �Damn you. Between the memory at camp and telling me that, you really know how to get my motor running.�
�I�d be happy to take care of it for you,� I said softly.
For a second, I thought she might take me up on that. But just as suddenly, she sighed and looked away. �Not yet, Ben. Not yet.�
�Okay,� I replied simply. �I�ve got a lot of old memories to keep me company. And I�ll wait for you forever if I have to.�
APRIL 29, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Watch your hands, Mister.�
Reflexively, I jerked my hands away from Dawn�s ribcage, only now becoming fully aware that my palms had been sliding up her torso, my thumbs and forefingers coming dangerously close to the undersides of her breasts while she sat in my lap.
�Sorry, sorry,� I muttered. �See what happens when you don�t let me type? This was all going faster when you just dictated and I did the typing.�
�Well you don�t punctuate the same as me,� Dawn complained. �Weren�t you taught to put two spaces after a period every sentence?�
�No. Why would I?� I craned my head around her shoulder to look at the monitor and check out Dawn�s style of writing. �Just seems a waste of space.�
She sighed and then shifted her ass on my lap, rubbing her fiiine butt against the semi-growing bulge in my shorts. �Maybe you should move back to the bed.�
A different idea of �bed� popped into my head, and I moaned softly. How could I NOT think of sex when the most beautiful girl in the world was sitting in my lap, and when I hadn�t had sex in nearly two weeks. It had been an absolute�ETERNITY�for me.
I agreed with Dawn. If I was going to stick to my promise to wait for her, separating myself from temptation was probably a good idea. But with her warm body right in my grasp, I couldn�t help but hug her from behind and grind myself lightly into her buttcheeks. �But are you SURE you want me to go away?�
There was a flutter in Dawn�s voice as she sighed. Turning back to face me, I caught a flash of arousal in her eyes. But a second later she turned away again and said, �I�m sure.�
With that, she stood up and I extricated myself from the desk chair we�d been sharing. Without a backwards glance I went over to her bed and flopped onto it face-down, grabbing my own study materials.
I could wait. I was horny as all hell. But I could wait.
MAY 1, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Dammit! How long is it going to take for Dawn to pull her head out of her ass and take you back?� Adrienne seethed quietly.
�Hey, hey. Relax,� I soothed while rubbing her shoulders. I was sitting on the couch while Adrienne sat on the floor in front of me, her head bowed forward while I did my best to work all the kinks out of her neck.
�Can�t relax,� Adrienne growled. �As much as I love your massages, Tiger, it�s a�full body�massage I really want, outside AND inside.�
�What?� Dayna chirped from across the coffee table on the other couch. �I didn�t take care of you enough this morning?�
�Love you, D, but even your strap-on isn�t the same as having a living, panting�man�heaving himself over you,� Adrienne complained.
�Don�t I know it,� Dayna sighed dreamily. �Of course, you know Kevin would nail you in a heartbeat if you ever wanted. He gets sooo hot when I tell him about our little trysts.�
�Never gonna happen,� Adrienne shook her head. �Tell him all you want, but there�s only one dick in this world for me and it�s right behind me. If ONLY I can get Dawn to set it free.�
�What�s to say she�s going to set it free even after they finally get back together?� Paige spoke up. �Ben�s been very serious about this �only want Dawn� thing.�
Adrienne sighed and smiled at the petite redhead. �Because it�s Ben. And it�s Dawn. Once they get themselves figured out, you know Dawn�s gonna share with us. Even you.�
Paige tittered excitedly at that.
�Besides, Ben would never let us go�completely�unsatisfied, would you, Tiger?� She reached back and patted my hand.
I just smiled and patted back. �That�ll be up to Dawn.�
�I�m not worried,� Adrienne sighed. �I�m just so�stressed.�
�Why is that, anyways?� Brandi spoke up. �You suddenly realized you�d forgotten some major assignment that�s due on Monday?�
�No, no. Nothing like that,� Adrienne sighed. �Something personal.�
�So personal you can�t share?� Paige asked curiously.
�No, of course not,� Adrienne shook her head and then moaned when I hit a particularly good nerve. She closed her eyes and took another moment to enjoy the sensation before rolling her head around a bit and then opening her eyes again. �Guess it�s not �personal�; it�s more �professional�. But I don�t really want to say anything else until I�ve got a better handle on what�s going on.�
�Professional? You�re not in any trouble, are you?� Dayna piped up, big sisterly concern on her face.
�No, of course not. Quite the opposite. But I haven�t decided yet. Can we just drop it?�
�Sure� �Sure� the girls shrugged. But I knew there�d be some gossiping later on. They�were�girls after all.
�What about you, Ben?� Paige asked. �You�ve gone two weeks without sex now. Aren�t YOU stressed?�
I sighed. I WAS feeling rather tense, and HAD been getting even more tense with every passing day. But I�d manage. For Dawn, I�d manage. Besides, I still had a lot of memories to keep me company. �I�m fine.�
�Sure you wouldn�t like a little blowjob to take the edge off?�
�PAIGE,� I growled.
�Oh, poo.�
MAY 6, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
The bathroom door closed, shutting Dawn away. And from the couch across from me, Gwen actually threw her pen against my chest.
�Hey!� I squawked in surprise.
�You are SUCH a moron,� Gwen sighed.
�What?�
�You never should have promised Dawn you�d wait for her.�
�What? Why not?�
�Because...� Gwen rolled her eyes. �If you hadn�t, she�d have already gotten back together with you by now.�
�What?�
Robin nodded. �She told us this morning. Don�t mistake us, she�s happy you did. But she said flat out that if it wasn�t for your promise to wait, she probably would have caved like last weekend after the two of you went for that walk together up Grizzly Peak. Girl said she�s hornier than a mutated goat.�
�Huh?�
Gwen sighed and leaned forward. �Dawn�s scared. I think she�s over Ryan and she wants to be with you again. She�s totally in love with you and she always has been. But she�s really,�really�scared. She keeps talking some crap about how she�s a horrible person who doesn�t deserve you. And she knows that if you two ever break up again, the relationship might never recover. So she�s being really cautious about whether she really wants to make this leap beyond friendship.�
�It�s getting annoying listening to her waffle every other day,� Robin complained. �I say she just goes for it already.�
�And she would have, if not for this little �test�.� Gwen looked at me seriously. �She almost WANTS you to screw up and fuck somebody just so she can say �I told you so� and then put you guys getting back together on hold.�
�So what? She�s just going to wait until I lose control and nail somebody?�
Gwen shrugged and gave me a sharp look. �I don�t know. Are you?� Unspoken were the words, �We KNOW what you�re capable of.�
I blushed and looked away. �No. I�ll wait for her forever if I have to. She�s too important to me to screw this up.�
Both girls softened their looks and actually smiled at me. �We thought so. You want our advice?� Gwen asked. �Just go for her. Next time you get a chance, seduce the hell out of her. She�ll let you. She WANTS to. She�s been going without sex just as long as you have. Push her just a little bit, and she�s yours. You can move on from there.�
The toilet flushed behind the bathroom door and the girls quickly backed into their seats, putting themselves in casual studying positions once again.
I�ll admit, their advice was something to think about.
MAY 7, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Here?� Dawn arched an eyebrow at me as we pulled outside the romantic French restaurant. I had Adrienne�s Mustang for tonight�s non-date.
�What? Don�t feel like French food?�
Dawn frowned and looked over at me. And in a quiet voice, she said, �Ben, don�t push me.�
Well, there went THAT idea. I HAD planned on pushing just a little. Nothing overt. Since we were both single, Dawn agreed to get dinner with me on a Friday night. I figured taking her to a romantic place would set the mood. We�d talk and chat like normal, but I�d remind her how much I loved her along the way. Afterwards, we�d return to her empty apartment, pop a sappy DVD into the TV, and cuddle. I�d initiate some light petting. Maybe some subtle making out. And then I�d see where things took us.
But the instant the words left her mouth, I scrapped all those plans. I�d never been the kind of guy to push a girl any further than they wanted, and I wasn�t about to start with Dawn.
Dinner became Baja Fresh takeout.
The DVD became Pirates of the Caribbean.
And while we cuddled, no petting or making out occurred.
Later that night, I called up memories of the out-of-control orgy at camp when I nailed Dawn, Adrienne, DJ, and Felicia all at the same time. But three tissues later, I still wasn�t satisfied.
How long would she make me wait?
MAY 14, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
Dawn and I walked into the house together. Adrienne was in the living room and she said brightly, �Hey, guys! Oh, Dawn! I wanted to show you this outfit I just got!�
Quickly, the statuesque blonde grabbed Dawn�s hand and practically dragged her into the bedroom, scurrying like a little girl. Chuckling to myself, I just went into my own room, unshouldered my pack, and started pulling out my keys, wallet, and cell phone to drop onto the dresser. I�d even started pulling off my shoes before I realized my room was already occupied.
�Venez � moi, mon ami...� Monique St. Claire purred, crooking a finger at me. The statuesque French babe reclined back against my pillows, clad in an eye-popping set of lingerie. Her curly bottle-blonde hair fell to her shoulders over a lacy red bra that did much to lift and present her massive tits for my viewing pleasure. Red garters and stockings covered her long legs, ending in fuck-me red heels. Humming, she slid two fingers into the matching lace panties, which were transparent enough to let me see the dark pubic hairs of her trimmed bush.
�Uh, Monique?� I arched an eyebrow in question while my eyeballs ogled her body. �What are you doing here?�
�Zhat should be obvious, no?� the older girl replied sweetly in her cute accent. She sat up and knelt on top of the mattress, hunching forward to push her cleavage out. �I have just fineeshed my very last class ever and I want to celebrate. I think you can help me, no?�
I blinked rapidly before replying, �No.� I shook my head. �No.�
Monique�s face fell and she started pouting, with big cocksucking lips and obvious heat in her eyes. �And why �no�? You are single. I am single. And we have played zis game before.�
Reaching down, Monique opened the front clasp to her bra, spilling out her big Double-D tits capped with pale pink nipples. Still with the straps around her shoulders, she cupped the massive melons in her hands and raised one up, taking a long lick at her own nipple.
Yeah, my shorts were tight. And I found that I was shivering so hard my eyesight was getting shaky. Four weeks already. I hadn�t gotten laid in four weeks.
�Come on, Ben. I would very much like to feel you gripping my tits, squeezing them and pinching while you drive that beeg cock up my ass.�
Ah,�HELL.
I am a sexual creature.
Before I realized it, I�d taken two steps toward the bed. But that was as far as I got before coming to a dead stop and clenching my eyes shut, forcing myself to remove the memory of Monique holding her tits out for me. Gritting my teeth, I fought to turn myself against the invisible force directing me to jump onto the bed and tear Monique�s lingerie away before sinking my dick into her willing body.
Even though there was nothing physically holding me, I found myself straining so hard that my muscles were tense and actual tears rolled down my cheeks from the exertion. But at last I broke free of whatever hold my sexual desire had on me as I stumbled two steps back. �I can�t, Monique,� I gasped, feeling out of breath. �I can�t.�
Monique pouted. �Sure you can.� She got up onto her knees and crawled forward along the bed, parking herself at the edge. �Perhaps I should start first. Let me suck on your cock and swallow your load to get us started. Zhen you can eat my pussy and make me scream in passionate ecstasy before you mount my body and have your way wis me.�
�Monique, no!�
She sighed. �Adrienne said you might need zome convincing.� With that, Monique shrugged out of the bra and stepped off the bed, stalking toward me purposefully.
But Monique�s first word stuck in my head: Adrienne. What did Adrienne have to do with this? Adrienne had said I would need some convincing? That meant that Adrienne had put Monique up to ... knowing full well that I...��ADRIENNE!��I bellowed in shock, immediately turning and marching out the open doorway over to the other bedroom.
Without warning I burst through the unlocked door into Adrienne�s bedroom, ready to spew hellfire before I came to a dead stop at the sight of a half-naked Dawn.
Indeed, my Dawn was topless, wearing just her jeans as she clamped her arms over her bare breasts. Technically, she didn�t need to. Adrienne was standing right behind Dawn, her own hands covering Dawn�s tits as she palmed them caressingly. Adrienne also lifted her lips away from Dawn�s neck, a smug little grin on her face.
�The hell?� I stammered.
�Ohmigod,� Dawn stammered. Then she quickly broke herself free of Adrienne, darting over to her bra and shirt which were on top of the bed. And while she was frantically trying to put her clothes back on, a topless Monique, wearing nothing but her garter, panties, stockings, and heels, wandered in the door.
Dawn looked at her, then at me, and gasped, �Ohmigod!� Without another word, my best friend flew right past me, past Monique, and then out the front door.
* * *
Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit! SHIT!
Whirling back to Adrienne, I clapped both of my hands on top of my head and gasped, �What the fuck did you DO?�
Fully-dressed, the stunningly gorgeous blonde just flipped her hair back and smirked at me, looking anything but apologetic. �Making something happen, like I always do.�
�WHAT?�
�Trust me, Ben.�
�Trust you?�Trust you?�The last time I�trusted�you I ended up with an extra girlfriend to keep me occupied while you left me for Grace!�
Adrienne frowned. �This is different.�
�Different? How?�
Adrienne sighed and folded her arms. Then she turned to look past me at Monique, now with an apologetic expression on her face. �I�m sorry, cherie. This didn�t quite work out like I may have expected.�
Monique just glanced at me and then out the door where Dawn had fled. �Is something going on between them that I don�t know about?� The accent was severely toned down.
Adrienne sighed. �Apparently. I�m sorry.�
Monique shrugged. �It�s okay.� And then the busty French bombshell sidled up to me, completely unselfconscious that she was still topless with her big tits jiggling. After looking at me carefully, she reached a hand up to my face and smiled. �You�re in love, aren�t you?� she asked sweetly.
I blinked and nodded.
�I understand.� And then grabbing my head, Monique pecked me on both cheeks before stepping back. Crossing her arms across her torso, which inadvertently pushed her tits together and up, making them even more enticing, she sighed and said, �I would have liked to spend one last time with you before I leave here. But if it doesn�t happen, that�s okay.�
�You sure?� Adrienne asked. �I feel like I owe something to you now.�
Monique shook her head. �No, it�s okay. Kerri and Erica are throwing a little party tonight at their place. There will be some cool guys; and of course the girls. I�m sure I�ll be fine.� And with a last smile, Monique went out of the room to fetch her clothes.
Adrienne followed her to the door and then closed it behind her, only then turning back to me with a sly little grin on her face.
I blinked in shock at the grin. My initial anger had started to fade as I felt bad for leaving Monique high and dry. But as I realized that this was all part of some manipulative plan of Adrienne�s, the anger was coming back. �Adrienne, what the fuck are you doing?� I asked quietly, but menacingly.
With a smug expression on her face, Adrienne leveled her gaze at me and stated, �Kicking you and Dawn in your respective butts.�
I shook my head in disbelief. �You set me up with Monique? You tried to seduce Dawn? Why?�
Adrienne shrugged as she returned back to her bed, dropping onto it and leaning back on her arms. �Only two things could have possibly happened. One, you caved to your libido and nailed Monique, in which case you ended this �waiting� thing once and for all and Monique got a nice celebratory fuck; or two, you didn�t.�
�Well, I didn�t.�
Adrienne smiled. �No, you didn�t. Outside of me or Dawn, I figured Monique would be your most tempting bait. She�s tall. She�s blonde. She�s got big boobs. And she LOVES the way you fuck. Maybe Kerri/Julie as a pair might have been more enticing, but both of them have boyfriends and it was easier to set Monique up.�
�Why set me up in the first place?�
�Well like I said, there were only two possible outcomes. If you were really serious about Dawn, you wouldn�t cave to Monique. And you didn�t. So congrats, there.�
�I COULD have!� I growled, quite angry with Adrienne. �And it would have ruined everything!�
�Maybe,� Adrienne shrugged. �But it would have brought this whole standoff between you and Dawn to a halt. She�d realize you weren�t ready yet, you�d stay friends, and that would be it. OR, maybe she wouldn�t have gotten upset at you. Remember, I was ten seconds away from seducing HER. You cave, she caves; it�s all the same. Maybe then you two would�ve gotten over your hang-ups and realized you�re making this harder than it needs to be.�
I shook my head. �Dawn might�ve never forgiven me for banging Monique, not even if she slept with you.�
�Of course she would. She�s your Dawn,� Adrienne said matter-of-factly. �It�s a moot point. You didn�t cave. And you interrupted us before she could.�
�And she�s STILL mad at me.�
Adrienne rolled her eyes. �Dawn�s not mad. She�s confused. Give her a little bit and she�ll realize that not only was she caving to me, but that you DIDN�T sleep with Monique. You didn�t have the time and Monique still had her clothes on. Well, most of them. I talked to Gwen and Robin, too. Dawn�s been waiting for you to fail, and now that you�ve been tested and DIDN�T fail, I�m hoping she�ll wake up and realize just how committed you are to her.�
I sighed and folded my arms, frowning grumpily. I couldn�t find a hole in Adrienne�s current logic, but things�might�ve�turned out differently and her meddling could have seriously fucked things up. I scowled and glared at her menacingly.
Adrienne rolled her eyes. �Don�t look at me like that. Get off your ass and go over there.�
�Huh?�
�Go to Dawn. Get this worked out. Tell her how much you love her and how much you want to be with her. AGAIN, if you have to. Because right now, I think she�s ready to listen.�
Still slightly annoyed at Adrienne, I nevertheless agreed that I needed to see Dawn right away, talk to her, and get everything worked out before any misunderstandings cropped up over this. Shaking my head, I turned and went to the door.
�Hey, Tiger,� Adrienne called after me, making me stop just as I opened the door.
I looked back and arched an eyebrow.
�If things work out, please remind Dawn that I�m desperately horny and really, really need your cock.�
* * *
�Ben?� Dawn called through the door, apparently checking me out through the peephole.
�Yeah, it�s me.�
�What are you doing here?�
�I want to talk to you.�
�Maybe you shouldn�t.�
�Why not?�
�Because...� Her voice trailed off.
�Because what?�
She was quiet for a few moments before mumbling, �Go away, Ben.�
�Why?�
�Please? Go away...�
�I�m not going away, dammit!� I pounded on the door. �Dawn! Let me in!�
�Ben...�
�DAWN!� I pounded a few more times.
Everything went silent. The seconds ticked past. And just when I was about to start pounding on the door again, I heard the shucking sound of the lock.
The door didn�t open, so after another second I twisted the handle myself and gingerly eased the door inwards. Dawn was already walking away from me, heading into her bedroom. Quickly, I moved inside, closed and locked the door, and then followed her into the bedroom.
I found her stomach-down on top of the bed, her face in her arms as she cried. Quickly settling next to her, I gently brushed her hair back from her face and tenderly ran my fingers along her cheek. �Dawn,� I said softly, soothingly. �What�s wrong?�
�I�m sorry...�
�Sorry for what?�
�Sorry for everything!� she whimpered and put her face down, sobbing even harder. �I�m sorry for keeping you waiting. I�m sorry for Adrienne. I�m sorry for Ryan. I�m sorry for everything! I�ve been so stupid and selfish,� she blubbered.
�What do you mean?�
She looked up at me, her eyes red-rimmed. �Look at me. Look at who I�ve been for the past four weeks ... Look at who I�ve been for the past�two years. I�m a self-centered bitch!�
�What are you talking about?�
�I�m a self-centered bitch!� she repeated. �Eveything I�ve done, I�ve done for ME. I was scared of getting into a new relationship. But rather than talk about it with you, I just buried my head in the sand and waited...�hoped�... you would fuck it up! To get ME off the hook!�
�Being scared is understandable.�
Dawn shook her head. �This whole time, I wanted my cake and to eat it too. I couldn�t be with you? Okay, I�m going to string along Ryan, a�great�guy ... I�ll tell him I love him and let him believe I�ll move away with him when deep down, I always knew I didn�t want to be with him forever. I didn�t want to be lonely. So I had you during the day, my Ben, to talk to and to be with ... and I had him to keep me company at night. Don�t you see? I�m a user. I HURT the man I claimed to love. And somehow ... someway ... I just KNOW I�m going to poison our relationship, too. I want too much. I want what�s best for me, no matter who I hurt in the process.�
�Dawn-Dawn-Dawn...� I held her shoulder firmly, shaking her lightly, just enough to get her attention. And then staring straight into her eyes, I said warmly, �You�re�allowed�to be self-centered.�
�What?�
Still holding her gaze, I nodded encouragingly. �Everyone is self-centered.�Everyone�is looking out for their own self-interest. Otherwise, what�s the point of living? You can�t help anyone else if your own life is in the toilet. Dawn�s gotta take care of Dawn. You can�t live your life to make someone else happy, you�ve got to live to make YOURSELF happy.�
�You don�t.� Dawn furrowed her eyebrows. �You�re Mr. White Knight, always off to rescue someone. Adrienne loses her family? Ben takes her in. Paige gets disowned by hers? Ben spends all his time comforting her and driving her to prenatal visits. It�s what you DO.�
�To make ME happy. Yeah, I�d like to think my actions improve the lives of others. But come on, I�m the most self-centered guy I know. I do those things to keep the people I care about close to me. If I do these things, then THEY will come do nice things for ME. That�s my goal. Heck, even with sex, I work so hard to give girls the greatest sexual experiences of their lives so that they keep coming BACK and�I�get laid even more! Totally self-centered!�
�Then WHY be in a relationship? Why devote so much of yourself to someone else?�
I turned my hand and caressed her cheek. �And it just so happens that sometimes, making someone�else�happy is the best way to make�yourself�happy. And when two people find a way to do that together, THAT�S a relationship. Because being in love, feeling that warmth, is the greatest feeling in the world.�I�want that ... for�me.�
Dawn just blinked, and I shifted forward to bring my other hand up, cupping her face in both of my hands. �And because�I�m�a self-centered person, and I want what�s best for�me, I�m going to do whatever it takes to get you back. I know that being with�you, loving you, doing everything I can to make you happy, would make me feel better than if I was with anyone else. So ultimately, loving�YOU�is the best thing for�ME. �Cuz ... y�know ... I�m selfish like that.� I grinned.
Dawn managed a smile, but a second later she bit her lip and frowned. She sobbed some more and turned her face away from me. �But maybe we shouldn�t be together. I don�t deserve you.�
I sighed. �Dawn, you�re being ridiculous.�
�No...� she shook her head. �You say you�re finally ready to be with me. Well maybe�I�m�not ready to be with you!�
�Why not?�
�Because! Clearly, you�re all I ever wanted. I�ve been waiting YEARS for this. I strung along RYAN for years over this. And when the chance finally came,�I�hesitated.�I�got cold feet.�I�got scared. It wasn�t supposed to be like this between us! It wasn�t supposed to be this hard! You and me were supposed to fit together so naturally!�
�We do,� I said reassuringly, turning my hand to start stroking her spine as if I were giving her a back massage.
�Then WHY did I hesitate?�
�Like you said, you were scared. Though I�m not exactly sure of what. I�ve never been very frightening to you.�
�I�m not scared of you, Ben. I�m scared of losing you. I couldn�t take it again. I don�t know ... I still think that somehow I�m going to poison our relationship. Or you�ll do something stupid to make me hate you. I don�t know! What if�we�re�not ready for this? Maybe you were right. As friends, we can be eternal. No risking a relationship.�
�And no reward,� I countered. �Yeah, there are risks. There always are. But if we don�t risk it, we�ll never be as happy as we could be. I don�t know if this is destiny or some fantasy cooked up by our parents to have shared grandchildren or something. What I do know is that I love you, that I�ve always loved you, and that you�ve always loved me. I think that what we have together is strong enough that we�ll be able to work through our problems as they come up. I think we just need to TRY. Because to waste our lives being just friends would mean the both of us were missing out on something truly special.�
Dawn shook her head and looked at me through bleary eyes. �I don�t deserve you. I�m not the perfect Dawn you think I am. I�m just a 19-year-old girl.�
�Of course you are.�
She shook her head again. �I was ready to commit to Ryan.�
�Like I was any less ready to commit to Adrienne? I gave her a promise ring, remember?�
�And you weren�t ready to be mine after she broke up with you,� Dawn pointed out. �Just like I�m not ready to be yours yet.�
�But you belong with me. If you need to take a little more time to realize that, so be it.�
�Took you almost a whole year.�
�I�m a slow learner,� I deadpanned. �Besides, this is different. Your breakup with Ryan wasn�t the same as with me and Adrienne.�
Dawn chewed on that for a little bit, staring off at nothing. But after a moment, she frowned and fidgeted with her hands. �You didn�t let Monique seduce you, did you?�
I rolled my eyes. �No.�
Dawn quivered and bit her lip. �Then I�m not as good a person as you; not as faithful. You�ve kept to your word of waiting for me, but I�d have let Adrienne seduce me.�
�So?� I shrugged. �What, are we gonna pretend the thought doesn�t turn me on?�
�Don�t you see?�I�wasn�t going to wait for�you!�
I smirked and shook my head. �And I never asked you to! Yeah, I promised I�d wait for you, but I never bound you to the same. Look, if you�re still not ready to take me back but you�re horny as all hell, I�m dead certain that Adrienne�s also horny and I�d be happy to escort you back to my place so two of you can get jiggy with it. Just don�t blame me for putting my ear to the door and listening in while I jack off.�
�Ben...�
�I�m serious,� I said firmly. �I want you back, and I�m willing to do whatever it takes to make that happen. If you really need more time, I�ll wait. I promised I�d wait as long as it takes and I�ll keep on waiting. But I won�t hold you to the same.�
Dawn sighed and frowned at me. �You can�t wait forever. You�re you. Sooner or later your dick is going to take over your thinking.�
�Not this time. I�ll admit, I sincerely hope you don�t keep me waiting too much longer; I AM more desperately horny than I�ve ever felt in my life. But if it�s about tests, I�ll keep taking them. Send Monique after me. Send anyone you want after me. Park me in the middle of the Tri-Delt Sorority house. I swear to you I�ll keep waiting. For you. Because I love you, Dawn.�
A wicked gleam came into Dawn�s eyes, and she couldn�t help but smile. �In the middle of the Tri-Delt house? You�ll really hold out?�
I gritted my teeth and sighed. What foul torture had I just invented for myself? But I took a deep breath and nodded. �For you. For my Dawn.�
She went quiet again and looked away. She brought one hand up to cover her eyes, holding her temples with her thumb and middle finger. And in a plaintive voice, she whimpered, �What if we don�t work out? I couldn�t take it.�
�Have faith in us,� I said reassuringly. �We�ve already been through so much together and we still love each other. Even after the long separation from the time we were 10-year-olds, and after dating other people, even me dating your little�sister, we�ve come back to each other again. Believe in us, Dawn. Not because of fate or destiny or anything our parents want for themselves. Believe in US. Believe in ME. Because I love you. Because I�m your Ben. And you�re my Dawn. Forever.�
Dawn didn�t answer verbally. She just turned, wrapped her arms around my head, and gave me the most passionate volcanic kiss she ever had.
* * *
Dawn and I had come a long way since first exploring our sexuality back as little kids. I remembered being eleven and at camp when Dawn first started wearing a bra. That was the same summer we�d first discovered our special clearing, and in that quiet privacy, she�d stripped her top to show me the bra and then taken off the bra to show me her budding breasts. I didn�t have hormones yet and didn�t really pay her boobs much notice, other than to confirm that our chests looked different. She�d wanted to see my wiener and without a second thought, I�d dropped trou.
When we were fifteen, we shared our first kiss. It had taken some time to figure out how not to slobber too much, or bump into each other�s noses. Looking back, I was amazed at how innocent we were at that age, given what Brooke and the twins had been doing well before reaching the big one-five.
And at sixteen I�d taken Dawn�s virginity. She was already a beautiful young woman then, proudly sporting unbelievably firm 32C tits. But even as hot as I found her then, she was ravishingly gorgeous now. Her hips had filled out. Her face had matured. And of course her breasts had gotten even bigger. At sixteen, Dawn had still been amidst her adolescent transformation, still a teenager. Now, nearing 20, she was all woman. Even Adrienne had commented back during her first summer camp that Dawn was so much more�beautiful�than when she was sixteen.
And I beheld that beauty before me now.
Even after crying so much that her eyelids were puffy, Dawn still had the face of an angel, the most beautiful I�d ever seen, including Adrienne and Felicia and all the other gorgeous women I�d ever known. Now, as she lay back across her bed and smiled up at me, her blue eyes were crystal clear as she stared at me with loving adoration. Her fine blonde hair haloed around her head on the pillow. And a happy little smile tugged at the corners of her fine lips.
�I love you,� she said softly.
�I love you, too,� I replied warmly. It was clich�, I know. But it�s all in the delivery. She truly meant it. I truly meant it. And that�s all that mattered.
We kissed again, a simmering kiss that was building in intensity. I covered her body with my own and reached out to intertwine the fingers of both my hands in both of hers. We gripped each other and held each other and Dawn moaned into my mouth as she felt my weight pressing down on her.
Our lips didn�t break apart for the next ten minutes, save for the two brief separations necessary for the removal of our shirts. We tugged at each other�s clothing with practiced ease, almost as used to doing it as we were to undressing ourselves. And then before I even realized it, we were both fully naked. Dawn�s big tits were crushed beneath my chest as the intensity of our kiss heated up even further, not quite boiling but just a scant few degrees below. My bare cock was pressed between our bellies while my balls were draped directly over the top of her pussy. Our skins were heating up and we both luxuriated in the feel of each other�s body in such an intimate position. We were almost there.
But I didn�t need to rush this. Dawn and I had sex about a month ago, on two consecutive nights. The first night was when Ryan locked us in, and we�d spent the ensuing hours finally giving into our desires after so many close calls over the previous two years. That night had been almost entirely about relief and enjoying the moment, unsure of whether we might get back together when the sun came up.
The second night I�d attacked her, unable to restrain myself when I realized that I�hadn�t�lost her, that she couldn�t commit to Ryan because she still loved me too much. She and I just HAD to get to the lovemaking before we thought too much about it, before all the myriad complications of our relationships got in the way.
So those two parts were already done and taken care of. Yes, I was excruciatingly horny after not having any sex, not even a blowjob, for the last month. But I didn�t feel a sense of desperate urgency. I�d already had the �give-into-my-lust-for-Dawn� fuck. I�d already had the �show-Dawn-I-want-her-back-and-that-I-surrender-to-her� fuck. All that was left was the �seal-our-relationship-and-be-together-forever� lovemaking, and for that, I REALLY wanted to make it right.
So despite feeling the moisture of her pussy beneath my crotch, despite the desire in her eyes, and despite the way she rolled her hips up invitingly, I took my time.
I kissed my way down the ravishingly beautiful blonde�s body. I let my hands roam while my lips centered down the middle. And I played Dawn like a finely-tuned instrument. Years...�years�together had taught me the best spots for fondling. I didn�t need any operating manuals; Dawn�s likes and dislikes were burned into my brain. And by the time I got down between her thighs and took my first lick, Dawn�s pussy was extremely soaking wet.
Already gasping like a racehorse, Dawn tensed up and grabbed at my hair. �Please, Ben. I can�t wait any longer. Get up here and FUCK me!�
�Patience,� I said softly. �It will be worth it.�
Dawn�s legs elevated over my shoulders and onto my back while I dove in to feast on her swamped pussy. Her labia were spread wide on their own and glistening hot pink in the room�s lights. Her clit had long-ago emerged from its hood, beckoning for my attention. When I�d first done this to Dawn, I had been but a novice. Now, I grinned as I started thinking of all the considerable skills I�d learned since then. And I put those skills to use.
Strangely enough, I hadn�t gotten much practice at eating pussy lately. The simple fact was that many of my recent sexual encounters had been with multiple partners, whether with Adrienne and Brooke over Winter Break or playing around with several Tri-Delts or Jillian and Rebecca at Carter�s party. And most of the rug-munching had been girl-on-girl. Even my one-on-one times with Adrienne and my lone steady girlfriend Cadence had mostly revolved around shoving my cock into their bodies. Adrienne had modeling friends for cunt-lapping and Cadence just wasn�t into cunnilingus as much as other, more kinky activities.
But lack of practice didn�t mean lack of ability. I promised myself that from this day forward, I would start practicing my pussy-eating skills on a daily basis. I assumed Dawn wouldn�t mind being my rehearsal dummy.
She certainly seemed to be enjoying it right now. Once, she jerked so hard in orgasm that she actually pulled some of my hairs out of my scalp. Another time, while my fingertip was teasing her anus, she came so hard that her legs went totally limp and I thought I�d accidentally made her pass out. And the third time she came, her thighs clamped onto my ears and pinned my nose into her crotch for almost a full two minutes. I might actually have suffocated to death if I hadn�t eventually managed to pry her legs apart long enough to take one deep breath before she clamped back down.
Each orgasm took the edge off of Dawn�s raw physical desire. Twice more, she had pleaded for me to stop eating and to get up there and fuck her. But after that last orgasm, her entire body relaxed and she simply raised her arms, whimpering, �Please, Ben. Just come and be with me.�
Only then did I move up her body, take her in my arms, and nudge my cockhead into her folds.
�Ohhh ... Bennn...� Dawn crooned as I began to stretch her entrance. Her legs remained parted to the sides, unresisting as I sank into her slowly. She was tight after having gone celibate for the past month, but with so much lubrication, I was able to smoothly glide into her until we were fully joined.
�Ohhh ... Bennn...� Dawn panted. Her chest was heaving up and down, pushing her tits into me while she weakly held my arms. She seemed completely without energy, her body in a state of total, blissful relaxation, save for a fire in her brilliant blue eyes.
�is this really happening?� she asked softly. �Do I really get to have you again?�
�It�s real,� I replied just as softly. �I�m yours, forever, if you�ll have me.�
�Forever, Ben. Forever,� she breathed and only now moved her limbs, hooking her ankles around mine and tugging me even deeper. I pressed Dawn into the mattress a half-inch as she pulled on me. Then I slowly retracted back while turning my face into her neck. Pumping slowly, I nibbled on her sensitive skin, moving up to her cheek and ears before she turned her face to me and met me in a fresh kiss of passion.
�Love me, Ben...� she pleaded, tightening her arms around my back and clutching me against her chest while I continued pumping in and out of her. �Love me...�
�I�m loving you, Dawn,� I grunted with my thrusting, concentrating on my prick pistoning in and out of her body. Her tunnel cinched around my rod, squeezing and caressing, sending waves of pleasure into my brain. She felt so perfect. �I�m loving you...�
She crooned happily, and tears began forming at the corners of her eyes. There was something she wanted in my responses, a tone of meaning, and apparently she was getting it from me. �Love me, Ben! Love me!�
�I love you, Dawn!� I answered with my heart, dipping my face down to kiss her lips. �I love you!�
�Love me always, Ben!� she pleaded. �Promise me!�
�Always, my Dawn,� I sighed, staring into her eyes as my hips sped up their thrusting, in and out of her body with relentless force. �Always. I�ll love you the way you always wanted, the way you deserved before, the way we were always meant to be. I love you.�
�Oh, gawd!� Dawn threw her head back and gasped. Out of nowhere, Dawn�s entire body shuddered beneath me as she triggered an orgasm. �Love me, Ben!� she screamed.
�I love you!� I bellowed as I sped up as well. I felt the pulsing rhythms of Dawn�s climax inside her body, her pussy muscles spasming and yet seeming to squeeze me purposefully at the same time. From her entrance to her womb, the vaginal pressure milked my cock from base to tip, drawing my sperm out of me. And I found myself thrusting uncontrollably as my own orgasm built inside me with imminent need.
�I love you!�
�Love me, Ben! Cum in me!� she cried, squeezing my neck and wrapping her legs even tighter around my waist. �CUM IN ME!�
�Oh, Dawn!� I bellowed. �DAWN!� I yelled again. I felt the burst of pleasure inside me. And then a powerful jet of spunk raced up my shaft to explode out into her sucking body.
�Yes, Ben! CUM! CUM!� she screamed as a second orgasm tripped over her. The pussy ripples started again, milking me from entrance to womb once again, drawing shot after shot out of me.
�UNNGHHH!� I grunted as my cock fired and fired and fired again, pouring out rivers of cum from my body. I hadn�t had sex in a month and for someone like me, that meant I�d stored up a LOT of sperm. And with absolutely indescribable relief, my balls continued to evacuate their contents as I continued spurting my load into the depths of Dawn�s body.
�YES! YES! FILL ME!� Dawn shrieked at the top of her lungs, her mouth gaping wide as she continued screaming. �FILL ME!�
I did. I more than filled her. My own mouth was gaping wide as the pleasure assaulted my brain. For what felt like hours, I felt the semen racing up my shaft and flying out of my body to meld with hers. Over and over again I spurted, hosing down Dawn�s innards with my creamy load, until her vaginal cavity overflowed and mingled cum began to leak out around our joining.
Together, we came.
Together, we exploded in ecstasy.
Together ... the way it always should have been.
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The clock read 8:23am when my eyes fluttered open. I didn�t need to move to see the digital readout; it was in my line of sight just past Dawn�s right ear. My arms instinctively tightened as the tingling sensation of awareness spread throughout my body, and I realized that not only was my morning wood pressed into Dawn�s naked asscrack, but I was also cupping a very round, very firm breast with absolutely nothing between her skin and mine.
Reflexively, my hand squeezed the boob and Dawn moaned lightly. My mind was a blank slate. I�d been so exhausted that I slept deeply and soundly through the night, a dreamless sleep that was entirely about recovery. I didn�t know where I was or why. But I knew I was holding Dawn � my Dawn � in my arms; and nothing else mattered.
I continued rubbing Dawn�s breast until I heard the barely noticeable change in her breathing. I stopped rubbing just then, but Dawn began taking longer and deeper breaths and presently she began turning her head towards me. And as the morning light shone down brilliantly on her angelic face, my stunningly beautiful soulmate lit up in a wide smile and said happily, �Hi, Ben!�
�Hi...� I smiled happily and squeezed her a little tighter, my hand idly rubbing her breast as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I dipped my face toward hers, puckering my lips as she closed her eyes and moved in to meet me.
And we came together for the sweetest kiss in the world.
I intended to get more of these kisses every day. Nothing could stop us or separate us anymore. Dawn ... and I ... were together again.
Of course, mornings being mornings for me, the sweet kiss started simmering up. I imagined �volcanic� would be only seconds away. After all, I AM a sexual creature. But as I rolled Dawn onto her back and moved myself over her, she giggled and then reached a hand to the middle of my chest to stop me. �Nuh-uh.�
My face fell and my eyebrows canted to the sides in disappointment. �Huh?�
Dawn giggled and shook her head, an impish smile on her face. �Get dressed.�
�Get dressed?� I looked at my soulmate agog. Dressed? I wanted to make love to her. Right�now!
�Trust me,� Dawn giggled again.
My eyes went WIDE and I looked at her in annoyance. Of all the fucking things to say to a guy when he puts his heart on the line and...
Dawn was arching an eyebrow at me, a tease on her face.
I sighed immediately. No way could I feel annoyed at Dawn, not on a morning like this. I smiled and nodded. Then I turned and started hunting around for my clothes.
We got dressed pretty quickly. I knew Dawn had something specifically in mind since she didn�t bother to mess with makeup, simply throwing on baggy sweats and tying her hair back in a ponytail. And while I was still perplexed, I let my gorgeous girlfriend grab my elbow and pull me out of the apartment.
Minutes later, we walked up to my house and I let us in the front door. I was still a bit confused, but my confusion started turning into hope as Dawn marched me right up to Adrienne�s bedroom door and knocked firmly. I looked at Dawn for confirmation, the smile on her face and the way she�felt�to me through our mystical connection all the answer I needed.
�Who is it?� Adrienne called groggily a minute later.
Without answering, Dawn opened the door and led me inside. It took a second for our eyes to get adjusted to the dimness, but soon enough I was able to see Adrienne sitting up in bed, the blankets around her waist, and a rather sexy negligee hanging off the ends of her pendulous breasts. To my left on the day bed, Paige was similarly waking, rubbing her eyes as she picked her head off the pillow in surprise.
Adrienne was the first to react, her gaze trailing from Dawn�s face and down the other girl�s arm until she saw Dawn�s and my hands clasped together. After another few seconds, Adrienne flicked her eyes up to Dawn�s and said warmly, �I�m happy for you.�
�Thank you,� Dawn blushed demurely. Then she looked up and said, �Now let me REALLY thank you.� And with that, Dawn jerked me in front of her and then gave me a healthy shove forward, sending me sprawling across Adrienne�s bed.
Quickly, I turned around to a seated position and looked back at Dawn. �You serious?�
Dawn nodded with a big smile. �Uh-huh.� Then she glanced over to the daybed and crooked a finger to Paige, pointing back over to me. �You too, Red.�
Adrienne purred into my ear as her arms circled around my shoulders from behind. Paige let out a squeal of delight and promptly vaulted off her bed and then bounced into my lap. And standing in front of me, Dawn just smiled while reaching down to pull the sweater over her head, revealing that she was completely naked underneath.
It was good to be me.
* * *
�So everything�s back to normal?� Brandi leaned back against the couch, a pint of Haagen-Dazs Mocha Almond Fudge in her hands. My big sister kept herself in great shape and rarely indulged in such sweet treats; but if there was a time to just say �fuck it� and enjoy oneself, the last week before graduating college made perfect sense, even if it wasn�t even noon yet.
I smirked and sank down onto the opposite couch, kicking my feet up onto the coffee table. I�d just said goodbye to Dawn at the door while she and Adrienne headed back to her apartment to change her clothes and pack an overnight bag. Even though I�d offered to stay with her at her apartment, Dawn didn�t want to spend any more time alone in the place she�d shared with Ryan. Instead, she had every intention of spending what remained of the semester at this house with her friends and family, saying that it felt like coming home.
Arching an eyebrow at my sister, I said, �Define �normal�.�
�Are you and Dawn together again?� Brandi asked, the spoon halfway to her lips. �Are you her boyfriend? Is she your girlfriend? Are you back to the way you always should have been: soulmates destined to be together, ultimately settling down and having the family that you � and everyone else it seems � always wanted.�
I chuckled and nodded. �Uh, yeah. I guess you could say that.�
�And Adrienne... ?�
I shrugged. �... Is totally behind us. She actually orchestrated the little stunt that pushed me and Dawn back together last night. Right now, Adrienne�s still just my adoptive sister and good friend.�
�And lover,� Brandi added.
I arched an eyebrow.
�Come ON, Ben. My bedroom is just above hers. You guys woke me up this morning. ALL of you, even Paige.�
I blushed and looked down, remembering just how much our voices would carry up into Brandi�s bedroom. �Sorry.�
�You should be. Two self-inflicted orgasms and it�s still not enough. Hence the ice cream as a futile attempt at fulfillment,� Brandi complained, her eyes momentarily darting to my crotch.
I started to make a flirty comment as invitation, but held my tongue at the last moment. Brandi and I weren�t like that; not anymore. I�d ruined my sister�s relationship with her boyfriend, putting her in this position where she had no guy with whom to seek sexual relief. And since she no longer wanted a physical relationship with me, I couldn�t help her out either. Teasing her would only rub salt into the wound, and I looked down in embarrassment.
Brandi sighed. �It�s not your fault, Ben.�
We both knew what she was talking about. �Isn�t it?�
She shook her head. �I�m not going to dwell on the past. Right now, I�m just a 22-year-old girl without a boyfriend. Most sisters never even think of using their brothers for sexual release and I�m just one of them. It�s fine. Hence the ice cream.�
I smirked and Brandi waved the spoon. �So how does it all work?� she asked. �You and Dawn and Adrienne and Paige and ... am I missing somebody? You�ve gotten around these last two years.�
I chuckled and shook my head. �No, that�s it. I think Adrienne and I will always have a sexual element to our relationship, and Dawn doesn�t seem threatened by it. Adrienne wants to stay strictly with other girls and I�m just her cock on the side. We�ve become great friends, and siblings, and that�s it.�
�And Paige?�
I took a deep breath. �I don�t know exactly. I knew she always had a crush on me, but she seems to have gotten over it. Over the past few months, she decided that I belonged with Dawn, and she�s accepted that. Right now, I think she�s more focused on her pregnancy and getting through that before she can really think of anything else.�
�And yet she still eagerly jumped your bones this morning. I forgot how high a pitch that girl can squeal.� Brandi grinned. �You didn�t hurt the baby, did you?�
�No, of course not.� I shook my head. �Actually, Paige kept urging me to go harder, whining that she wasn�t as fragile as I might think. But I just couldn�t bring myself to nail her that hard. Her belly�s getting pretty big.�
Brandi sighed. �You remember what I said about leading her on?�
I nodded. �I do. Paige and I have talked about it. She says she knows that anything that happens between us is purely physical.�
�Saying she knows it and truly believing it are two different things.�
�I�ll be careful,� I promised. �I care about her too much to reject her right now. Pretty soon it�ll be a moot point anyways. She�s moving out to stay with her Aunt and Uncle for the summer, and she�s been granted a leave of absence next semester to have the baby. We may not be seeing much of each other.�
Brandi nodded and dug out another scoop. For a minute, with the spoon still in her mouth, she zoned out toward the window, looking thoughtful. Then after taking a deep breath, she put the spoon into the ice cream bucket and set it on top of a coaster. And she pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them. �Looks like everything worked out for you in the end.�
I shrugged and canted my head to the side. I started thinking of Dawn, and an uncontrollable smile crossed my face. �I can�t disagree,� I said while zoning out myself. Then I turned to look at Brandi and grinned. �I got her back.�
Brandi smiled wanly and sighed. �I�m happy for you, little brother. Really, I am.�
I read the melancholy in her tone and said, �You�ll find yours someday.�
Brandi bit her lip and looked ready to cry, but she nodded. And taking another deep breath, she sighed. �It�s just hard sometimes. Since we Seniors don�t have any finals that really matter, I�ve had a lot of time to just sit around and think. Here I am, about to graduate, and I feel like so much in my life isn�t settled. I have no idea how this new job is going to work out. Dayna and I are moving to San Francisco, this massive city that can just swallow people whole. A lot of my friends are moving away and I don�t know if I�ll ever see them again. And on top of it all, everyone around me seems so settled in their romantic life. You and Dawn are back together. Dayna�s more in love with Kevin than ever. And did you know Angela Chan�s boyfriend proposed to her last night?�
Getting out of my seat, I circled around and sat beside my big sister, wrapping my arm around her and pulling her to the crook of my neck.
�You�ll find the right man for you someday. You�re smokin� hot and you�ve got guys coming up to you all the time; maybe guys not worthy of you � not yet � but they�ll come. You only turned 22 like two months ago and you have your whole life ahead of you. You�re right, you�re starting a brand new job; but it�s with the company you�ve been interning at for three years now. Dayna�s still living with you, and you KNOW she�s always got your back.� I rubbed her arm, squeezing her tightly. �And no matter what else may ever happen between us, I�m your brother. I�ll be right here for the next two years if you ever need me. And even after I�ve graduated and gone too, you�ll know that you can ALWAYS depend on me.�
Brandi smiled and rubbed her head against my neck. Then she chuckled and tilted her head up to look at me. �Hey,�I�m�the elder sibling. Aren�t�I�supposed to be reassuring you that I�ll always look out for you?�
I shrugged. �I�m a boy. Protecting my sisters is like a genetic instinct.�
Brandi smirked and shook her head before reaching up and tousling my hair. �Every now and again I look at you and see the little brat who used to annoy the hell out of me. But you grew up, Ben. You grew up.�
I smiled. Then Brandi just put her head back down on my shoulder and hugged me tight.
MAY 17, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Mmmm-wah!� Dawn finished kissing me and then coyly said, �Byee...�
�I love you,� I hummed.
�I love you, too.�
�Gawd you guys are sickening,� Robin drawled.
Gwen giggled and elbowed Robin in the ribs. �Hey, if YOU�D spent all of last night in Ben�s bed, I�d bet you�d be just as syrupy the following morning.�
�Morning, maybe,� Robin sighed. �It�s after lunch!�
Dawn just giggled and then stepped back from me, comfortably ignoring her friends� banter. She turned and hooked her arm through Gwen�s. �Lay off her. If YOU didn�t have Steven you�d be just as bitter.�
Gwen sighed dreamily, thinking of her new boyfriend. �Yeah...�
Robin rolled her eyes. �Just think. This may be the first Finals Week when Ben ISN�T fucking your brains out!�
Gwen swiveled her eyes slyly over to me. �Well ... Finals aren�t over�yet.�
Dawn cracked up and tugged Gwen away from me. �Come on. You don�t want to be late.� Dawn had a Monday afternoon final in the only class she didn�t share with me, and so did Gwen. Robin and I were free, so I was heading back to the house while Robin would be diverting to her place along the way.
I smiled and waved to my departing girlfriend and the hot dirty-blonde on her arm. �Bye. Good luck, ladies. Have fun.�
�No,� Dawn flashed me an impish look over her shoulder. �YOU have fun.� And then she and Gwen headed off.
Robin looked at me with eyebrows raised. �What did she mean by THAT?� She actually looked a little scared that I might club her upside the head and drag her off to my cave to have my way with her.
I chuckled and shrugged. �I dunno.�
Not sure whether to be relieved or disappointed, Robin nodded and fell into step alongside me. Together, we chit-chatted until we hit Bancroft; and then we went our separate ways.
Adrienne was in the living room and smiled brightly, a naughty grin on her face. I arched my eyebrow in surprise but she merely hugged me and greeted me before turning back into the living room. Paige, perhaps feeling like she was dragging thirty extra pounds around her waist, just waved.
Nonchalantly, I just went into my own room, unshouldered my pack, and started pulling out my keys, wallet, and cell phone to drop onto the dresser. I�d even started pulling off my shoes before I realized my room was already occupied.
�Venez � moi, mon ami...� Monique St. Claire purred, crooking a finger at me. The statuesque French babe reclined back against my pillows, clad in an eye-popping set of lingerie. Her curly bottle-blonde hair fell to her shoulders over a black bra that was so sheer as to be almost entirely transparent, putting her pale pink nipples on display. Black garters and similarly-transparent panties and stockings covered her long legs, ending in four-inch stiletto heels. She reached a hand back and ran it through her hair, an inviting smile on her face.
�Uh, Monique?� I arched an eyebrow in question while my eyeballs ogled her body. �What are you doing here?�
It turned out, there was an envelope on the pillow behind her. She finished reaching through her hair, snatched it, and then flicked the hard rectangle at me like a frisbee. Reacting quickly, I trapped it between my hands and then hurried to pull out the single sheet of paper folded inside.
In Dawn�s handwriting, it read:
I felt bad for the way things turned out last Friday, what with all the relationship issues we were both going through. But none of them were Monique�s fault, so I�m charging you with making it up to her. I�ll be stuck in my final until at least 5pm, so she gets to keep you for at least that long. I promised her you�d do your best to show our appreciation for her understanding. In short, if she�s not passed out from pleasure when I get home, I�m going to be very mad at you. =)
Love, your Dawn.

In mild shock, I dropped the letter to the floor just in time to see Monique step in front of me and then grab hold of my collar with her right hand. Her eyes were on fire as she started tugging me back to the bed. And hearing movement behind me, I looked back just in time to see Adrienne�s naughty grin as she closed my bedroom door, shutting me inside and alone with the scantily clad French babe.
�Venez � moi, mon ami...�
MAY 21, 2004, SOPHOMORE YEAR
�Hey, guys. You got a minute?�
�Hmm?� I looked up from the couch in front of me. Finals were over, and as usual, my house was about to become party central. As a thank you of sorts to the graduating seniors, my crew offered to set up tonight�s party and let them concentrate on saying their goodbyes.
Bert and I were moving furniture. Dawn, Gwen, Robin, and Paige were setting up elsewhere. And Adrienne was standing right in front of us, looking pensive as she repeated her question, �Got a minute?�
I glanced at Bert and we simultaneously turned to Adrienne, replying �Sure� at the exact same time. Bert and I then grinned at each other and Adrienne just giggled at our synchronized reactions. Then she turned to head for her bedroom while Bert and I followed.
Turned out, Dawn, Gwen, Robin, and Paige were already assembled in the room, looking perplexed. We all figured Adrienne had some big announcement to make, and for a brief second I panicked, thinking she was going to announce that she was pregnant or something. But no way would Adrienne tell me something like that in a public forum like this. She had something to say to all of us, and now that I thought about it, I wondered if it had something to do with the �professional� stress she�d been feeling a couple of weeks ago.
Dawn noted my momentary concern as I approached, reaching her arm up to me as I joined her in sitting on Adrienne�s bed. �Relax,� my girlfriend said with an otherworldly calm, and I arched an eyebrow questioningly.
�Do you know what she�s going to say?� I asked.
Dawn nodded.
I frowned, feeling hurt. Adrienne had talked to�Dawn, but not me?
�I didn�t want to distract you during Finals,� Adrienne said gently while looking straight at me. �I knew you�d take this kinda hard.�
�Take what?� I asked indignantly. This was the second year in a row that Adrienne was hiding something from me during Finals Week, supposedly out of concern for my emotional stability. Last year, she was waiting to tell me she was breaking up with me and planning to separate herself from my family. What could possibly be on that level?
�It�s good news, really.� Adrienne took a deep breath and looked right at me, seeming sad. �The only downside is that I won�t be coming back to school next year.�
My eye popped�wide�open and my jaw dropped. �Wait,�what?�
Clenching her teeth and balling her hands into fists, Adrienne struggled to take a deep breath. But she calmed herself down and looked at me apologetically. �I�m sorry, Ben, but this is too good an opportunity to pass up. I hope you�ll be happy for me.�
I raised my eyebrows. �Me, too. Now just what is it I�m supposed to be happy about?�
Adrienne took another deep breath. �I�ve been offered a full-time contract with Ford Models. One of the first gigs they�re getting me is the Frederick�s of Hollywood catalog.�
My eyes went wide again. Over on the daybed, Gwen and Robin gasped. Bert mumbled, �Whoa...�
But Paige just looked at us in confusion and asked, �Uh, I know Frederick�s does lingerie. But what does Ford have to do with it? Are you gonna be one of those hot girls standing next to all the new cars?�
Adrienne barked a short laugh, which relieved a lot of her tension. She shook her head and said, �No, Paige. Ford Models has nothing to do with cars. They�re one of the top modeling agencies in the country, and it just so happens that their name is �Ford�. And Felicia�s checked out everything along the way. It�s legit, and she�s really proud of me. A little jealous, even.�
But I was concentrating on the downside. �Full-time, huh?� I asked. �That�s why you�re not coming back?�
Adrienne pursed her lips. �I requested and was granted a leave of absence for a year. But honestly, if this works out, I won�t be coming back. Maybe years and years from now. But this contract already is going to pay me far more than any day job I�d find sitting in a cubicle somewhere.�
I didn�t like the idea of Adrienne leaving. We�d gotten to a comfortable point with each other, as friends and adoptive siblings. We still had our sexual chemistry, but now without the romantic complications. We knew we could always trust each other and depend on each other, and no one ever likes to have a person like that leave.
But I couldn�t be selfish. Yeah, I would miss her presence in my life and occasionally in my bed. But Adrienne deserved this, and the very last thing I wanted was to hold her back. Feeling melancholic, I nevertheless smiled up at her and said, �I�m happy for you.�
The stunningly gorgeous blonde bombshell breathed a sigh of relief and smiled right back.
�I wish you�d have confided in me sooner...� I said a little more gruffly, a disapproving glare in my eyes. �But I�m happy for you.�
Adrienne shrugged. �You were dealing with the �will-I-get-her-back-or-won�t-I� thing with Dawn when the offer came in.�
I arched an eyebrow. �And yet Dawn apparently knows.� I patted my girlfriend�s arm.
�I didn�t find out until a few days ago,� Dawn said defensively.
�Most of my decision-making was with Brandi and Dayna,� Adrienne explained. �And of course Felicia, and even Mom and Dad.�
�Mom and Dad know about this?�
�Of course. You didn�t think I�d make a big decision like this without talking to my parents, did you?� Adrienne smiled.
I chuckled and shook my head. Then Dawn put her hand on my arm and said, �Adrienne was going to tell you. It was my call not to distract you until after Finals were over.�
I pouted, but the girls were right. I would have wanted to be told, but then I�would�have spent the next several days being all weird around Adrienne, constantly thinking about how little time we had left. So I just nodded my acceptance, and at that, the others started in on their congratulations.
Gwen was rather jealous, babbling about how every girl dreams of becoming a model and how Adrienne was actually living that dream. Robin was practical, reminding Adrienne to always take care of herself and not get in over her head. Paige was just happy that Adrienne was doing something she was passionate about. And Bert wanted to know if Adrienne could help him meet some of the other Frederick�s models.
We all talked about details, figuring out when Adrienne was moving out of the house and that she was going to rent the second room at Felicia�s apartment in San Francisco. She assured us she wouldn�t be very far away, except when some gig had her traveling away from the Bay Area, perhaps to some tropical beach wearing a barely-there bikini. And during one enthusiastic hug, Adrienne whispered in my ear that she would be making regular visits back to Berkeley to get her required doses of my cock.
Ultimately, the six of us traipsed back out to the house and resumed our tasks. There was still a party to come.
* * *
�Vashe Zdorovie!� I cheered and then downed the shot of Smirnoff Vodka. I clinked glasses with Kevin Weiss, and then our respective girlfriends pulled us back.
�Pace yourself, hon. I have plans for you later,� Dayna purred as she rubbed Kevin�s bicep.
�Ditto.� Dawn did the same to me.
�Don�t suppose these plans come together, do they?� Kevin grinned at his girlfriend, pointing at her and Dawn.
Dayna rolled her eyes. �In your dreams, cowboy.� And then she winked at me while shoving her boyfriend back to some other friends.
For the first time, a party over Finals Week had not gone entirely insane for me. After Dayna�s Blindfold party, getting dumped by Adrienne and Paige and mindlessly fucking Gwen�s lights out, and then Robin�s Swingers party, I guess I was due for a relaxed, quiet night. Dawn and I spent most of our time together, drinking only a little and choosing to get high off of each other�s company.
We also spent a lot of time saying goodbye to Dayna�s and Brandi�s friends. They were people we�d known for two years and shared many adventures with. And everyone seemed more in a bittersweet, nostalgic mood instead of an out-of-control mood. The really crazy Senior parties had already been done last weekend after classes really came to an end.
Kerri Trainor and Julie Carpenter, along with Julie�s boyfriend Lloyd, stopped by to chat. The girls flirted with me and made subtle references to having a threesome someday for old time�s sake. But ultimately the two hot girls just gave me simultaneous kisses on my cheeks before pulling back and saying goodbye.
Monique St. Claire, Angela Chan, and her fianc� were next. Monique flirted. Angela didn�t. Monique told me she was happy we had one last ride together. And in the end, we all hugged and went our separate ways.
Tony Calderon bumped fists with me. Erica Jackson and Ashley Tran said goodbye.
And even Matt Kanemura shook my hand to wish me luck over my next two years. He and I had mostly kept our distance this semester, not going out of our way to avoid each other but not initiating any contact, either. But despite the things that had happened between us, or more specifically, between me and the two girls he cared about, he was still man enough to approach me and say goodbye. And then immediately after, he sought out Brandi and gave her a last hug.
At the end of the night, Dawn pulled me into my bedroom and slowly started pulling my clothes off. We made love quietly and then cuddled into each other�s arms. And anchored down by the alcohol, we peacefully drifted away into deep sleep.
MAY 22, 2004, SUMMER BREAK
I felt something tickle my balls; and with a start, I jerked awake.
�Mmph!� somebody groaned; and as I sat up I realized I�d just shoved my dick an inch into a girl�s throat. She gagged slightly and then popped off to catch her breath. And then her blonde bangs fell back and I got a good look at the girl�s face.
�Morning, Dawn,� I said warmly as my fingertips trailed down her cheek.
�Mngng,� she mumbled around a mouthful of cock, a twinkle in her crystal blue eyes as my beautiful girlfriend looked up at me. And then she smiled while focusing downward on her task at hand (er, mouth).
I sagged back against the pillow and sighed, feeling good. I let all thoughts drift out of my head until there was nothing left but the pleasant sensations of a loving blowjob, given to me by the greatest girl in the world.
A few minutes later, I groaned and involuntarily arched my hips off the bed, shoving my cock into Dawn�s throat again. She rode the wave with me and pulled back until just my head was still in her mouth. And her hand rapidly jacked my orgasm out of my body as I began spewing my morning load into her belly.
With her big blue eyes watching me the entire time, I groaned and gasped ecstatically, pumping out my spending. She swallowed every drop save the last burst. And with a teasing grin, she opened her mouth to show me the little puddle of cream before tossing her head back and gulping noisily.
I simply reached down to hold her head as my naked beauty crawled back up into my arms. We shared a passionately simmering kiss. But before either of us got hot enough to initiate a full round of sex, Dawn rolled off me to the edge of the bed.
Taking a deep breath, she looked back at me and said, �Come on. Our sisters will never forgive us if we�re late to their commencement ceremonies.�
* * *
Despite only being Sophomores, Dawn and I had a jam-packed Saturday schedule. Unlike High School, where every Senior graduated together, Berkeley was such a big University that the graduation ceremonies were scattered across the campus, quite often at different times. Fortunately, Dayna and Brandi were in the same school and therefore graduating together. But there were still other ceremonies that they, and we, wanted to attend.
Adrienne and Paige accompanied us to Dayna�s and Brandi�s ceremony. As it turned out, Bridget Marks from the Tri-Delt sorority was in the same department and I got the chance to give her a hug and say goodbye as well. It was at that ceremony where Dawn and I also met up with our respective families, who had driven up to attend. And after everything was done, we all returned back to the house.
The living room was soon filled up with people, and it got even more full when the Jacobsens arrived to pick up Paige. Uncle Frank and Aunt Polly chatted amiably with Mom and Dad, as well as Jack and Deanna Evans. Kady Jacobsen was giddy at seeing Brooke again, and my little sister promptly whacked me upside the head for never telling her that Kady�s family was taking Paige in.
Kevin Weiss had come by to see Dayna again, and purely on instinct he started flirting a bit with Eden and Emma before�she�whacked him upside the head and complained, �They�re only fourteen!�
He was immediately apologetic, but I couldn�t really blame him. Eden and Emma were growing up FAST, and from the way the twins had started ogling me again, I was glad I wasn�t going back home to Orange County to be tempted by them this summer. Instead, Dawn and I would have the house to ourselves while I did my internship with Professor Isakova and Dawn had her business internship at Dayna�s company again.
Paige then left with the Jacobsens. And shortly after, our families left as well. My parents and younger sisters were going to spend the rest of the weekend with the Evanses, but we students weren�t joining them until tomorrow. Our families had given me, Dawn, Adrienne, Brandi, and Dayna one last night to be on our own in the house. We five, the current residents of the house, had our own goodbyes to say to each other.
But that was for later. Right now, it was time for another round of ceremonies. Dayna and Brandi wanted to attend the graduations of their other friends, and they went in one direction. Adrienne, Dawn, and I went in another direction.
Dawn had to say goodbye to Ryan.
* * *
The three of us hung back until after the ceremony itself, waiting for the right time to approach.
Someone else approached us first. I�d never known Leighton Barrister, ex-Tri-Delt Pledge Mistress, was an Engineering major; some things just never came up since we were always more interested in getting our clothes off. But there was Leighton, a SWE pin attached to her graduation gown as she came by with open arms. �Adrienne! Ben! Hey!�
The beautiful, prissy-looking brunette was all smiles as she hugged us both. Adrienne and I hadn�t been expecting to see her, but we offered our congratulations anyways. Leighton tapped Adrienne on the shoulder and remarked, �Rumor has it you�re joining the big leagues with this modeling career of yours.�
Adrienne blushed and nodded.
Leighton then reached up and held Adrienne�s shoulders, looking her straight in the eyes. �Well never forget that you�re a Tri-Delt, representing your sorority. You�ve got some famous alumni to live up to, like Katie Couric and Elizabeth Dole. And don�t hesitate to call up Molly Sims. She�s a Tri-Delt and might be able to give you some tips in the modeling world.�
Adrienne smiled and flashed a glance at me. Even when graduating, Leighton was still promoting the sorority. I smiled right back at Adrienne and she turned to nod to her former Pledge Mistress.
Leighton then turned to hug me. And while she had me in her arms, she turned her lips to my ear and whispered huskily, �I�ll never forget the day you snuck into my room, clamped your hand over my mouth, and just...�took�me.�
My eyebrows popped wide open.
I could hear Leighton smile as she added, �Maybe you�ll do it again someday.� Then she pecked my cheek and backed up, smiling almost bashfully at Dawn. A minute later, she was gone.
The timing worked out perfectly. Just then, Ryan and his family saw US.
Dawn went still, momentarily unsure of how to deal with the situation. Ryan�s mom looked pretty pissed off when she saw us, but Ryan touched his mother�s arm and then managed a welcoming smile. Only then did Dawn step forward, followed quickly by me and Adrienne.
Without hesitation, Dawn moved up to Ryan and hugged him firmly, saying, �Congratulations, Ryan. I�m proud of you.�
Looking relieved, the big guy patted Dawn�s back and then released her, moisture in his eyes. He wiped away the tear threatening to form and smiled. �Thank you. I owe all this to you.�
Dawn blushed and looked down. �No you don�t.�
�I�m serious,� he replied, entirely focused on her face. The two of them just looked at each other strangely for a few moments, long enough for me to get just a little bit nervous. It had only been a month since Dawn and Ryan broke up, and I wondered how long it would take her to truly get over him.
Dawn then said softly, �You don�t owe me anything.�
�Maybe,� Ryan conceded. �But I still thank you for the influence you�ve had on my life. You made me want to be a better man. When we first met, I might have been content to just get an ordinary job and live an ordinary life like most of my friends. Most of them are still living with their parents and a couple are working dead-end jobs. But I knew you demanded more than that and you gave me the motivation to be better, to work harder. I don�t like school. I�never�would have transferred to Cal if it weren�t for you. And I certainly wouldn�t have earned this degree or gotten such a great job.�
Ryan looked to his parents for a moment, taking a deep breath. Then he looked back at Dawn. �Of course I�m sad that we didn�t work out. But I won�t regret the time we had. It made me the man I am today.�
Dawn nodded. �And that�s why I�m proud of you.�
Ryan smiled. Dawn smiled. And they came together for another hug.
Adrienne and I just hung back, letting them have their moment. But when the ex-couple broke apart, Ryan cleared his throat and glanced at me. �Uh, do you mind if I talk to Ben for a second?�
Dawn looked surprised, almost as surprised as me. But she nodded and turned to let Ryan past her as he walked straight toward me.
Instinct took over as the taller, more muscular guy marched up to me. I stiffened my spine and drew myself to my full 6�0� height. And I felt the tension start flowing into my arms as I readied myself for anything.
But Ryan stopped himself at a respectable distance in front of me and spread his hands open, his open and honest expression quite disarming. And then surprisingly, he turned to look back at Dawn. �She�s gorgeous. She�s smart. She�s ... incredible.�
I just nodded slowly.
Ryan then turned back to me and sighed. �But the fact is, she�s yours. She�s always been yours. I always knew it in the back of my head, but you know I couldn�t help myself.� He took a deep breath. �It�s like, as long as you were alive and out there somewhere, a part of her would always belong to you.�
A sly grin crossed Ryan�s face. �Maybe I should kill you.� He chuckled in amusement.
I didn�t really find it so funny.
Then Ryan sighed and said, �I always told you I�d never want to give her back to you. I still don�t, but it�s not my decision to make. I realize that I�m not the one she�s meant to be with. So I just want to tell you that you don�t have to worry about me. I�ll always remember and always appreciate how you stepped back and let me have her the way you did, because you wanted what was best for her. Well, how I can do any less? A part of me will always love her, and because of that, I want what�s best for Dawn. Right now, that means you.� He took a deep breath and extended his hand to me.
I met Ryan�s eyes first, measuring his words and validating the truth in them. And while I got the same wariness from him that I always had, I also understood that he meant what he was saying. So reaching forward, I shook his hand.
Ryan pumped our hands one final time and then pulled back. He turned to Adrienne and nodded to her. Then at last he returned back to Dawn for one final hug.
Then Ryan gathered up his family and headed off, and Dawn returned into my arms.
Time to head home.
* * *
�Let�s all get more comfortable,� Dayna sighed after we finished dinner. It was the final night, quite possibly the last time the five of us would be in this house together. Tomorrow, the families would help Dayna and Brandi move into their new apartment in San Francisco, as well as move Adrienne in with Felicia.
Coyly, Dawn took me by the hand and led me into our bedroom. Adrienne went into hers, and Brandi and Dayna went up the stairs. �Just PJs,� Dawn told me. �The plan is to get comfortable and lounge around for the rest of the night, just to talk and open a bottle of wine that Dayna�s been saving.�
I rolled my eyes. Of�course�the four girls would want to spend all night talking. Isn�t that what girls do? But I obediently started changing into my pajamas, really just a comfortable Nautica short-sleeve and lounge pants set that Adrienne had picked out for me during Freshman year.
But when I was dressed and turned around, it was to see that Dawn was wearing a white linen button-down shirt. More to the point, it was MY linen button-down shirt. And even further to the point, it seemed to be ALL Dawn was wearing. The way the soft linen fell over her breasts made it clear there was no bra beneath it. And Dawn had a particular way of squirming naughtily when she wasn�t wearing panties, either.
I arched an eyebrow and my dick started stirring. But Dawn just smiled at me and sauntered forward, looking amazingly sexy as the long-sleeved cuffs covered her hands and yet her legs were completely bare. �C�mon. Let�s head back out.�
�Sure you don�t want to just stay in?� I whimpered, ogling her obviously.
Dawn grinned and tugged on my arm. �Trust me.�
I felt a momentary twinge of annoyance at the two words. But as soon as that twinge arrived, it passed. Let�s face it: this was Dawn. Of course I trusted her. I would follow her anywhere, and I didn�t have the slightest feeling of being manipulated or kept in the dark. After all, I actually�liked�surprises. And with Dawn, I had faith that her surprises would turn out well for me.
So I let her lead me back out into the living room. And as the other three girls joined us, I found myself with too many beautiful things to take in at once.
Brandi was the first one down, clad in a purple satin pajama set with a short-sleeved blouse that hung loosely on her slender frame, and very brief shorts that showed off her long legs. She passed us and went straight into the kitchen, prompting Dawn to join her.
Adrienne was out next, wearing a spaghetti strap lace camisole with built-in underwire to support her massive breasts. The cami dropped just past her hips, but was short enough to show that she was only wearing matching lace panties for bottoms. And with a saucy grin at me, she settled onto the opposite couch and pulled her legs up onto the cushion, flashing me a seductive smile.
And as usual, Dayna topped them all. The busty blonde walked into the living room wearing a completely transparent pink nightie that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, allowing me to take in the prodigious curves of her double-D tits and erect nipples, as well as the skimpy strings of her cherry red thong.
My jaw was on the floor and Dayna took one look at me before saying, �What? I SAID comfortable. Besides, the door is locked and for once, we don�t have to worry about any friends dropping by unannounced. We have the whole place to ourselves, and we can get as naked as we want. Any problems with that?�
I grinned and shook my head, catching Dawn�s eye as she and Brandi settled back onto the couches with two wine bottles and five glasses in hand. Hey, if Dayna wanted to get buck naked tonight, who was I to stop her? �Nope,� I replied. �No problems at all.�
* * *
Despite the girls� brief clothing and obvious sexuality, we actually DID kick back and talk. Dawn and I snuggled on one couch, my arm casually wrapped around her with my hand resting just beneath her breast, only occasionally reaching up for a quick fondle. Brandi and Adrienne kicked back on the other couch, their feet on the table and their nice legs stretched out. And Dayna was curled into the armchair, sipping her wine and happily reminiscing about all the hijinks she�d gotten into over the last four years.
�Remember Halloween, Sophomore year, Brandi?� Dayna giggled, not drunk but just tipsy enough to feel quite bubbly. �When Aaron got so drunk he passed out in the back yard? I think the sprinklers woke him up in the morning.�
Brandi looked into her wine glass and snorted. �I remember you yelling out your bedroom door, �Where�s Aaron? Where�s Aaron?� And I�m pretty sure you had both Shane and Kevin in there at the time.�
Dayna giggled and blushed. �That I did.�
�Aaron was never very good at controlling how much he drank. I think he was useless to you more often than not after a party.� Brandi sighed, and then glanced over at Dawn. And with an arched eyebrow, she added, �Maybe you should have kicked him to the curb a little sooner.�
Everyone quieted down as they remembered Aaron feeling up Dawn at that first house party. The thought rather killed the merry mood in the room, but Dawn just reached up to hug me. �It�s okay. Even though he couldn�t have known I was in trouble, somehow Ben was there when I needed him.� And she pulled my head to hers for a sweet, tender kiss.
Adrienne smiled and canted her head to the side, beaming at me while holding her wine glass next to her temple. �He�s always there when you really need him.� And with her wine glass hand, she extended her index finger to gesture at my face and then down to my hip. �Poor boy took two bullets for me.�
I winced, remembering the scar that while faint, was still noticeable across my cheek. The one on my side was in a less obvious place, but actually looked worse.
Brandi sighed and said warmly, �And even though he�s my little brat brother, he�s been there to keep an eye on me, too.�
Dayna frowned and then pouted at me. �I feel left out. I don�t remember you having to come to MY rescue.�
�Oh, yeah?� Brandi giggled. �Does this sound familiar? �BEN! SPIDER!!!�� And then Brandi cracked up, causing all the other girls to laugh right along with her.
�Oh, riiight,� Dayna drawled with a wide grin. A second later, her eyes sharpened and her smile turned a little more predatory. She leaned forward and set her wine glass onto the coffee table. �But I seem to remember thanking you quite properly for those rescues.�
I smiled and let my eyes drop. Dayna was still bent over, her large breasts hanging pendulously downward and jiggling enticingly. �Yes, you did,� I replied to her tits.
Dayna sat back up, letting her arms drop to her sides while thrusting her chest forward to provide me a completely unobstructed view of her body. �I miss those days sometimes. You�ve changed so much in the last few years that I�ve known you. I still remember the first time Dawn invited me to join you guys in your little clearing when you were sixteen. You were skinnier back then, still a little awkward and getting used to that body that grew up so fast. But you sure were coordinated when you needed to be.�
I blushed a little in embarrassment. I should have saved it, because Dayna went even further.
�You two were just finishing when I showed up that first time. It was so beautiful the way he was on top of you, the both of you looking like nothing in the universe could make you happier.�
�Dayna!� Dawn drawled, blushing herself.
�What?� Dayna smirked. �It wasn�t like it was the first time I�d seen you two fucking. Brandi and I were watching him take your virginity, remember?�
�Really?� Adrienne perked up. �I didn�t know you guys were there.�
�We were hiding,� Dayna informed Adrienne.
�Wasn�t my idea,� Brandi said defensively.
�I can�t believe we�re talking about this,� Dawn complained.
�Look around, Dawn.� Dayna shrugged. �We�ve all done much more together since then.�
Dawn had nothing to say to that. Dayna just sat back and looked off, lost in her memories. �I still remember the first time I fucked you, Ben. You had such a beautiful cock. Still do, actually. I�d been horny all camp, and never really thought of fucking a younger boy before, let alone YOU. But you were a talent. You made me cum harder than I had with anyone else in a long, long time.�
Brandi was the next one to start reminiscing. �I still can�t believe you guys talked me into joining you.�
�It�s not like you two hooked up then or anything,� Dayna drawled. �You still hadn�t gotten into your head that your bratty little brother was growing up to be a�man.�
�Actually, we sorta did,� Brandi mused.
�What?� Dayna chirped right before Dawn turned and looked up at me with her own �What?�
Brandi�s eyes were unfocused as she stared back into the past, a naughty little smile on her lips. �Ben had just finished fucking Dawn. You and I were sixty-nining when they finished, and you left me to suck his cum out of her,� she said in the general direction of Dayna. �You two were too busy to notice, but he was naked right in front of me, his big, beautiful cock still hard and so wet from Dawn�s pussy. I couldn�t help myself. I put a finger to his lips to keep him quiet, and then I just did it. I bent over and sucked his dick.�
�Holy shit! You never told me!� Dayna screeched.
�I never told anyone,� Brandi said. Only then did she come out of her mini-trance and glance over at me.
I just smiled at her and said softly, �Sometimes I wondered if that really happened, or if it was all just a dream.�
�It was real,� Brandi intoned. �It was just the beginning.�
�Now I feel bad,� Adrienne sighed. �My first time with Ben was so ... messed up.�
�Why? What happened?� Dayna inquired.
Adrienne blushed and looked embarrassed, darting her eyes to me. Clearly, no one knew that we�d first had sex because she was blackmailing me over my affair with Keira McNeil. But also, Adrienne didn�t know if anyone else even�knew�about Keira at this point. It was all so much in our pasts that we�d sort of forgotten about it. I knew Brooke had figured it out, but beyond them?
Then again, these were my sisters and lovers. We were family. If I couldn�t share with them who could I? I glanced over at Adrienne and nodded. �It�s okay,� I said out loud. Our own personal connection informed her she could handle it however she wanted.
In the end, Adrienne just said, �I wasn�t the person I was today. There was a cold, manipulative bitch in me; and I seduced Ben just because I could, even though it really messed up some sweet relationships he had with other girls. It was a long time before Ben helped me change for the better, but he did.�
I added, �In Adrienne�s defense, it wasn�t all her fault. I was quite the moron back then, always being led around by my dick. A better man wouldn�t have succumbed to her advances.�
�C�mon, Tiger,� Adrienne giggled and posed her body for maximum sex appeal. �This is ME.�
We all got a little laugh at that, and Dayna was the first one to interrupt, saying, �Well I for one am happy that you were a 16-year-old ball of hormones back then. I never would have made it through that summer camp without you.�
Dayna giggled and then added, �And I�m glad you were a manipulative bitch, Adrienne; otherwise I might never have gotten to know you, either. And of course, I�ll miss you little sis.� She looked over at Dawn. �Though we weren�t together as much as I would have thought, what with your whole full-on dedication to Ryan. Still can�t believe that boy never wanted a threesome with us.�
Dawn giggled. �Don�t worry. I�m sure my next boyfriend won�t turn you down should you ever come back this way again.�
Dayna grinned at Dawn and leaned forward again. �Why wait? I�ve missed you for the last year and a half. I�ve missed�him�for a while, too. What do you say we make up for lost time right now?�
Dayna shifted her hungry gaze to me, staring at the obvious bulge in my shorts. In surprise, I arched an eyebrow and asked, �What about Kevin?�
Dayna sighed and smiled sweetly. �You�re family. You don�t count.�
Dawn just giggled and then reached around me, deftly opening the button in my pajama pants flap before reaching in and extracting my cock up through both my boxers and the pants. �Go right ahead.�
�Right here?� Dayna smirked, glancing at Adrienne and Brandi. Both of the other girls were just staring at my exposed prick.
�Why not?� Dawn shrugged. �Like you said: we have the whole place to ourselves.�
Dayna grinned, her crystal clear blue eyes glittering. �Let the orgy begin!�
* * *
There are few things in life more pleasant than getting a blowjob from the woman you love more than anyone in the world. One of those few things is to get a blowjob from the woman you love AND her gorgeous sister. I was in absolute heaven and melting into the couch while both Dawn and Dayna knelt before me, passing my prick back and forth between them like a baton, sucking on my mushroom head and jacking the shaft in their warm hands. Though they could not have done this together in a long, long time, the Evans sisters nevertheless displayed perfect coordination, never missing a beat nor bumping heads when they decided to lick me from both sides at the same time or alternate who was nibbling on the crown while the other suckled my balls.
On the other couch, Brandi and Adrienne were saying their own goodbyes. They cuddled and kissed and whispered with intimate familiarity. Although I�d been distracted by my Cadence and Dawn dramas over the past semester, I�d noticed that my older sister and adoptive sister had been spending a lot of their free time together. They�d been forming a bond of friendship and family, and several times I�d gone looking for one of them and found her in the other�s bed.
Brandi noticed I was looking over at them, and she took great delight in stripping Adrienne�s camisole off her body before my hungry gaze. I actually bucked my cock into Dayna�s throat when Adrienne�s tits were exposed. Dayna swallowed my thrust easily and almost casually turned it into a deep throat, humming happily and surrounding my cock with the intense vibrations of her vocal cords.
It was almost enough to put me over the top. But I controlled my orgasm and panted for breath. Dayna popped off and smiled at me. �That�s right. Take your time, Ben. We have ALL night.�
Dawn then grinned. �And we mean�ALL�night. I spiked your drink about an hour ago.�
My eyebrows shot up. But then Dawn just giggled and took over deep-throating my cock.
This was going to be a night to remember.
* * *
Apparently, when Dayna and Dawn had made reference to having the whole house to ourselves, they really meant it. After spending a couple of years listening to each other fucking in their bedrooms through paper-thin walls, the girls seemed to have every intention of fucking�outside�of the bedrooms for this one last night.
We started in the living room. Dayna finally got her sisterly threesome right there in the living room. She found out her little sister wasn�t wearing any panties, and parked herself on all fours in front of the couch, eating out Dawn. I knelt behind Dayna and held onto her hips while pistoning my cock in and out of her hot, wet box. And I was extra turned on by the fact that even though all three of us were buck naked from the waist down, we were still wearing our shirts while doing this: Dawn in my linen button-down, Dayna in her see-through nightie, and me in my shirt.
�Ohmigod, Dayna,� Dawn moaned, one hand up her shirt to fondle her own breasts, the other tangled in her sister�s hair to shove Dayna�s face harder against her crotch. �Eat me, baby. Eat me!�
�Mmph!� Dayna just mumbled into her sister�s pussy, licking away heartily while undulating her hips to meet my every thrust. I�d slid my own hands beneath her nightie, palming her big, bouncing tits, and I used them as handholds to really drive myself into her sopping wet cunt.
Of course, we actually HAD done this sisterly threesome way back at the beginning of the year, before Dawn made her commitments of monogamy with Ryan. So in order to do something Dayna hadn�t actually been a part of, we changed positions. Dawn shifted her butt to the edge of the couch and welcomed my cock inside her. Then Dayna stood above her sister, shoving her crotch into Dawn�s face to get eaten out. And every now and again, I would lean forward enough to take a nice bite out of Dayna�s ass as well.
�Mmm, we�re gonna have to work on your rugmunching techniques, girl,� Dayna reprimanded Dawn. �You�ve gotten out of practice. I�ll make sure Brooke and DJ put schooling you on their �To Do� list.�
Dawn just giggled, a vibration that carried all the way down to her pussy snuggly-wrapped around my invading prick. I took the opportunity to both defend and support my girlfriend, taking another bite out of Dayna�s firm butt in front of me and worming a wet finger into her ass from behind, making the older girl squeal.
Dayna laughed and then turned around. �You know you�re gonna have to fuck my ass before this night is through, don�t you?�
I grinned and nodded. �You were my first assfuck, Dayna, and the one who got me turned on to how glorious it could be. How could I possibly refuse?�
Dayna couldn�t respond as Dawn had stepped up her oral attack, really working her big sister�s snatch and clit. Soon after, the busty blonde jerked, climaxed, and would have fallen over the back of the couch if Dawn hadn�t grabbed her and pulled her back.
Dayna slumped to sit beside us, out of the action for the moment. With an evil grin, I then rapid-fucked Dawn until I gave my girlfriend a quick orgasm. And before Dayna knew what was happening, I quickly jerked myself out of Dawn, slid a couple feet to the right, spread Dayna�s legs, and rammed myself into her wet cunt once again.
�Oh, fuck!� Dayna�s eyes flew open in surprise. Her face then dropped into a pleased smile, and she wrapped her hands around my head, pulling me to her while eagerly thrusting her hips back at me once again.
�Oh-fuck-oh-fuck-oh-fuck,� Dayna chanted mindlessly, her eyes closed and her head wobbly while I drilled her out. �Fuck me, Ben! Fuck me!�
I panted and braced my forehead on her shoulder, concentrating on hitting Dayna�s G-spot. And Dawn helped me out by leaning over, fondling her sister�s breasts and then leaning in to kiss her lips.
The hotness of that kiss was what ultimately set me off. Just the sight of Dawn�s and Dayna�s puffy pink lips massaging each other, parting ever so slightly to allow their tongues to snake out and intertwine, made my blood boil and more importantly, made my cum boil. I grunted and jackhammered into Dayna�s body, the friction and pressure sending her into orgasm as well. And at the last moment, I leaned in and joined the girls� kiss while feeling my balls evacuate their contents and spew into my soulmate�s�sister�s�womb.
Of course, the three of us weren�t the only ones in the room. As soon as I extracted myself out of Dayna�s now flooded cunt and flopped onto the seat next to her, Dayna was already teasing her best friend. �Mmm ... Check it out Brandi. A veritable�lake�of your brother�s cum, swimming inside my pretty pussy. Wanna taste?�
Brandi was naked save for an unbuttoned purple satin blouse, and clinched together with a totally naked Adrienne, their legs scissored together so that they were pressed crotch-to-crotch. At the invitation, she turned with eyes aflame as she stared down between Dayna�s widespread legs.
�You know you want to, Brandi,� Dayna intoned sweetly, reaching down with her own fingers to open up her labia and let a dollop of cream ooze out of her. �C�mon. It�s not like you�re fucking him.�
I glanced over at Dawn and shared a little look with her, thinking back to her old mental dilemma over only tasting my cum and whether or not that crossed the line.
Faster than I would have thought, given all of her earlier proclamations that she and I wouldn�t have an intimate relationship anymore, Brandi made her decision. Pulling herself away from Adrienne, my sister moved past the coffee table and quickly sank to her knees. And before I could even blink, Brandi had her tongue buried in Dayna�s snatch, moaning in obvious heat as she loudly started slurping brother-jizz out of her best friend�s cunt.
�Ahhh, FUCK, Brandi!� Dayna threw her head back momentarily before dropping her chin back down and grinning. �So, so�naughty, isn�t it?�
Brandi didn�t respond except to slurp even harder.
Dawn and I chuckled as we shared an amused look. And then her eyes dropped down between my legs to see that my cock was still rock hard. Well, she HAD said she�d spiked my drink. I didn�t know what with, and I didn�t really care to find out. I trusted her.
Seeing as how Dayna and Brandi were thus occupied, I glanced across the couches to Adrienne, a smile and an invitation on my face. The gorgeous golden blonde grinned right back, planting her hands on the seat to push herself upright. I was already imagining the positions Dawn, Adrienne, and I could bend ourselves into.
But before Adrienne could get herself off the couch, Brandi abruptly jerked out from between Dayna�s legs and stared at me with wild eyes, quickly shuffling over the few feet until she was kneeling in front of me with her hands now wrapped around my erection.
�Tonight doesn�t count,� my sister pronounced, jacking my shaft rapidly in her hands. She continued staring at me, her eyes stormy. And her mouth hung open as she panted with obvious need.
�Can you handle that?� Brandi pleaded. �Just tonight. And then tomorrow we go back to just being siblings, okay?�
Blinking fast in surprise, it took me a second for Brandi�s words to sink into my brain. But after only a moment�s hesitation, I smiled and nodded. �Sure. Okay.�
And with that, Brandi bent over and inhaled my prick into her mouth, sucking for more cum straight from the source.
* * *
Like I said, the girls seemed to have every intention of fucking�outside�the bedrooms tonight. Brandi only sucked on my cock long enough to clean off any of Dayna�s and my mingled sex fluids before rising to her feet and grabbing hold of my hand. And then my sister dragged me bodily into the kitchen.
Once next to the sink, Brandi turned and hopped her naked ass onto the kitchen counter, spreading her legs and leaning back so that the front of her open blouse fell to the sides, uncovering her naked breasts. �Eat me, little brother,� she husked in a deep voice.
Grinning, I bent to start my task. But before I did, I thought back to three years ago, not long before our mom caught us having sex. And feeling playful, I called out the room. �Dawn? Adrienne?�
Dawn quickly joined us in the kitchen, looking beautiful and sexy while still wearing my white linen button-down. She smirked at me and said, �Adrienne�s busy with Dayna. What�s up?�
�Can you make Brandi a cup of coffee?� I asked.
Dawn frowned and furrowed her eyebrows in confusion. �Huh?�
I grinned. �Just do it. Please?�
Dawn giggled and shrugged. �Sure thing.�
Brandi laughed and reached out to me, letting me move between her legs so she could wrap them around my torso. My sister then pulled my shirt off, now leaving me completely naked. And I filled my hands with her perky breasts, tweaking her nipples while she bent her head down to meet me in a sweet kiss.
I�ve said it before and I�ll say it again: Somehow, Brandi really DOES taste like strawberries. My tongue darted into her mouth and she moaned as I french kissed her, and mentally I celebrated whatever cosmic forces had given me my sister back for at least one night.
Sooner than I would have thought, the coffee perked and Dawn was able to pour us a cup. I guess Brandi and I were having too much fun with our impromptu makeout session. After adding cream and sugar at Brandi's direction, Dawn handed the mug to her. Then Brandi took a sip and pulled her legs back, far enough that she could brace her own heels on the edge of the counter, spreading her bare-shaven crotch wide in front of me.
�Now get to work, brat,� Brandi giggled.
I stuck my tongue out and blew a raspberry at her. Then I bent my face to my beautiful sister's crotch and did it again, only this time with my tongue imbedded an inch up Brandi's twat. She squealed and giggled. And as I started to get into a licking groove, she moaned before turning her head and taking a sip of her coffee.
�So naughty,� she sighed. �So wrong ... but so right.�
I couldn't agree more.
I ate Brandi to a screaming orgasm. And when she came down from her high, we found that Dawn was still standing next to us, a hand in her own crotch. �That looked like fun,� my girlfriend grinned.
�Hop on and try it for yourself,� Brandi said agreeably. �I'll even do the eating.�
�Ooh, yes!� Dawn cheered but held up an index finger. �One sec.� Then to Brandi's and my amusement, Dawn stopped and poured herself a mug of coffee.
A minute later, the beautiful young teenager chirped, �Ready!� Then she took a seat on top of the counter, spreading her legs back the same way Brandi had. And quickly my sister's brunette head was in my blonde girlfriend's crotch, wriggling away.
This also put Brandi's ass waving in my general direction. She was in an awkward position, hunched over to eat Dawn. But we had a padded kitchen step-stool, and pulling that over, I placed it in front of Brandi, getting my sister to put one knee on the top step, spreading her legs and putting her at just the right height for me to step in and guide my cock into her wet snatch from behind.
�Oh, gawd...� Brandi groaned into Dawn's crotch as I skewered her pussy. She was exquisitely tight, going without any regular sex since her breakup with Matt. I was sure she'd had a lover or two in the intervening time, but she'd clearly been going without for a while from the resistance her tunnel was giving me.
�Fuck me, little brother,� Brandi gasped. �I've missed you so much. And even Mocha Almond Fudge can't compare.�
Leaning over her back, I reached one hand around to fondle Brandi's tits before tickling down her stomach and rubbing her clit from the other side. �I've missed you, too,� I hummed. And then I started fucking her.
It didn't take that long. The positions Dawn and Brandi were in weren't really that comfortable. Half of the pleasure was mental, both at being naked in the kitchen and screwing while drinking their coffee. Dawn came first, whimpering her orgasm into Brandi's mouth before dismounting the countertop and rubbing her sore and semi-cold ass. That left Brandi free to just brace herself against the counter and push off it, really driving her body back at me until she had her own climax. And after that, she came to a halt, gasping for air and clearly worn out.
But I wasn't done with her yet.
I pulled out of my sister's twat and scooped my arms beneath her torso to stand her up. Then turning us both around, I plopped my ass onto the step-stool, spreading my legs wide for balance. And then I bodily heaved Brandi up onto me, straining with my forearm muscles until I had her facing me while centered over my upright, slightly waving dick. And then with a groan of relief, I relaxed my arms and sank her back down onto my cock.
�Ohfffffkkkk,� Brandi grunted as I skewered her again.
I wasn't far off from my orgasm, but Brandi was too tired to actively fuck me and the step-stool wasn't exactly designed for a spring-like motion. So we settled for an urgent lateral humping motion as I grabbed Brandi's asscheeks and ground her against my cock. My sister wrapped her arms around my neck and bent to mash her lips against mine. And she undulated her torso in rolling waves, keeping me at full depth inside her but stimulating us both with her gyrations.
Not too unexpectedly, it was Dawn who ultimately got me off. My girlfriend was beside us, kissing the back of Brandi's neck and reaching around to fondle my sister's breasts. And as my neck muscles tightened in the approach to climax, Dawn reached down between my legs, buzzed past Brandi's anus, and then tickled my scrotum with her fingertips.
We have liftoff.
I jerked and yanked Brandi's pelvis against me as the explosion took over. My sister threw her head back as she felt the cum splashes against her innards. And together we rocked and rolled that step-stool until the damn thing started creaking and threatening to collapse.
But the step-stool held. I finished pouring out my load into Brandi's pussy. And sighing, she sagged against my chest while hugging me firmly. �Ohhh...� she groaned.
�Gahhh...� I exhaled.
We stayed like that for several minutes, just catching our breath. Then Brandi tilted her head and kissed me quickly, sighing. �Thanks, Ben. That was wonderful.�
I just nodded and smiled with the happy satisfaction of a good cum.
Then Brandi giggled. �Wish I coulda tasted that though. I'm starting to lose the taste of you from before.�
�I got it,� Dawn offered, her eyebrows waggling.
Dawn and I didn't need words to communicate her idea. I just took one look at her and then grinned, a picture forming in my head. Then summoning up my energy, I lifted Brandi again, still impaled on my cock to keep her pussy plugged, and hoisted her right back onto the counter where I'd been eating her before.
When I pulled out, Dawn darted in quickly, ducking to begin hoovering out my spending deep inside of Brandi's pussy. And once my girlfriend had sucked out enough of my cum, she stood up and pressed her lips to my sister's, extending her tongue out to feed my jism into Brandi's mouth.
My sister ... sucking my cum off of my girlfriend's mouth right after Dawn had sucked it out of her cunt.
So�right.
* * *
After two incredible rounds of sex, I was ready for a break. I figured Dawn, Brandi, and I could return to the living room and chill out for a little while, maybe drink some more wine and chat until we recharged and went at it again. Hey, we had ALL night.
But then we walked back into the living room to find that Adrienne and Dayna had retrieved a strap-on dildo and were fucking each other on the couch. At present, Dayna was sitting on the middle cushion, her hands on Adrienne's ass and her lips around Adrienne's nipples while the younger blonde straddled the dildo and athletically rode it up and down.
As usual when the girls gave me some chemical assistance, my dick was rock hard. And I just couldn't help but get turned on at the sight of Adrienne's ass bouncing up and down while she smothered Dayna's face in her impressive bosom. And right then, I just knew I had to double-penetrate the stunningly gorgeous blonde.
Dawn was suddenly beside me, and I glanced over just in time to see her flip open the top of a tube of KY jelly and squirt a glob into her hand. Then my eyebrows rose as she began lubing me up, an impish grin on her face. She'd read my mind.
�Have I ever told you you're amazing?� I asked happily.
Dawn giggled. �Not nearly enough.�
A few moments later, I moved behind Adrienne's bouncing body and winked at Dayna. Smirking, the eldest Evans sister stopped Adrienne's movement by grabbing onto her hips. And then Dayna reached lower and pulled Adrienne's buttcheeks to the sides.
�Hold still, A.D.,� Dayna intoned.
Realizing what was about to happen, Adrienne moaned and turned her head around to me. Her eyes were aflame with a golden glow and her jaw was hanging loose as she panted in obvious heat. But her mouth snapped shut and she turned forward and grunted when Dawn's lubricated finger snaked into her asshole, both stretching it out and lubricating it with the jelly. And then Adrienne put her forehead down onto Dayna's shoulder and whimpered ecstatically as Dawn moved out of the way to let me start pressing my cock to her winking rosebud.
�Oh, FUCK, Tiger...� Adrienne gasped, moaning against Dayna's neck as my shaft burrowed into her rectum. �Oh, gawd, I love you...�
I turned to Dawn and we both grinned. And then just to add fuel to the fire, Dawn circled around the back of the couch, then took her unlubricated hand and fed two fingers into Adrienne's mouth.
�Mmphff...� Adrienne groaned, suckling on Dawn's digits. And then Dayna and I resumed fucking her.
I didn't actually cum that round. This close after two recent ejaculations, I had enough stamina to hold out. But getting her pussy fucked by Dayna, her ass by me, and her mouth by Dawn, Adrienne quickly came to two screaming orgasms.
Then Brandi moved in, gripping, squeezing, and tweaking Adrienne's tits. And the poor, abused girl in the middle came a third time before collapsing against Dayna's chest, unable to move.
After that, I slowly pulled myself back and Dawn declared that both Adrienne and I needed a shower. Pulling the worn-out blonde bombshell to her feet, we each ducked a shoulder beneath Adrienne's armpits and half-carried her over to the bathroom. She just let her head sag forward, teetering at the edge of consciousness, whimpering softly.
And the older girls behind us weren't idle, either. Dayna was revved up after fucking Adrienne without getting her own relief. Sensing this, Brandi helped Dayna out of the strap-on harness. But before Dayna could get off the couch, Brandi quickly turned the dildo around, ramming it into her best friend's pussy. And before Dawn and I got Adrienne to the bathroom, Dayna was bucking up and down on the couch cushions, screaming out an orgasm of her own.
Now I hadn't actually cum while Dayna, Dawn, and I were triple-penetrating Adrienne. But Adrienne still ended up getting my third load. It was a tight squeeze, but all three of us ended up in the shower, Dawn and I sandwiching Adrienne between us as we soaped her up and scrubbed her down. Her tits were especially squeaky clean by the time we were finished with her.
Amidst all the urgent fucking I'd gone through in the past year, I'd forgotten some of these simple pleasures. I really didn't spend much time just taking a shower with any of the Tri-Delts, Cadence, Dayna's friends, or anyone else. This time, Dawn, Adrienne, and I just playfully groped and giggled and enjoyed each other's company. Adrienne woke up from her orgasmic stupor and gave as well as she got. And I enjoyed watching the two fantastically gorgeous young women moaning and caressing each other's naked bodies just as much as groping them myself. There's just something hypnotic about watching a perfectly manicured feminine hand cupping a wet and soapy breast, caressing it, tweaking the nipple, and squeezing the heavy globe enough to make a squeaking sound.
Long after we were all perfectly clean, Adrienne simply raised a foot onto the ledge surrounding the tub and pulled me to her, inserting my still throbbingly-hard erection into her wet cunt. Dawn was right behind her at the time, holding our hips and guiding us until I was fully imbedded. And her brilliant blue eyes flashed with burning arousal, encouraging me along the whole time.
�One more time, Tiger,� Adrienne crooned between kisses. �Fill me up one more time, to help me remember. I may be moving away, but my body will forever be yours. You're the only man in the world I love. You're the only man in the world I trust. And you will forever be the only man for me. I don't know where this life � this career � may take me. But wherever I go, you will be in my heart.�
Adrienne looked more gorgeous than ever, with her hair slicked back, her hazel eyes burning bright gold, and the shower spray all around us. I had no response other than to lean in and share one more nuclear kiss.
Somehow, Dawn moved behind me, pressing her tits into my back and leaning over my shoulder to tenderly kiss Adrienne's cheek beside me. And while sandwiched between these two most special girls in my life, I humped Adrienne and urgently drilled myself into her welcoming pussy until I blasted my third load of spunk into her waiting womb.
And THEN I decided we all needed a break. Whatever concoction the girls had given me to make my already great erectile endurance truly legendary, the chemicals did nothing to keep the rest of my muscles from getting tired. The night wasn't even over, but it already had been an evening to remember.
MAY 23, 2004, SUMMER BREAK
I awoke in quite possibly the best way possible: buried beneath a pile of naked female flesh. We were in Dayna's room, having�finally�moved to a proper bed. And all five of us were snuggled together on her King-sized bed in the master bedroom.
I lay slightly off-center to the left, my head and shoulder propped up on the pillows. Adrienne was tucked beneath my left arm, her face mashed against my chest and her big tits pressed into my side. Dawn was on my right, wrapped around my right arm with her head on the pillow beside me and her chin against my right shoulder. Dayna was just beyond her, with Brandi on the far end.
After picking my head up to survey my sleeping beauties, I lay back down and stared at the ceiling, an uncontrollable smile rising up my cheeks as I remembered how the night had ended.
When Dawn, Adrienne, and I emerged after the shower, we found that Brandi and Dayna had returned upstairs to this bedroom. We went after them and for a time, just lazed around the room naked, chatting amiably. But after an hour or so, flirtatious comments turned to light petting. Light petting turned to soft kisses. And soft kisses turned into foreplay as we all got going once again.
Brandi finally got her direct injection of cum when she pulled me out of Dawn's pussy and swallowed my explosion.
Dayna finally got her assfuck as she curled beneath me like an armadillo, her legs over my shoulders while I slammed her shoulders into the bed and spent what I believed to be my final load in her bowels.
But then Adrienne returned to the bedroom sporting a brand new black leather collar, complete with D-ring at her throat and leather leash. The collar had �Tiger's Pet� stitched into it, and after handing me the end of the leash, she cleaned me up and then used her mouth, cheeks, and tits to bring me up to an incredible sixth erection.
Like I said, Viagra-esque chemicals can help my dick stay hard but do nothing to keep the rest of my muscles from tiring out. All four girls had been playing with each other, but I still had to do the lion's share of the work all night and I was just completely wiped out by that point. So I just lay spread eagle in the middle of the bed while all four girls took final rides on me. And in the end, Adrienne dismounted my cock just in time to take my last spurts of cum on her face and the upper slopes of her chest.
The other three girls took their time licking Adrienne clean, and well after midnight, we finally collapsed together in our present order across the bed.
I sighed happily, thinking about everything that had happened last night. I even glanced down at Adrienne's neck to verify that she was still wearing the collar. I wondered if in time, it would hold as much significance for us as Dawn's �Ben Forever� bracelet.
But along with my ruminations, I realized that despite cumming six times, I never came in my Dawn.
Oh, CRAP.�Doing a fast rewind, I did the math. Dayna got one in her pussy and a later one in her ass. Brandi got a pussy-full and one in her mouth. And Adrienne got the shower injection and then the body spray at the very end. But while Dawn had never left my side through the entire orgy, and gotten fucked several times along the way, I'd never finished with her.
Maybe she didn't care. Maybe she didn't mind. After all, she'd been extremely attentive and supportive, helping me fuck all three other girls. But orgasms always had a special meaning to me. I always had few of them compared to the girls I was with, and for me not to share even one of them with my Dawn seemed a great tragedy.
So even though I was dead-tired from last night's exertions ... Even though I had made it through an entire night sleeping with FOUR absofucking gorgeous and naked women�without�getting an erection, not even morning wood ... I started getting hard right now. All it took was one look at Dawn's sweet face right beside me (and a peek beneath the covers at her still-nude body). And as I turned to kiss her soft lips, I knew I'd make it up to her right now.
Dawn started to wake as I kissed her. And as her beautiful blue eyes fluttered open to find my lips pressed to hers, she smiled happily and reached her hand up to run her fingertips along my cheek. Our kisses quickly built from simmering heat toward volcanic passion, and her hand wrapped around my now turgid cock while I slipped a hand between her thighs to begin rubbing her pussy softly.
Adrienne whimpered in her sleep when I lifted my left arm from her and turned away to move over Dawn's prone body. But when she awoke and saw what I was doing, the stunningly gorgeous babe simply put her head down on the pillow and smiled at me.
Dayna and Brandi also stirred awake as they felt the activity vibrating the mattress. And when they saw the looks of radiant love on both Dawn's and my faces, they simply cuddled together, Brandi wrapping her arm around Dayna's torso, and smiled at us as well.
I was already inside of my Dawn. I didn't remember penetrating her, but just as my erection had come when needed, her pussy got wet and accepted me inside.
There were no words. Sometimes, Dawn and I didn't need words. All the communication happened with our eyes. With a single look, she told me she loved me, had always loved me, and would always love me. She told me that a piece of her heart had split away and gone with me when I first left as a 10-year-old, only to come back to her whenever we met up at camp. That piece had stayed with me through her entire relationship with Ryan, the emptiness inside reminding her that she could never be whole until she was with me again. And now that we were, she felt complete.
And so did I.
It was a terrible clich�, and when I saw Jerry Maguire as a 12-year-old, I'd thought the statement was pretty lame. But I understood it now: �You complete me.' Dawn completed me.
Through everything I'd experienced in my twenty years on this planet, Dawn had been my constant. She was my playmate, joined at my hip until we were ten. Even when we separated, she still became my first and only true love. Even though we were both dating other people, she'd been my best friend here in Berkeley. And just like she'd promised, we'd found each other again. Now that I had her back, and nearly not even gotten that, I was never going to lose her again.
It was two years later than we'd first planned, but Dawn and I were finally together again. And this time, we would last forever.

DAWN

I don't think a guy can ever truly experience the bliss of being completely filled. It's a unique sensation, completely different even from anal sex, to have your true love's cock fully embedded deep inside you, pulsing with its own heartbeat, throbbing with lustful need, and so,�so�unbelievably warm. Ben and I had fucked in different positions lots of times; but we always came back to this missionary position. It was something we had learned we loved best, right from the very beginning that first summer when I turned sixteen.
We clasped our hands together, Ben pinning mine back against the pillow on either side of my head while he rhythmically plunged within me. I never really liked the smell of a man's sweat, but somehow the scent of Ben's skin heating up as he hovered over me was absolutely intoxicating. The sound of his breath as he panted from the exertion of repeatedly drilling into my body was an aural aphrodisiac. And I simply couldn't help but writhe and undulate beneath him, dancing a primal, erotic, and horizontal ballet while his heavy weight pressed our hips together so that we moved in perfect harmony.
There were no words. Sometimes, Ben and I didn't need words. All the communication happened with our eyes. With a single look, he told me that he was ready for me now. He'd gone wild in High School, letting his male hormones run rampant as he bedded his fourteen girls. Or was it eighteen? And he'd gone pretty wild in college, too. It didn't matter anymore. That was his past. Now, he was mine.
And yet, I knew that sex would always be a part of who Ben was. It was why I'd set him up with Monique that afternoon when I had a final, and it was why I'd set him up with other girls in the future. I held no illusions that he would promise to be faithfully monogamous to me. It just wasn't in his nature, and I wouldn't want him to be monogamous anyways. Besides, I'd missed out on a lot of fun girls in the past couple of years, and I knew I had the biggest babe magnet in Berkeley for a boyfriend. Some of those Tri-Delts looked pretty tasty to me, too.
We had yet to figure out that balance. It was something I should probably ask Adrienne about. There were a lot of things Ben and I were going to have to figure out together, because even though we both knew this relationship was what we wanted, there was still a long way to go before we could be happily ever after.
Even though I knew Ben forgave me, maybe even blamed himself, I still carried a lot of guilt for even thinking of giving my heart to Ryan. I would have to come to terms with that part of myself, the part of me that wondered what other guys would be like. I'd let Greg Kinomoto kiss me at camp that first summer when I gave my virginity to Ben. My body was swimming with hormones and I was waking up to my own sexuality back then. I hadn't let things get any farther than that, but even then I'd felt like I was betraying Ben.
I'd let myself be seduced by Ryan even when Ben and I were officially �together�. Yes, I'd stopped him from having sex with me. But well before that fateful Halloween night, I'd let him kiss me and feel me up on more than one occasion. It was something I could have stopped...�should�have stopped ... well before it got out of hand.
And then when Ben finally declared himself ready for me, declared himself over Adrienne, over Paige, over Cadence, and all the rest of his temptations,�I'd�been the one to get cold feet and drag things out. I was sure he wasn't ready yet, and a little unsure whether�I�was ready.
I knew Ben used to see me as the perfect girl, an angel descended from the heavens made especially for him. Maybe he still thought so. But I wasn't perfect, and had never been perfect. But for him ... for my Ben ... I would�try.
Ben, bless his heart, had�actually�managed to go without sex for more than four weeks. He really, REALLY loved me; and it showed. He was truly ready for me, and while I was still unsure, I had to make it work. I would show him I could be the girlfriend he always wanted me to be. I didn't know how I'd get there yet; but I KNEW I couldn't lose him again.
I would NEVER lose him again.
Because here we were, together again. And now that I finally had him back, I could FEEL it. In my heart, that piece of me that had gone with him was back, filling the void I'd had inside me since I was ten years old. In my body, the great void in my pussy where Ben � MY Ben � belonged, was live and real and throbbing deep inside. Ben completed me. �You complete me, � I told him with my eyes.
Through everything I'd experienced in my twenty years on this planet, Ben had been my destiny. It wasn't just because my parents thought it would be cool. It wasn't because both sides wanted mutual grandkids. It was because of who we'd been together for our entire lives. He was my playmate, joined at my hip until we were ten. Even when we separated, he still became my first and only true love. Even though we were both dating other people, he'd been my best friend here in Berkeley. I hadn't lost my dream. I'd forgotten it for a short time, but the dream was real and coming true. We'd found each other again. Now that I had him back, I was never going to lose him again.
It was two years later than we'd first planned, but Ben and I were finally together again. And this time, we would last forever.
�Cum for me,� I crooned, staring deeply into my Ben's big brown eyes. �Cum for me.�
Immediately, his neck muscles tightened and his jaw clenched with exertion. Some girls would say that a man is ugliest right when he's about to cum. Me, I rather like the way Ben looks right before his orgasm. I can see him losing control. I can see the pleasure overwhelming his senses. And I know it's because of me.
His hips surged, his pelvis ramming against my body so hard that I was jerked back a couple of inches up the mattress. A low groan tore uncontrollably from his throat. And a second later, I felt the warm jets of his liquid love splashing against my insides.
That was all it took for me. The orgasm exploded inside me from everywhere. I felt it in my vagina, where his meaty cock stretched my walls ever so slightly as it expanded with ejaculation. I felt it in my clitoris, where his pelvic bone was rubbing me so perfectly. And I felt it in my head, a mental high of knowing my Ben, my true love, my soulmate, was cumming deep inside me.
Eons later, we were both finished and gasping for breath. Ben leaned down and tenderly kissed me. And after pulling back, a broad smile crossed his face as he twisted our hands around, bringing my right wrist up to his lips.
Then, he kissed the silver bracelet that I'd been wearing ever since the night we got back together. It summed up my feelings perfectly:
Ben Forever.

BEN

�Hurry uuuup!� Eden whined from her spot in the van.
�Yeah!� Emma chimed in, now sitting in one of the middle bucket seats. �We're ready!�
�Shut up!� Brooke screeched.
I just rolled my eyes. Even though the twins were fourteen now and Brooke was almost in college, my little sisters could still be annoying brats when they wanted to be.
Brooke turned to hug DJ. �See you at camp?�
�Can't wait,� DJ grinned, hugging her best friend firmly and patting her back.
When they released, Brooke sank back down on her heels and came over to me. �So, big brother. Think you can survive a couple more months without me?�
�I've managed so far, haven't I?� I arched an eyebrow. �Maybe I should be worrying for my health AFTER you and DJ get to Cal.�
�Drink plenty of fluids, big boy.� DJ meandered over with a sultry look and patted my chest before returning to stand with her parents.
Brooke just grinned and then got back up on her tiptoes to hug me. And in a more serious voice, she whimpered, �I've missed you. Feels like I barely saw you this weekend after so much time apart.�
�Don't worry,� I told her. �This last summer will fly by so fast you'll be moving into the Berkeley house before you know it.�
Brooke pecked me quickly on the cheek. I patted her back and then gently let her back down. She flashed me a little smile and then turned to hop into the van as well.
�Safe trip, Beth,� Deanna Evans hugged my mom.
�Drive safe, Michael,� Jack Evans shook my dad's hand.
Our parents stopped to hug me one last time before climbing into the van as well. And then the Evanses and I waved goodbye while the van backed out of the driveway and then turned down the street.
Mrs. Evans sighed and then looked over at me, Dawn, and DJ, frowning. �You'd have thought Dayna and Brandi could have spent ONE night at home.�
I chuckled and Dawn shook her head. �They're adults now, college graduates. Can you blame them for wanting to really be on their own in their new apartment?�
Mrs. Evans sighed. �Promise me you'll check in on them and report back to me,� she told Dawn.
My beautiful girlfriend giggled and rolled her eyes. �Sure. Well, at least Ben's going to have to go over. The girls are already drawing up a list of things they want him to fix, upgrade, or tweak.�
�I suppose,� Mrs. Evans conceded. �And Adrienne's settled in with Felicia?�
�Yep,� Dawn nodded.
�I still can't believe you guys became friends with Felicia Clarkson.� Mrs. Evans smiled.
�I still can't believe Adrienne gave you her CAR.� Dawn elbowed me in the ribs.
I shrugged. �Well, I DID drive the Mustang more than she did. And it's not like she really needs it in the city.�
�Not like she can't afford another one...� DJ mumbled. �Or a Lamborghini...�
Dawn just giggled and hugged me. I thought of that last time I'd seen Adrienne. It wasn't like I wouldn't be seeing her again soon. But having her living with Felicia and no longer with me felt like we were still going through a great separation. I probably would have taken things a lot worse if Adrienne hadn't picked up her right hand and shown me that she was wearing a thin gold band around her fourth finger, topped with a small diamond amidst a gold leaf flower. She was wearing my promise ring.
�Where did you... ?� I had gasped in surprise.
�It's not the �Tiger's Pet' collar,� Adrienne blushed. �But I think it's a little more appropriate for public wear.�
�How did you find it?� I'd stashed it in a corner somewhere, locking the ring away after our breakup and forgetting where I'd put it myself.
�Silly Ben. I know everything, remember?� Adrienne had giggled before pulling me to her for a parting nuclear kiss.
Adrienne had then said goodbye to Dawn, and my girlfriend and I had returned to the Evans house. Now it was just me, Dawn, and DJ.
Mrs. Evans sighed and then looked to Dawn and me. �Well, at least I get to have you two here for one night.�
�Of course, Mom,� Dawn nodded. And then the five of us headed inside.
Mr. and Mrs. Evans headed into the kitchen to work on dinner. Dawn went in to help them, and DJ started setting the table. I asked what I could do to help, but Deanna Evans shooed me away, stating that I was still a guest and should just sit down and relax.
I made my way over to the computer in the family room, looking to catch up on email. With the parties and graduation ceremonies and ... well, orgies ... I hadn't taken the time to really check in.
The first message of any consequence was from Paige on Saturday, letting me know that she was safe and sound at her Aunt and Uncle's place and settling in. She had her own room and Aunt Polly was already fussing over her nonstop, spouting pregnancy advice at every turn. I laughed and relaxed, knowing that Paige was in good hands.
The second message was from Lynne Arian, someone I hadn't seen or talked to in a long while. The message was actually addressed to both me and Adrienne, and she was commenting about how out of the blue, she'd run into Kady Jacobsen on campus at Stanford. The two had gotten along, chatting nostalgically about cheerleading and High School. But Kady had also mentioned Paige's situation and Lynne was digging for more details.
The third message was from Carter Sheridan, telling me to keep next Saturday open. He was planning another �get together'. I realized I hadn't thought about him or Elyse in a while, and I wondered if I wanted to go near that kind of crowd again, now that I was with Dawn.
The fourth message was from Professor Isakova. She was reminding Kim Fukuzaki and me to be at her office at 1pm tomorrow to begin our research. And she said she was looking forward to this summer, believing the three of us would make a good team.
And the fifth message was from Carli Singer, soon to be Tri-Delt Senior and apparently next year's Pledge Mistress. She had some ideas for pledge hazing that might involve me, plus Leighton had passed along a suggestion for an advanced blowjob class centered around me. I allowed myself a few moments to fantasize, but shook my head and then started typing out a reply. I didn't exactly say �no�, but I did explain that I'd have to run things by my girlfriend before committing to anything.
Then it was time for dinner and I returned to the rest of the Evans family, instinctively going up to Dawn and wrapping her up in a hug from behind, tenderly kissing the back of her neck.
She giggled and smiled and turned in my grasp, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and giving me another kiss, this one right smack on the lips. Neither of us was really concerned about the rest of her family watching us. And then we settled down to eat.
Later that night, I found myself right where I wanted to be: in bed with my Dawn. We cuddled up together, momentarily reminiscing about the past two years while holding a framed photograph of the 5 ex-roommates: Dayna, Brandi, Dawn, Adrienne, and me, all sitting together on the steps of the front porch, our arms wrapped around each other.
�Isn't that a great picture of us?� Dawn smiled.
�It is,� I agreed, then specifically drew my finger in a circle around me and Dawn. The photo was from the beginning of our Freshman year, back when I was still with Adrienne and she was still with Ryan. And yet Dawn was seated on the step right in front of me, my arms wrapped around her shoulders, the two of us looking like the happiest couple in the world. Even then, we always knew we'd eventually be back together.
�I love you, Ben,� Dawn turned to me and whispered, darting forward briefly to peck my lips. �I'm your Dawn. I'm yours forever. Don't ever forget that.�
I shook my head. Then I reached my right hand up to her cheek and my left to the bracelet she now refused to ever take off, unless she had to get wet. �And I'm your Ben. Forever.�
We came together for another kiss, this one far more than just a peck. Her lips parted to let my tongue in. And as the passion of our kiss grew, our hands began to roam around and then inside of each other's clothing as we fell back against the pillows and began our path to making love.
But before we got there, the door cracked open with a squeak, causing Dawn to gasp and turn around in mild panic. My right hand was still up her nightshirt, holding onto a firm breast.
DJ just poked her head around and grinned. �This a private party? Or is there room for one more?�
Tomorrow is the first day of the rest of my life.
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