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Prologue


-- THE YEAR 2027 --



“Hey Dad?”


I pushed my chair back from the desk in my home office, rotating it as I saw my son at the door. Smiling, I waved to him and said, “Come on in. What’s on your mind?”


“Uh, it’s kind of that thing we talked about,” he muttered with a sheepish smile. BJ was now 21, still an awkward young adult even if he felt like he had fully matured. His reply had been typically vague, as detailed communication had never been a strong suit of anyone his age. I certainly had endured my own share of misunderstandings due to similarly vague statements when I was 21 and younger.


I had an idea what he meant, but perpetually seeking to teach him to be more precise with his statements, I just arched an eyebrow and stated, “Well, we’ve talked about a lot of different things. Specifics, specifics, -”


“-Specifics,” he recited with me just as I was repeating the word for the third time. Slightly nervous, BJ nodded and explained, “Today’s my birthday. You promised me that when I was 21 you’d finally tell me the story of how you met Mom.”


I leaned back in my chair, taking a deep breath. I was impressed BJ had managed to wait this long. He’d been asking me the question ever since he was thirteen. I kept putting him off, explaining only that I’d met his mother while I was in college. It didn’t matter that she and I weren’t married to each other. All that mattered was that we both loved him, and that we both were part of his life. It didn’t hurt that she and I were still wonderful friends, and when BJ was sixteen he’d figured out that we were still lovers as well. He also had half-siblings and plenty of cousins to grow up with, and all together we were really one big happy family.


But even though he accepted that his mother and I both dearly loved him, and also loved each other on some level, he was always curious to know just how I ended up fathering a child while I was still a college student and didn’t end up marrying his mom. He started to understand my hesitance to explain when he turned 18, having been sexually active himself for a couple of years by then and starting to understand just how... complicated ... sexual relationships can be. But he then made me promise that when he turned 21, I would finally tell him the whole story. He assured me that by then he would be the same age as I’d been when I’d fathered him, and therefore he would be able to at least comprehend the decisions I’d made.


“Well, a promise is a promise, and you don’t break promises to family,” I sighed, steadying myself for what was to come. I’d known this day – and this specific talk – would be coming. I’d actually prepared in my head what I would finally say. And as I thought about everything that happened more than twenty years ago, I marveled at just how ... complicated ... my college life had been.


BJ sat down on the couch when I waved him over to it. Taking a deep breath, he got comfortable and watched me with rapt attention. He looked eager, really eager.


“I’m going to disappoint you a bit,” I began, watching as his face fell. “You’re probably hoping I’ll just lay out the gory details in a nice, short explanation, but that’s not going to happen. You’ll forgive your old man for becoming a little verbose in his advanced age. There’s a lot of detail floating around in the back of my mind, but it would take all day – probably several days – to explain it all to you. I’m not doing that, either. So you’re going to get an explanation that’s somewhere in the middle.”


“Fine. Whatever,” BJ agreed, albeit impatiently.


“I’m going to start after finishing my Sophomore Year at Cal. You already know that a good chunk of my early life was spent romancing your Aunt Adrienne and Aunt Dawn. As this story starts, a lot of it is going to be about them too. But there are other people – important people – who began to enter my life over my Junior Year. And understanding what happened with all of them will help you understand how your mother and I ended up where we did. So here’s that story.”


Chapter 1: Summer Internship


-- JUNE 2004, SUMMER BREAK --



"Hi, honey! I'm home!" I called as I walked through the front door. The hardwood floor of the old Berkeley house creaked as I trod down the short hallway, passing the coat closet. I lifted the single-strap of my black leather messenger bag over my head, dumping the bag on the floor for convenient retrieval later. One nice thing about "work" compared to "school" was that "work" ended at a prescribed time, with no homework to complete nor exams to study for. I'd pick up the bag tomorrow morning on my way out the door.


I also started unbuttoning the long-sleeved blue dress shirt I was wearing. I wasn't big on wearing such semi-formal attire, especially in warm June weather; but Professor Isakova insisted that I learn to be comfortable in professional clothing as preparation for a career in business. At least she let me roll up the sleeves.


But then my fingers suddenly lost their grip on the next button. I came to a dead stop in the archway to the living room. And my jaw dropped to the floor somewhere around the same place as my Kenneth Cole shoes.


"Welcome home, babe."


She was as beautiful as ever. More beautiful, in fact, because I knew that she was finally mine. After all our years growing up together from children into fully-formed adults, after the starts and stops and hiccups in our developing relationship, Dawn and I had become the romantic couple we both always knew we would be. And the knowledge that my soulmate and I would be sharing the rest of eternity together filled me with a wonderful sense of bliss at the mere sight of her.


Of course, my jaw didn't drop every time I saw Dawn. After all, I was rather accustomed to her beauty by now, so that the mere sight of my girlfriend no longer stopped me dead in my tracks. What had my mouth hanging open on this afternoon was my girlfriend's attire: my plain white button-down dress shirt, and except for her omnipresent 'Ben Forever' bracelet, not a single thing else.


It was a habit Dawn had picked up at Adrienne's suggestion. My ex-girlfriend/adoptive-sister frequently went about the house wearing only a dress shirt and panties back when we were dating during our Freshman year. There were always a lot of shirts to choose from since I rarely wore them myself back in those days. Adrienne had told Dawn how much I liked the choice in wardrobe, and so my current girlfriend had adopted the same attire once we started living alone in this big house. For now, at least, it was just the two of us. Come late August our little sisters would be moving in to start their own college careers. I wondered if Dawn's wardrobe would change when that happened; but in the meantime, I'd enjoy the view.


I especially enjoyed the view today. Dawn usually wore panties along with the dress shirt. Dawn also usually buttoned the shirt up. Neither was the case today. The blonde angel was reclining across the couch, my white dress shirt open from throat to tails, the cloth parted enough to the sides that she might as well have skipped the shirt entirely, for it did absolutely nothing to cover her body.


Dawn's unbelievably firm and yet supple 34D tits thrust proudly into the open air, capped by erect pink nipples. Her slender torso tapered down to a flat tummy before flaring out to her pleasantly shaped hips. It was her long legs that gave her the boost to a 5'9" height, the right leg extending all the way to the end and off the front edge of the sofa. And her left leg was bent with the knee up, spreading her crotch open wide for my easy view.


Her pussy was no longer completely bare-shaven. She'd grown a perfectly manicured blonde rectangle of fuzz just above her slit, proving that the carpet matched the drapes. I knew it took more work to maintain the little landing strip than to just shave everything off, but I also thought it made my girlfriend look more mature, befitting her nearly 20-year age, no longer a little girl. And I couldn't help but notice that Dawn was calling my attention down to that sweet honeypot, holding open her own labia with two fingers, fingers and pussylips both glistening with moisture.


My gaze then traveled back up Dawn's body to her surpassingly beautiful face. Her crystal clear blue eyes bored right at me with laser intensity, and were set off by dark eyeliner. Despite her dressed-down appearance, Dawn was in full makeup, accentuating her cheekbones and pouty lips to look even more sensually alluring than normal. And when she finally spoke, her voice was both melodious like a songbird and hypnotically intoxicating like a siren. "Welcome home, babe. I've been so lonely without you."


I wanted to say something charming. I wanted to sound witty and confident. But I just sort of squeaked.


No matter. Dawn giggled and a mirthful smile crossed her face. The sensuously seductive vamp façade vanished, to be replaced by Dawn's more natural adoring-girl-next-door look. She sat up and reached her arms out to me, and without thinking about it I approached her. She got to her feet and stood up straight, elevating onto her tip-toes to try and match my 6'0" height. And she wrapped her arms around my neck to hug me warmly and lean her head in for a sweet kiss.


This kiss didn't turn out to be exactly "sweet". Dawn's state of dress had already accomplished its mission. I was rock-hard in my slacks, and the instant my girlfriend's half-naked body rubbed up against me, the sexual creature inside took over.


My hands dropped to Dawn's perfect ass, grabbing a perky cheek in each palm as I lifted her off her feet and then more or less tackled her back onto the couch. Dawn squealed as she fell through the air before landing on her back across the couch cushions, with me between her legs. I snarled as I turned my head and thrust my tongue into her mouth. And my hands were quickly opening up my belt and zipper as I franticallly worked to extract my turgid cock.


Dawn moaned, "Oh, Bennn" when my lips left hers to kiss my way down her neck. Her own hands scrabbled at the front of my shirt, trying to unbutton me. It was an ultimately futile effort. She never got the last three buttons done, period. But no matter; my shirt wasn't going to stop us from getting what we both wanted. The only thing in our way was my pants, and a few seconds later, both they and my boxers were around my knees. And Dawn gasped as she felt my thick weapon nudging into her vaginal folds.


"Bennn..." Her voice was a choked whisper. I grunted as I pushed forward. Her tight channel squeezed my shaft tightly, yielding only with resistance to my unrelenting penetration. "Unnghhh..." she moaned as I continued to descend.


And then we were joined. I only realized I'd stopped breathing after my pelvic bone was fully pressed up against Dawn's. I dropped my cheek onto the throw pillow against my face, panting for oxygen as I let my body settle down, pinning my girlfriend beneath my weight.


Dawn cooed into my ear and wrapped her arms more tightly around my neck, clutching me fiercely. And she was the first one to begin our fucking motion, rocking her hips against the springiness of the couch cushions to move her own pussy a few inches off my cock before swinging back and recapturing the same length.


I remained still for only a few moments and took three deep breaths to calibrate myself. I then pushed my chest off of hers, supporting myself on my own elbows. And gazing adoringly into her eyes, I dipped and gave my soulmate a searing kiss.


And then I fucked the living shit out of her.


At first, Dawn tried to hold onto my pistoning hips by crossing her ankles behind my lower back. But I was bucking so hard that she soon lost her grip, causing her legs to flail helplessly in the air.


She tried to hold onto my neck in a similar fashion, but the sexual animal inside me didn't like being restrained, so I grabbed her wrists with my hands and pinned them back behind her head, leaving them alone only when she flipped her palms back to grip the armrest as if it were the only thing keeping her anchored to the couch.


And sometime later, after Dawn let out two separate ear-splitting shrieks that echoed through the corners of this big empty house, I let out a bellow of my own as I slammed forward one final time and ejected a gallon of cum into Dawn's writhing body.


"I'm cumming!" I groaned, my hands clutching her shoulders both to pin her in place and embrace her with all my passion.


"I feel it!" she crooned, her bright eyes alive and dancing with each successive burst against her inner walls.


And then there were no more words as our lips melded together, heightening our pleasure as we rode out the final waves of orgasm.


At last we had finished ... for now, at least. I, for one, planned on a couple more rounds before we surrendered ourselves to sleep. Maybe a screwing in the shower – we hadn't done that in a few days. In the meantime, our bodies wanted to rest. So quivering, I let my chest drop back down to settle my weight against Dawn's sweaty, near-naked body. And she hugged me tenderly while humming her pleasure into my ear.


A few minutes later, I heard Dawn's humming tone elevate in pitch. "Hm?"


I raised my head up and looked over to see her picking at her white dress shirt's collar. "What?" I queried.


Dawn giggled. "Well, I was going to suggest you wear this shirt tomorrow. But now I think you'd better pick one a little less wrinkly."





"Morning, Professor," I greeted cheerily as I walked into the office.


"Benjamin..." Professor Isakova scolded as she looked up from her desktop.


I grimaced. I hated it when she called me 'Benjamin', and her Russian accent only made it sound harsher. Only my mom ever used my full name, and that only when she was upset with me. It was the Professor's perfect way of reminding me how I should be addressing her. "Sorry, Viktoriya," I apologized. "It's habit."


"Well, it's only been a month," the leggy Eastern European beauty replied with a sigh. "But at this rate, by the time you get used to using my first name, it'll already be time to go back to calling me 'Professor'."


I blushed and shrugged while setting my bag on the separate table. Viktoriya had a relatively large office, big enough to have a circular meeting table and four chairs away from her desk. The school had given us two laptops for temporary use, and that meeting table was where Kim Fukuzaki and I were doing most of our work this summer.


Speaking of Kim, she arrived a minute later. "Good morning, Viktoriya. Morning, Ben." The pretty Japanese-American girl was in her usual summer attire, a thin short-sleeved blouse over an omnipresent white tank top. She carried her black and hot pink leather motorcycle jacket slung over one shoulder and matching street cycle helmet under her left arm. The helmet and jacket were hung from the coat rack, and her backpack flopped onto the table. "So whadda we got today?" she asked casually as she reached both hands into her hair and around to the back of her head, quickly flipping her jet black and blonde-streaked locks around as she whipped a hot pink scrunchy around them to form a ponytail.


"Kim!" Viktoriya barked in a semi-commanding voice. The stern Professor look was back and she glared at the younger girl, an expectant look on her face.


"Ahem," Kim blushed and stood up a little straighter. She schooled her face and focused at attention as she stated, "My apologies. We completed the business model review yesterday. I was thinking Ben and I should look into different case studies of the companies using that model and analyze how successfully they're executing it. We could break up the target companies by size, and check their profitability and cost efficiencies."


"Much better." Viktoriya nodded. "But before you start your analysis, I suggest you also break up the target companies by profitability. Sometimes the financial performance follows from execution of their business model-"


"But sometimes the execution follows from the company's financial solvency and stability," I interrupted.


Our beautiful, chestnut brown-haired professor turned her dark blue-eyed gaze to me, along with a proud smile. "Precisely, Ben."


I grinned.


"Think about it." Viktoriya nodded and then turned for the door. "In the meantime, I need some coffee."


The Professor left and the door closed behind on her way out. Arching an eyebrow, I then turned my attention to Kim. "What was that all about?"


"What?"


Still with arched eyebrow, I looked at Kim curiously. "She kinda barked at you."


"Oh, that." Kim waved me off dismissively. "Viktoriya's been getting on my case about presenting a more professional appearance and demeanor."


"I know what you mean," I replied, tugging at my shirt collar. It was a dark green button-down. The white one, uh, needed to be ironed.


Kim smiled. "Yeah. But what can I do? It's not like a suit would be practical when I'm riding a motorcycle every day."


Automatically, I looked my friend and "co-worker" up and down. I'd always thought the Japanese-American girl was pretty, but she was never one to really fuss about her appearance. Her typical school attire was that tank top along with a black hoodie. She was about 5'5" and never bothered to wear platforms or heels to boost her height. And her makeup had always been pretty minimal. I'd just never really seen Kim dressed to impress, either for professionalism OR sexuality, and I had a hard time imagining her in a suit. "Definitely not practical," I agreed.


"Well, it's more than just appearance. She's been harping on my speech and carriage. She says it's much harder for a woman to get respect in the business world, and only by presenting myself with confidence and always thinking about new ideas will I ever succeed."


I stuck my lower lip out as I thought about that. "Makes sense. Seems like you'll never relax that way, but I guess it makes sense."


Kim nodded and then pointed to the table. "Come on. I'll bet this is another of Viktoriya's little tests. We'd better have lists breaking down the target companies before she comes back with her coffee."





At the end of the day, I was the first one to finish up and head home as Viktoriya kept Kim behind for some further instructions. From the look Kim shot me before I left, I figured they were going to be some new criticisms about her appearance, maybe the pink fingernails or the blonde-streaked hair.


I felt bad for her, but I understood the point Viktoriya was trying to get across. The fact was: we weren't teenagers anymore. We were Juniors in college, upperclassmen, and pretty soon we'd be graduating and moving out into the real world. It was as if we were passing some invisible line from our Sophomore to Junior years, crossing over from childhood into adulthood.


But for right now, I was still just a college kid. I wanted to enjoy my evening off. And for me, that meant spending more time with Dawn.


"Hi, honey! I'm home!" I called as I walked through the front door. Having an academic job for the summer, I both started work later and returned home later than Dawn's more traditional internship hours. I heard the exhaust fan in the kitchen running, and as I dropped my bag to the floor, I already knew better than to expect my girlfriend to be waiting half-naked and wanting to get fucked.


Indeed, Dawn was in the kitchen with her back to me. She was still dressed in slacks and a nice blouse from work, although she wore an apron to help protect her clothes from any food spills. She took my breath away when she turned her face back to smile at me in greeting, showing off twin rows of pearly while teeth while her crystal blue eyes sparkled radiantly. "Hi, babe," she hummed happily.


"Mmm ... smells good..." I hummed right back as I sidled up directly behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist and bending to kiss her neck. Dawn giggled and let me continue nibbling at her sensitive skin before turning her lips to mine for a welcoming peck.


"Mmm-wah!" I finished kissing her with a flourish. And with an easy smile, I looked at my girlfriend and asked, "Anything I can do to help?"


Dawn glanced over and then up to the cabinets. "Set the table ... Oh! Before you do that, can you get me the Yoshida sauce out of the refrigerator?"


I nodded and retrieved the requested jug containing the ridiculously sweet sauce discovered by Deanna Evans at Costco. I handed it over, waited for Dawn to hand it back for return to the fridge, and then went to set the table. And as I laid out the silverware, I sighed happily and glanced back into the kitchen. "Is this what it'll be like when we're married?"


"What?" Dawn frowned as she looked at me. For a second, I worried because she didn't exactly have a happy expression on her face at my mention of the m-word. But then she turned off the burner and also switched off the overhead exhaust fan. "What did you say?"


I grinned and shrugged. "I was just wondering if this is what life will be like when we're married. Just the two of us in a house together. Coming home from work, you making dinner. Me puttering around to set the table. Y'know ... married."


To my relief, Dawn let a beaming smile spread across her lips. "Something like this." She glanced down, momentarily lost in thought, and she giggled cutely. When she looked back up at me, there was a fresh sparkle in her eyes. "Do you really think it'll happen? Do you really think that someday, I'll be your wife?"


I blinked and arched an eyebrow. "Isn't that the point? Why else would I be in this relationship with you if I didn't think we'd end up getting married someday?"


"I dunno..." Dawn sighed and leaned against the counter. "I want to. Of course I do. And I fantasize about what it'll be like to be your wife all the time. But we're still young, right? We've still got two more years before we graduate and then there might even be graduate school after that. A lot can happen in a few years. So much HAS already happened in the past few years. And really, we've only been together for what, a month?"


I snorted. "We've been together for twenty years."


"I'm not even twenty years old yet," Dawn chuckled.


"You know what I mean."


Dawn sighed and wiped her hands on the apron. She started walking to me, and leaning back against the dining table, I opened my arms in welcome. She opened her own arms and we hugged each other, squeezing firmly. "I love you," Dawn said in the most heartfelt of voices.


"I love you, too. I always have."


"I want to believe," Dawn sighed. "I want to think that everything will work out, and that no matter what happens the two of us will last. But I don't want to be a dreamer, completely out of touch with reality. And the reality is that we've got a long ways to go before we're ready to get married."


"I know." I exhaled and thought about my recent past. I'd made a lot of mistakes in my life, including some really boneheaded ones that I particularly regretted. I'd gotten lucky for the most part that things hadn't turned out worse for me and for the people I loved. And I knew I had some more maturing to do, especially in my decision-making, before I would be ready to be anybody's husband. The LAST thing I ever wanted to do was hurt Dawn and somehow drag her down with me.


Dawn pulled back and looked at the expression on my face. Her eyebrows canted and she pouted. "Ohhh ... don't look like that. I don't mean you. You're perfect. You're warm and caring and always so considerate. You'd make a great husband right now. Me? I'm still a self-centered bitch."


I rolled my eyes. "No you're not."


Dawn exhaled, looking sad. "I know what I need to work on. And I'm not the person I want to be just yet." She flicked her eyes up to me, looking almost scared. "I'm not ready. I'm going to make mistakes. And I could end up doing things that hurt you."


I nodded. "And I'll heal. It's okay. Maybe I AM a bit of a dreamer, but I believe that we'll work things out. Shit's gonna happen to us, but as long as we both keep working at it, as long as we both WANT to make it work, we will. I believe that. Don't you?"


Dawn managed a smile. And after taking a deep breath, she held my cheeks and pecked me on the lips. "I do. We're gonna make it. I know it. Because for you, I'll do anything."


"Good." I grinned. Then I reached back and held up a plate. "Then get me my dinner, woman!" I barked playfully.


Dawn giggled, then took both plates and headed back into the kitchen to grab our food. And as I watched her putting together our dinner, I let myself fantasize just a bit about how wonderful our future would be.





Boobs. I was always such a sucker for a nice pair of boobs. And it was a rather fantastic pair that was hanging down right in my face. The full-button blouse had the top two buttons undone, which meant that the whole garment sagged away from her body when she was bent over like this. That left the upper slopes of those creamy white mounds exposed, encased in what looked to be a standard-issue beige bra. But standard issue or not, there was no hiding the roundness of those tits.


Still, I did my very best not to stare. After all, I wasn't at home checking out my girlfriend or some other young co-ed. I was in an academic building, in a professor's office, and this was my boss/teacher I was checking out.


"So remember the Nash paper on Equilibrium Points. 'The correspondence of each n-tuple with its set of countering n-tuples gives a one-to-many mapping of the product space into itself.' So that means ... I'm sorry. Am I distracting you?"


I blinked rapidly and pulled my head back to look at her face. Viktoriya had been leaning over the table as she pointed to my monitor, and conspicuously I noticed that she didn't stand up to remove the view from my sight. My eyes darted into her cleavage once again before I managed to jerk my gaze back to her cool blue eyes. "Umm ... sorry, Viktoriya."


"Oh, don't be. I would have been more offended if you didn't look." She smirked, and there was a playful lilt in her Russian accent. And only then did the beautiful older woman stand upright. And with a little smile, she posed for me, cocking her hip and putting her right hand on her waist. "It's nice to know that an old woman like me can still pull your attention. Especially when you have a girlfriend as beautiful as Miss Evans."


I blushed, but the knowledge that she'd deliberately stayed bent over even after catching me ogling her gave me a sense of confidence. I'd been around enough pretty girls to know when one was fishing for a compliment. Young or old, it didn't really matter. So instead of being embarrassed, I simply let my eyes rove up and down my professor's slender, and yet stacked, body. "You are a beautiful woman, Viktoriya. I could be married with children and someone like you would always draw my attention." I chuckled. "And I'm sure you have your share of men checking you out at all times."


Now it was Viktoriya's turn to blush. "You are a silver-tongued devil, aren't you?"


I grinned. "Sometimes."


"Still," she sighed. "It would not be proper for me to titillate you any further. I am your teacher, after all."


Playfully, I pouted as if having her stop teasing me was the last thing in the world I wanted. "Well, just like the use of your name, Viktoriya, you're not my teacher right now. We're just work colleagues, right?"


Her dark blue eyes flashed at me. "I think there's something in the regulations about supervisor-intern relations, as well. But then," she added with a raised eyebrow and a smirk. "This isn't a traditional company, now is it?"


I just chuckled and nodded. And sensing that the teasing conversation was coming to an end, I just turned forward to look at my monitor.


And then I felt her fingers run along my shoulder. I tensed up slightly at the unexpected sensation, but relaxed a second later. After all, I was used to girls rubbing up against me, although they usually were classmates around my own age. But then a second hand joined the first. This hand ran from my neck all the way across my shoulder and down the side of my bicep. It felt like Viktoriya was simultaneously giving me a shoulder massage and feeling me up. And then I heard the soft sound of inhalation from right behind my ear as my professor apparently was ... smelling ... me.


Just then, the doorknob jiggled and the hands jerked off my shoulders. Both Viktoriya and I turned around just as the door opened, and Kim walked in wearing a familiar black and hot pink leather motorcycle jacket and carrying her helmet under her arm.


"Late again?" Viktoriya asked in a scolding tone. She crossed her arms over her chest while looking sternly at the younger girl.


"I'm sorry," Kim puffed, a little out of breath. She bowed her head as if in shame, reminding me of some underling in an Asian gangster flick having to apologize to his Boss for some fuck-up. "I don't mean to make excuses, but the police closed down 880 entirely to clear away a major accident. Even a motorcycle can't get through that."


Viktoriya sighed and dropped her arms. "In what city do you live again?"


"Sunnyvale."


Viktoriya exhaled, thought about it, and then nodded. "Do not make a habit of this." The Russian accent was thicker, and made it sound even more menacing.


"I won't, ma'am," Kim replied, sounding chastised.


The professor then turned and looked back to me. A little flash went through her eyes, and after making sharp inhalation, she seemed to quiver. Abruptly, she then announced, "I'm going to go get some coffee. Kim, get settled in. Ben will explain what we're working on."


Kim nodded. Viktoriya left. And then Kim's shoulders slumped as she almost dejectedly started shrugging off her jacket. The motion caused Kim to thrust her tits forward, straining the globes against her sheer blouse and that ubiquitous white tank top. And even though Kim didn't have the biggest tits, probably a B-cup, I still had boobs on my mind and had to force myself to look away again.


Fortunately, Kim didn't notice. "'Do not maek eh hebbeet of theese'", she griped, mocking Viktoriya's accent for a brief moment. "What, does she think I planned the accident?"


I shook my head. "She's always coming down so hard on you. It doesn't make sense."


"She's just trying to toughen me up, I think," Kim sighed. "She's right: women have a harder time in the business world. You've got to have thick skin and you've got to be just that much better than men to get an equal amount of respect."


"Still ... I don't think she's ever barked at me like that. And I KNOW I've done a couple of boneheaded things since we started."


Kim smirked. "That's because she wants to fuck you."


I blinked and jerked my head back in surprise. "Excuse me?"


Kim rolled her eyes. "Don't tell me you haven't noticed."


"Well ... uh..."


"C'mon. The casual touches ... I've seen her rub your arm or shoulders or touch your lower back ... almost like she wants to grab your ass."


"She does not."


"Of course she does. You've got a nice ass, Ben." Kim smirked. "And you said it yourself, she doesn't bark at you, even when you screw up. No, she goes out of her way to compliment you, to butter you up. I mean, some of your insights are good, but they're not THAT good."


"Hey!"


"It's no slight against you. You're smart. But she's just laying it on a little thick, that's all. You seriously haven't noticed her flirting with you?"


"She flirts with a lot of people. Professor Rutledge, for example. She's practically giggly with him," I pointed out.


"Professor Rutledge is flirting with her. He's been trying to hook up with Viktoriya since last year. But more to the point, she doesn't flirt with students. Period. You remember Professor Ice, don't you? No, you're the only one I've ever seen her get like this with. If you weren't with Dawn, I seriously think she'd be going Cougar on your ass."


I shook my head. "It's just the summer. She's dropping the Ice Queen persona and having us call her by her first name. She's trying to foster a feeling of teamwork instead of her just giving us orders. Things'll go back to normal in the fall."


"Maybe," Kim shrugged. "Maybe."


"Whatever the reasons, it just doesn't seem fair that she's so hard on you."


"Oh, I don't mind."


"Really?"


Kim nodded, staring off into the distance. "Really. I admire Viktoriya. She's so strong and confident. She knows exactly what she wants and she goes after it. Really ... she's quite the woman. So when she tells me I have things I need to work on, I really take them to heart. I know that listening to her will make me better." There was no mistaking the sparkle in Kim's eyes as she said this. She really did seem to idolize our professor.


"Then why do you keep showing up late, even when she keeps harping on it?" I asked with a smirk.


"It's only the third time!" Kim protested. But then she sighed in resignation. "Traffic, really. I mean, I'm never this late; closing the whole damn freeway really screwed me up. It's just that my dad's house is an hour away even in good traffic. While the motorcycle helps, letting me split lanes for a good chunk of that, even I get slowed down whenever there's an accident. There's a big difference between cruising along at 75 or weaving in and out of lanes at 25, trying to make sure I don't get clotheslined by somebody's side-view mirror."


"I thought you were gonna get an apartment around here for the summer. Moving in with your roommate from the dorms, right?"


Kim winced. "I didn't tell you?"


"You told me the roommate thing didn't work out and that you were living at home. I'm not sure you ever told me why."


"Oh," Kim blushed. "Uh ... well ... my roommate flunked out. She's not coming back next year. So there went that idea for getting an apartment. And it just didn't make sense for me to spend the money. I didn't realize the commute would be this hard."


My brain whirled and spat information out through my mouth before I really thought about it. "Huh. Well, maybe you should move in with me."


Kim blinked rapidly, momentarily taken by surprise. "Huh?"


"I'm serious. Why not?"


"Well, uh ... I wouldn't want to take up space that-"


"It's a four-bedroom house," I interrupted. "And we've got two empty rooms until our sisters arrive in late August. Three, actually, since Dawn more or less moved in with me."


"But I wouldn't be able to pay that much-"


"We wouldn't even need all that much in rent." I shook my head. "Probably the same as what you're paying in gas right now. More importantly, you wouldn't have to commute back and forth every day."


"Oh, well, uh, maybe it wouldn't be such a good idea. I mean we're co-workers and I don't want any roommate conflicts to get in the way of our working relation-"


"Believe me, we'd be fine," I interrupted.


"But, uh, I mean, maybe it would be better not to make a rash decision that-"


"Oh, stop trying to think of things that could go wrong," I practically commanded. "Seriously, this would solve your problems. No more commuting. You could wear professional clothes instead of your motorcycle gear. No more Professor Ice riding your ass about your attire."


"Are you sure I wouldn't be intruding? I mean, you've got a nice little setup playing house with your girlfriend. If I were her, I'm not sure I'd want another girl coming in."


"Uh, well ... Yeah, I should probably talk to Dawn first," I blushed in embarrassment. "But I'm sure she'd be fine with this. Dawn's not the jealous type, especially over a friend who just needs someplace to stay for the summer. I'm sure we can work something out."


Kim raised her eyebrows. "Are you sure I wouldn't be ... ah ... cramping your style?"


I got the innuendo in Kim's voice and I chuckled. "I don't think your presence would actually restrain us or anything. But now that you mention it, I've been planning to put up some soundproofing insulation on the walls in the master bedroom to help with the ... ah ... noise. I can put those up now, but you might still hear a few things. It's more a question of whether you'd be comfortable with those kinds of sounds."


Kim shrugged. "I'm no prude. I can handle it if you guys won't get embarrassed about it."


I thought back to the previous year, with all the noises going throughout the entire house. "Believe me, embarrassment is not a factor."


Kim then went quiet. She looked nervously at me and said softly, "Would you, ah ... be expecting anything of me?"


I arched an eyebrow. "'Expecting'?"


Kim blushed and gave me a coy look, the embarrassment on her face making it clear she was talking about something sexual. "You have a reputation. I was just wondering if you were thinking that having me close by would-"


"Oh, no-no-no," I interrupted while shaking my head, only now realizing what she was getting at. "Not that you're not an attractive girl. You're very pretty. But I'm not offering you a place to stay so I can get into your panties."


Kim gave me an odd smile, like she was both relieved and disappointed. But she quickly nodded. "So are you serious? You guys might be able to rent me a room?"


I nodded. "Sure. Come home with me after work," I stated confidently. "We can talk to Dawn and get all the details worked out."


"Well..."


"Kim! Relax! Just come by the house with me after work, okay?" I practically ordered her.


Immediately, she blinked and nodded obediently. "Okay."





"Hi, honey! I'm home!" I called as I walked through the front door. The hardwood floor of the old Berkeley house creaked as I trod down the short hallway, passing the coat closet. I lifted the single-strap of my black leather messenger bag over my head, dumping the bag on the floor for convenient retrieval later. And I turned to Kim, gesturing for her to follow me.


I was still looking back at Kim when I arrived at the archway to the living room. I watched her brown-eyes widen and her mouth gape open as she gasped in surprise. I quickly whipped my head around as a sense of doom settled over me. And my jaw dropped to the floor somewhere around the same place as my Kenneth Cole shoes.


Oh, crap.



Dawn had been facing away from the archway, kneeling on top of the couch cushions and draping her torso over the backrest. Her only articles of clothing were strappy black stiletto heels, sheer black stockings, and matching black garters. This left her perfectly-formed ass completely bare and on full display as she thrust it back in my direction, her pink pussy already damp with anticipation.


"Welcome home, babe," Dawn crooned before turning her face around. I was helpless to do anything but watch as her crystal clear blue eyes suddenly jerked open in shock. She scrambled around, her naked tits jiggling as she twisted and sank into a seated position on the couch. And she snagged the nearest throw pillow, pulling it into her lap to cover her chest and crotch. "BEN!" she shrieked in both shock and outrage.


Yeah ... I wasn't getting laid anytime soon.


Thinking fast, I grabbed Kim around her waist and shuffled the still-in-shock girl back into the hallway. I actually brought her all the way into one of the downstairs bedrooms and loudly closed the door so that Dawn would know we were safely out of sight. Ten seconds later, I heard the pounding footsteps of my girlfriend racing upstairs to our bedroom.


"You can let go of me now," Kim said a few seconds later.


Belatedly, I realized I was still holding onto the girl's waist. I pulled my hands off and blushed. "Sorry about that."


Kim just shook her head. "No problem. I feel worse for Dawn."


"Yeah..." I sighed. "I should've known she might be waiting for me like that."


"This a regular occurrence for you two?"


"I wouldn't say regular." I chuckled. "But this definitely is not the first time."


Kim smiled. "That's good. My last boyfriend and I didn't have nearly as much spontaneity. One reason why we broke up."


"When was that?"


"Oh ... High School, actually."


I arched an eyebrow. "You haven't had a boyfriend since High School?"


"Never found someone who really ... ah... understood me." Kim shrugged. "Besides, I've been busy. This college thing isn't easy."


I frowned. "You're one of the top students in our class!"


Kim smirked. "Yeah well unlike you, I actually have to work my ass off to make these grades." She then pointed to the door. "You think it's safe to go outside?"


I nodded and opened the door myself. I brought Kim into the living room and got us both some glasses of water. And then we settled in to wait for Dawn to come back down.


A little pink in the face, my girlfriend made her appearance about two minutes later. She was clad in casual lounge pants and a baggy top. Her sunny blonde hair was loose and hanging over her shoulders. But despite the casual attire, her makeup was still a little thick and designed to be sexually alluring. It was an interesting contrast, and a reminder of what I'd accidentally interrupted.


I quickly stood and went to hug my girlfriend. "I am so sorry, babe."


"It's okay." Dawn blushed even pinker. She hugged me back and then looked right past me. "Hi, Kim."


"Hi, Dawn." Kim's eyes tracked up and down my girlfriend's body, and she smirked. "You look good. Been working out?" The waggle in her eyebrows made sure her comment was taken in good humor.


"Not exactly." Dawn glanced over at me and decided to roll with it. Better to make light of the situation than dwell on the awkward element. She jerked a thumb at me and drawled, "This one's kind of a sex maniac. I get all the exercise I need with him."


Kim giggled. "So I've heard. Adrienne used to say she'd never been in such great shape. Even compared to cheerleading."


Dawn laughed. "She's probably right. I'm doing my best to keep up with him. Although if he wants me to ever give him that particular surprise for the rest of his life, he'll make sure to call me when he's bringing someone over." That last part Dawn stated while glaring directly at me in mock indignation.


Only then did I realize that I might NEVER get that surprise again if Kim moved in with us. Well, maybe when we graduated and moved into our own place. But bringing in a roommate would certainly cut down on random sex encounters in the public areas of the house. I frowned and glanced over at Kim, who also seemed to get the implication.


Kim just shrugged, as if reading my mind, and commented, "Like I said: I don't wanna cramp your style."


I raised my eyebrows and looked over to Dawn. My girlfriend arched her own eyebrow and asked, "What?"


I gestured to our guest. "The reason I brought Kim by was that I was thinking she could rent a room from us. Just for the next two months, until Brooke and DJ move in. She's commuting from Sunnyvale right now, and it's becoming an issue with Professor Isakova."


"Oh!" Dawn popped her eyebrows. "Well ... uh..." Her voice trailed off as she processed everything. I immediately thought the whole thing was a bad idea. After all, it wasn't like we needed the money. Dawn certainly would have valued our privacy over any potential benefits. And feeling bad for even bringing it up, I started formulating an apology to Kim in my head. I figured Dawn and I would tell her we'd think about it, and then ultimately I'd be tasked with giving Kim the bad news.


But to my surprise, Dawn perked up and replied, "I think it would be pretty cool. This is certainly more house than Ben and I need. And to be honest, I think I'd like the company."


Kim glanced over at my girlfriend. "What? You've been stuck alone with Ben for a few weeks and you're already bored of him?"


Dawn laughed and shook her head in the negative. "It's not a BAD thing, but I have to admit it's a little weird just being him and me. I miss having some female company around. My sister moved out. Adrienne's jet-setting around the world. Robin is spending the summer with her dad on the East Coast. And Gwen is living back home. I wouldn't say I'm bored of Ben; but sure, I wouldn't mind having you around."


Kim furrowed her eyebrows. "You don't even really know me."


Dawn shrugged. "Well if you stay here, I think we can change that." And then she flashed Kim a pretty smile. "Seriously, it'd just be nice to have someone to talk to. Ben's a great listener, but ... well ... when it comes to chatting, he's just not a girl, y'know?"


Kim giggled. "Yeah, I noticed that."


Dawn nodded. "So if you want to move in with us, I think we can work it out."


Kim smiled and looked at me. I was just ping-ponging my eyes back and forth between the two girls, surprised this was going so well, but not disappointed. And then Kim sidled up to me, patting my chest. "You'd better get that soundproofing insulation up soon." Then the pretty Japanese-American girl flashed me a toothy grin. "Or don't. I wouldn't mind."





Kim moved in that very weekend, and we put her in Adrienne's old bedroom downstairs. It was NOT the one directly beneath the master bedroom; despite her statements that she wouldn't mind the noise, we didn't want to put our noisy lovemaking in Kim's face. I'd also installed the soundproofing I wanted. It didn't eliminate the noise, but at least one had to actively listen for sexual sounds in order to hear them.


I noticed a few changes right away. For one, Dawn and I were a little more ... restrained ... in our PDA. Instead of cuddling on the couch watching a Sunday night movie with my hand under her shirt and a palm rubbing my girlfriend's nipple, Dawn and I cuddled with my arm around her waist. Kim paid us no mind. Instead of teasing each other into making out right there on the couch, we settled for little pecks during commercials. Kim paid us no mind. And instead of stripping my beautiful blonde naked and eating her muff until she squirted copious amounts of honey onto the couch cushions, I dragged her upstairs so I could do so within the privacy of our room.


But offsetting some of those restrictions, there were a couple of nice changes (for lazy me). Kim unknowingly decided to follow Paige's example of being a good roommate by immediately pitching in around the house. She helped Dawn in the kitchen and cleaned up afterwards so I wouldn't have to. She sat down and gossiped with my girlfriend so I would be free to play video games a bit. And she even replaced a burned out headlight in Dawn's car while I wasn't around. After the headlight bit, Dawn joked that if Kim had a dick, she wouldn't need me anymore.


Now Kim had gotten in the habit of waking up early in order to make the commute to school. So on Monday morning, instead of driving her motorcycle for an hour across 237 and 880 to get to work, she had the time to primp and preen in front of the mirror.


Not that Kim really knew how to primp and preen. She was the only daughter of a man with three sons. Their mother had died giving birth to her, so for her entire life, Kim had grown up without a strong female figure. Following after her older brothers, she learned to work on cars and ride motorcycles instead of playing with dolls. She'd had enough female friends in grade school to help her figure out the basics of makeup and fashion. But only after getting to know her over the past month did I come to understand why she'd always been a little tomboyish.


I used to think that Kim was being flirtatiously demure in her interactions with me back when we were both Freshman. Now, I realized she really just didn't know any better. Her long hair covering her bosom wasn't a tease, it was just the way she styled her hair. The way she played with the blonde-streaked locks was out of nervousness, not putting on a schoolgirl act. And even her first introduction was probably because she needed somewhere to sit, not because she was coming on to me.


It was more likely that I was reading too much into our first interactions because I had been in that rut with Adrienne at the time.


But that was all in the past. Today, Kim wanted to dress up. And Dawn wanted to help her. So instead of lying in bed with me, almost lazily giving me a morning blowjob, my girlfriend went downstairs to help our new roommate figure out her makeup and pick out the right clothes.


It was okay; I'd live without the orgasm. Besides, Dawn did a fantastic job on Kim.


"Check her out," my girlfriend waved theatrically before our roommate emerged from her downstairs bedroom.


My jaw didn't drop or anything. Kim was dressed for business, not seduction. But I was still astonished at the transformation in my usually plain-dressing friend. And after we walked across campus to go to Professor Isakova's office on Monday morning, with Kim getting quite the batch of second-looks from passers by, I just knew she would make quite the unexpected impression on our boss.


I was right.


"Verrry nice, Kim!" Professor Isakova exclaimed with a genuinely pleased tone when we arrived. "You look both beautiful AND professional,"


"Thank you," Kim replied, demurely lowering her gaze and then standing up straight again. She was dressed in closed-toed heels and a knee-length skirt, both articles of clothing she never could have worn with her motorcycle gear. Her top was a starched blouse, unwrinkled by wearing a leather jacket over the top. And of course, her ubiquitous white tank top was underneath to keep things modest, despite having the top few buttons of her blouse undone. Her hair was up and clipped neatly into place, another thing she never could have managed beneath a motorcycle helmet.


I'd thought we would then just move right on to our work, but the Professor just stood back, continuing to admire Kim's outfit. Folding her arms over her chest, she started circling around the pretty Asian girl with a clearly evaluative expression on her face.


For her part, Kim just seemed to pose for inspection. Her body tensed momentarily as she realized she was being scrutinized, but she managed to relax her arms and let her hip jut out slightly as she adjusted her balance. She held her head high, and a little smile crossed her face.


"Back a little straighter," Viktoriya stated as she stepped in and pushed in Kim's stomach, removing some of the arch in Kim's back. "Professional, not necessarily alluring."


Kim nodded silently.


"The necklace is good. But you'll need a classier watch. Something silver, and probably a white face. There's nothing wrong with a leather band, but your jewelry must be limited, and a professional watch is one of the few things you can keep. Maintain your femininity. But lose the extra ring on your middle finger. Unless you're engaged or married, rings are just decorative, not functional."


Kim nodded again. The ring was a little punk, a little childish.


"Speaking of which," Viktoriya continued. "You'll need a more tasteful color for your nail polish."


Kim blushed. Hot pink wasn't exactly business-typical.


"And think about losing the blonde streaks in your hair. It's fine for college, but your hairstyling will need to be more mature once you graduate."


Kim pouted, but nodded in acceptance.


"Otherwise..." Viktoriya mused, holding her chin. "Very well put-together. Excellent job."


Kim blushed, and nervously quivered just slightly. "Thank you."


Viktoriya's eyes ran appreciatively up and down Kim's outfit one more time. And then she glanced at me, a little smirk on her face. The statuesque professor just nodded her head over to our table, and finished by saying, "Let's get to work."





"If I didn't know any better, I'd say she was flirting with you," I drawled over dinner. Dawn, Kim, and I were at the dining table at our house after the day's work.


"What? No she wasn't," Kim snorted doubtfully.


"Well, the way you described it," Dawn glanced at me. "It certainly sounded like it. But did it really happen that way?" she asked Kim.


"Well..." Kim blushed. "The basic facts are right. But all that stuff Ben was saying about the Professor's eyes glistening as she fantasized about undressing me is total bullshit."


I cracked a grin. "Well ... they were."


"I think you're mistaking those glistening eyes for whenever she looks at YOU."


"Wait, what?" Dawn perked up, arching an eyebrow at me.


"It's nothing." I waved my girlfriend off.


"It's not nothing," Kim interjected while putting her fork down, dinner all but forgotten. "Ben hasn't told you?"


"Apparently not." Dawn looked at me with obvious intrigue.


I sighed. "Kim thinks Professor Ice is flirting with ME."


"She not-so-secretly wants to get into his pants," Kim drawled.


"She does not. She's like twice as old as me," I protested.


"She is not." Dawn rolled her eyes. "She looks what, 35?"


Kim shook her head. "Actually, she's 40. It's in her school profile. So she IS twice your age."


"40? Really?" I arched both eyebrows. "She doesn't look it."


"She's in great shape, I'll agree." Kim nodded. "But that's beside the point. Whatever her age, she's clearly got a little thing for you. I pay attention to people. I notice these things."


Dawn grinned, propping an elbow on the table and dropping her chin into her open palm. "Oooh, seducing your teacher? That's one cliché you haven't done yet."


"I'm NOT seducing my teacher."


"Whatever." Dawn smirked. "Angela and Erica told me the rumors about Brian Ogilvie, too."


I frowned. "What are you saying?"


Dawn shrugged, glancing at Kim out of the corner of her eye before shutting up. "Nevermind."


"No. What?" I insisted.


Dawn rolled her eyes at me. Clearly I'd missed some sort of hint. Only then did I catch that she'd wanted me to drop it so that she wouldn't have to say something in front of Kim. And too late, I suddenly clammed up.


Kim noticed. "Oh, come ON," she complained.


Dawn just looked at me again and rolled her eyes. She took a deep breath and then looked right at Kim. "I was going to suggest that Ben go ahead and nail Professor Ice."


"What?" Kim popped her eyebrows.


Dawn shrugged. "Hey, he'll get preferential treatment and an easy 'A' for the rest of his school career, right?"


"But if I piss her off," I put in. "She'll FAIL me. No thank you."


"Like you could ever piss her off. One Big Ben Experience and you'd have her eating out of the palm of your hand," Dawn chuckled.


"Wait-wait-wait." Kim was waving her hands. "You're not serious, are you?"


Dawn shrugged. "Sure."


"But he's your boyfriend!"


"Yeah..."


"And you'd be okay with him screwing his teacher? YOUR teacher?"


Dawn giggled and looked at me. "Hey, maybe she'd figure she owes me and I'd get an easy 'A' too!"


"Dawn..." I growled in a warning tone.


My girlfriend just waved at Kim. "You were Adrienne's friend, right? You had to know some of the things that were going on when he was dating her, right?"


Kim screwed her face up. "Well, yeah, but ... Adrienne was kind of a nymphomaniac. Regular girls on this planet aren't really like her. I thought that you and Ben were more ... I dunno ... monogamous."


"Well, we have been lately," Dawn nodded while giving me a look. "But that's more due to lack of opportunity than anything." Dawn then sat up straight and started looking back and forth between Kim and me. "Wait ... did you two ever..."


My eyebrows shot up and now it was MY turn to glare at Dawn to drop the subject. But Kim had already caught on and she suddenly blushed and scrutinized her plate. "Oh, us? Uh..."


"No-no-no," I quickly interjected. "No. Kim and I never hooked up or anything."


"I'm sorry." Dawn reached out and covered Kim's hand. "Didn't mean to embarrass you. You just moved in here and the last thing I want to do is make you uncomfortable."


"No, it's fine," Kim shook her head and took a deep breath. "Just caught me off-guard, but really, I'm fine with it. I told you I wasn't a prude and goodness knows I've got my own sordid past. I'm not here to cramp your style and if you guys have an open relationship, that's cool. But Ben and I aren't like that. We're just friends and co-workers, right?"


Kim conspiciously didn't look at me, but I didn't want to escalate the situation any further. "Right." I nodded. Then I looked over at my girlfriend. "And I'm not looking for the kind of relationship I had with Adrienne. Babe, you're all I need."


My girlfriend leaned back against her chair and smiled. "That's a nice sentiment, but I know you better than that. I've said it before and I'll say it again: monogamy just isn't in your DNA. All I need is to know that you love me. As for the rest, you can have a little fun."


I arched an eyebrow. "Fun???"


"Yeah, 'fun'." Dawn giggled. "Remember 'fun'? After everything we've been through – all the years of melodrama and angst – don't we deserve some fun?"


"Haven't we been having fun together for the past five weeks?"


Dawn smiled. "Yeah ... it's been great. But seriously, you're wearing me out, babe. I could really use some help keeping Big Ben satisfied." Dawn glanced back at Kim. "I don't know if you've heard the rumors, but this boy is used to getting more ass than an airport toilet seat."


"Dawn..." I began with a mild warning.


Kim giggled and nodded, still without looking at me. "So I've heard."


Dawn just kept looking at our roommate, her eyes flickering as she thought very intensely about something. But the moment passed, and Dawn ended the conversation by very deliberately picking up her fork and resuming her meal. "Whether you fuck her or not, babe, just gimme the details, okay?"


I assumed she meant Professor Isakova. But I watched Dawn's eyes swivel over to Kim, who was obliviously looking at her own dinner plate. And at the little smirk spreading across my girlfriend's face, I arched an eyebrow and replied, "Uh, okay."





I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Dawn'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 ... was that for me? Or for Kim?"


"Ahhh..." I was still lost in the bliss of my orgasm, so it took a second for Dawn's question to sink in. "Wait, what?"


The beautiful, naked blonde beneath me giggled and squeezed her pussy muscles around my semi-hard cock. "You seemed a little extra ... vigorous ... tonight. I was just wondering if any thoughts of a certain pretty Japanese-American roommate had slipped into your mind while we were fucking."


I frowned. "No. Absolutely not. When I'm with you, Dawn, I'm with you."


"Oh, I know. I know." She quickly brought her hands up to cup my face, her sky blue eyes twinkling as she smiled at me. "But don't you want her? She's playing it coy right now, but I think she's into you. And when you brought her home to invite her to stay with us, I just sort of assumed that you would eventually-"


"No-no-no." I shook my head and put a finger to Dawn's lips to stop that line of thinking. "I'm with YOU. I mean it. I spent my whole life flailing around, sleeping with ... a lot of girls. Really, a LOT of girls. But after all that, I realized that you're the one thing in my life I can't live without."


"Ben..."


"I'm serious." I took a deep breath. "A long, long time ago, my first girlfriend Megan told me that it's not enough to BE monogamous, I have to WANT to be monogamous. Well I want that, with YOU. I can go without anyone else, as long as I have you."


"But I'm not asking you to. I meant what I said at dinner: I don't need monogamy from you. I love you, Ben. I want to love you the best way I know how. And part of that means giving you your freedom, maybe even helping the process along a bit. Adrienne taught me that."


I frowned. "You're not Adrienne. And I don't want you copying her relationship with me."


"I'm not, I'm not." Dawn shook her head. Then she exhaled slowly. "Still ... I wasn't lying when I said you were wearing me out a bit. I love making love with you, and I'd like to think I'm as horny as the next girl. But seriously, I think you're starting to chafe my insides!" She chuckled tiredly.


My eyebrows furrowed. "Oh, I'm so sorry! Believe me, I don't want to pressure you into any more than-"


"It's fine. It's fine. Really. I don't feel put upon and I already told you I love making love with you." She took a deep breath. "But I almost can't wait until Brooke and DJ get up here, if for nothing else than to give me a breather."


Dawn cracked up into a giggle fit, and the mirth in her eyes was enough to make me relax and chuckle along with her. And at that, I finally slipped my spent cock from her sodden pussy, curling myself up against her side to cuddle my soulmate, my one true love.


I exhaled slowly, calming my rapid heartrate. And then I resolved to myself that I would make a conscious effort to scale back on my perpetual horniness. Dawn was right. I was used to bedding several different girls over the course of a week, more than any one girl, including Dawn, should have to handle. I loved her. I didn't need to have my cock inside her to to show it.


But Dawn just sighed as she pushed her nose into the crook of my neck. "Mmm ... So if an opportunity with either the Professor or Kim comes up, go on and take it. Just come home to me at the end of the night, okay?"


Not entirely sure what to think about that, I simply replied, "Okay."





-- JULY 2004, SUMMER BREAK --



The Evanses and my family were going up to Morris Camp on July 3rd this year. It felt like the camp group shrunk every year, as the parents were down from nine kids to only four: DJ, Brooke, and the twins. And because there were so many of us missing, we agreed to meet up as a combined family for lunch on that Saturday and then again when the families drove back down.


I'd kept in touch with my siblings during their absences. It had only been six weeks since we were all together, back when Brandi and Dayna had graduated from college. But everyone's lives had radically changed since then and we were eager to catch up.


Brandi and Dayna were settling into their new jobs and new city. It wasn't that either of them was unfamiliar with San Francisco, but visiting as a tourist and actually living there are two completely different things.


Adrienne had a rather more unusual living situation. While Ford Models had an office in San Francisco, they were headquartered in New York. She'd had to go to the Los Angeles office in and out so fast that she didn't even have time to visit Mom and Dad. And the Frederick's of Hollywood headquarters was in Phoenix. She'd been traveling so much in the past few weeks that she barely spent any time in the city. And when she was at "home", it was mostly to catch up on sleep.


The younger kids had their own updates with school and friends and the like. And then before I realized it, our time was up and both parents and youngsters had to hit to the road to get up to camp. I watched them leave with a pang of heartache inside.


For the first time in memory, I wasn't going with them. Camp had been such an integral part of my entire life, it was really hard to believe.


Still, it wasn't all bad. I was still staring after the departing cars when I felt a hand slide onto my shoulder, and I turned around to see Adrienne staring at me with bright golden eyes.


"Hi, Tiger. Think I can come home with you and Dawn tonight?"





Adrienne came home with us for Saturday night, but she also spent Sunday with us as well. For Adrienne, it was a time to get properly laid after what felt like an eternity away from me. Despite the relative proximity of San Francisco and Berkeley, Adrienne's busy schedule meant that we hadn't been together at all in the intervening six weeks. While she'd been out and about quite often even during her last semester at Cal, she hadn't been apart from me for more than a few days at a time since High School's Senior Prom. To satisfy her sexual urges, she still had the occasional encounter with a fellow model or with Felicia. But now that Felicia was getting serious with her photographer-boyfriend James, and her own hectic schedule made it hard for her to meet people, Adrienne had been going without nearly enough sex to satisfy her high libido. Plus, since Adrienne was sticking to her lesbian-plus-one-cock sexuality, she'd seriously missed her one cock.


For Dawn, it was a chance to catch a breather. She commented during one break in the action that she'd never had so much sex in a six-week period in her entire life, and her body just felt rubbed raw sometimes, despite copious amounts of lubrication. That's not to say she didn't have sex with me for those two days all three of us were together, but more often than not she was happy to let Adrienne bear the brunt of my poundings.


And for me, it was a chance to unleash my pent-up sexual energy. Without trying to be obvious about it, I'd spent the past week reducing the number of times Dawn and I had sex. Ever since her proclamation that I was wearing her out, I'd been making a conscious effort to be less demanding of her. She was willing and only too happy to please me, but I knew that her ideal number of sexual encounters per week was somewhat fewer than mine. So I was getting off less than usual – and getting antsier than usual – and the weekend spent with both Adrienne and Dawn felt like cannonballing myself into a tropical oasis after a couple of weeks dragging myself through a barren desert.


It was a good thing Kim had gone home to visit her parents over the weekend. I was so revved up to once again bury my face into Adrienne's lush bosom, bend her legs back until her knees were by her head, and ram my purple-engorged prick into every single one of her orifices that I became just as much of a sexual machine as I'd ever been. And soundproofing or not, Adrienne could scream loud enough to wake the dead.


But even I have my limits. Even with a break on Sunday to go watch Spider-Man 2 as a trio, I was pretty fucked out by Monday. So when I was in Professor Isakova's office, wrestling with an analysis spreadsheet, I didn't even flinch when Viktoriya leaned over and covered my hand with her own to direct my computer mouse where she wanted it to go.


That's not to say I didn't notice. After Kim's repeated observations that our professor seemed to want to get into my pants, plus Dawn's suggestions that I just fuck the older woman if she was interested, I'd been paying more attention to the way Viktoriya acted around me. And two weeks later, I had to admit that Kim was right: My beautiful, 40-year-old, single professor was hitting on me. If she'd been a college co-ed, I simply would have noticed it earlier.


There was the way Viktoriya posed herself, leaning forward when seated at a desk so that her full cleavage would be presented for my view. There was the way she swayed her hips more when walking around me, and the way she positioned her legs when seated to show off their length. She laughed more when she was around me. She casually reached her hand out to touch my arm or shoulder on occasion. And every so often I would catch a twinkle in her eye or a subtle wave in her eyebrows when she looked at me.


Now one could argue that these mannerisms were simply the "real" Viktoriya Isakova. The way she presented herself professionally, as a teacher, was simply different from her more natural behavior. She cultivated the Ice Queen image to command respect in the field of business and with her students. And once out of the classroom environment, she was just "letting her hair down".


But I watched the way Viktoriya acted around everyone else, even Kim. And the simple fact was: she really only flirted with me. For six weeks, that extra 'slut-button' of her blouse only came undone when she was around me. For six weeks, her giggle-ratio only went up when she was around me. And for six weeks, I was the only person she went out of her way with to share fond little touches.


But for six weeks she didn't push things any farther. Perhaps despite her attraction to me, as curious as it was, she didn't want to cross the line for reasons such as Teacher-Student regulations or respect for my girlfriend. Perhaps she was the type of woman, like Cadence, who simply didn't "pursue" a man. Perhaps she just didn't have the nerve to make a move with Kim around.


But Kim wasn't here right now. It was almost the end of the day. Viktoriya had sent Kim to the library to do some research before heading home, leaving me alone with her in the suddenly intimately-sized office. And with her hand still on top of mine as she stopped the mouse, her face rotated to me just as I turned to look at her.


Our faces stopped mere inches apart. Viktoriya was leaning forward, but was still at a higher position than me, so I found myself looking up into her smoldering dark blue eyes. When ordinary people nearly bump noses this closely, they pull away just as quickly, but neither of us even twitched. In fact, Viktoriya seemed to pucker her bee-stung, ruby red lips and tilt her head to the side to make for a better kissing angle. And I found myself inhaling deeply, taking in her intoxicatingly sweet scent as I leaned forward, feeling the urge to meet her mouth halfway.


She moved in. I didn't. Having been sexually sated over the weekend, I kept my urges in check and held my position. Viktoriya blinked when she realized I wasn't coming any closer, and she backed off just a bit. The extra space gave me room to take in the rest of her, and my gaze was magnetically drawn downward to where her shirt's neckline was hanging open.


That extra 'slut-button' was undone again. Viktoriya was wearing a gold-colored tunic with a banded-collar and three-quarter sleeves that showed off her slender arms. Her chestnut-brown hair was pinned up, leaving nothing to impede my view of her round breasts encased in a lace white bra. Like ripe cantaloupes they hung forward, compressed together, making my mouth water to find out how sweet they tasted. And I felt my breathing become shallow as I unavoidably let my gaze linger a few seconds longer through the opening of her blouse.


"See something you like?" Viktoriya asked in a demure voice.


I blinked twice and then lifted my gaze to see my professor staring boldly at me with dark blue eyes. "What are you doing?" I asked in a slightly-raspy voice.


Her fingertips started to massage my hand, still on top of the mouse. "What are you NOT doing?" she asked in the same husky tone. She exhaled and looked at me curiously. "After all this time, you've proven to be a boy who is remarkably calm about something like this, so I'm going to put the bullshit aside and just say it: I've been sending you signals for over a month now."


"And why is that?" I kept my eyes locked onto hers, despite the urge to glance back down at the proffered cleavage. My sex-addled brain had already been calculating based on the most blatant view of her tits I'd ever seen. Were they C-cups? B's in a push-up bra? She was about Dawn's height and build; did she have a similarly slender 34-chest measurement? 36? 38? Focus, Ben! I pushed the thoughts out of my mind. I'd gotten enough sex in the past two days to keep me in control of my hormones.


"Isn't it obvious?" Viktoriya giggled, turning and dropping herself into the next chair, a change in position which took away the view of her bosom. She let her right hand linger on top of mine, tickling the back of my hand with the tip of her middle finger. But then she leaned back and crossed her legs, letting the cream-colored skirt rise up her thighs to show off her toned physique. This 40-year-old woman spent a lot of time in the gym.


"You're my professor," I stated the obvious.


"So? You've never struck me as goody two shoes type. The kinds of kids who always follow the rules don't frequently fall asleep during their teachers' lectures."


I blushed in embarrassment. And then I stated the next obvious. "I have a girlfriend."


"And you have a reputation, as well." Viktoriya raised her eyebrows, her dark eyes twinkling again. "If you're rejecting my advances because of Dawn, I will respect that. Just tell me and I will not bother you again. But if it's not because of her..." Dropping off her heeled-shoe, my teacher extended a foot, letting her toe hook underneath the hem of my khakis and slide up my calf, right along my bare skin.


My eyebrows raised, and I fought to keep myself calm and rational. "Why? Surely it would be easier, and less dangerous for you, to pursue someone who isn't your student."


"I like the danger." Good lord that sounded sexy with her accent.


"Someone single."


"I want you, girlfriend or not."


I arched an eyebrow. "Why me? Why not someone older, more experienced?"


"I like my lovers young." Viktoriya's eyes glittered and she gave me a tooth-filled grin. "And something tells me that you've more experience than Professor Rutledge or the majority of self-professed lotharios prowling this campus."


I simmered on that. But before I could come up with a response, Viktoriya sat up straight and leaned forward. Her face was captivating. "We have discussed why I want you. Let us look at the other side of the issue: Why do you, so far, not want me? Am I too old for you? Do you not find me attractive?"


I chortled and bit my lip to stop from laughing, still smiling broadly while running my eyes up and down the Eastern European beauty. She was trim and in great shape. She had buoyant breasts and an ass to die for. With her strong cheekbones and delicate features, I wouldn't have been surprised to find she had a modeling past. "Ahem," I caught my breath. "That certainly is not the problem."


"You worried this body cannot keep up with you?" She grinned and let her left hand trail down the split in her tunic, undoing another button and pulling it just far enough to show a bit of her white bra cup.


I shook my head slightly. "Not worried, no."


"Then why?" Viktoriya almost pouted. "No one has ever lasted this long without taking the bait. You've got me concerned I'm losing my touch."


I took a deep breath and thought long and hard about why I hadn't taken the bait. I knew a part of me still wanted to believe I could be faithfully monogamous to Dawn. One man, one woman: That was supposed to be the ideal, right? I didn't want to just be faithfully monogamous. I wanted to WANT to be faithfully monogamous.


But the past two weeks had shown that even Dawn had a difficult time keeping up with my libido, and she'd only been rescued this weekend by Adrienne. And not helping things was Dawn's continued insistence that she would be fine with me seeking out other sexual partners. For weeks, Viktoriya had been making her intentions toward me increasingly clear. Plus, I needed a second sexual outlet. And yet I hadn't made a move. Why?


With a sudden flash of insight, I looked Viktoriya dead in the eye and asked, "Is this why you offered me this internship? Not because I deserved it on my merits, but because you wanted the opportunity to seduce me?"


The beautiful professor looked taken aback. She sat up straight, no longer leaning toward me. "Uh, well..." she muttered in surprise before looking at me curiously. "That's a fair question. Unfortunately, I don't think you'll entirely like my answer."


I arched an eyebrow.


"You deserved this internship, Benjamin. Please don't believe that I didn't find you qualified."


I narrowed my eyes at the full use of my name. Not the best way to get me aroused. In fact, it made me feel just a bit annoyed.


"But..." Viktoriya continued, taking a deep breath. "If we were to go solely on academic merits, there were two eligible students who were better than you. However, I had no interest in them, and I offered the position to you first."


I sighed, feeling dirty all of a sudden. Even though I hadn't done anything, I felt like I'd prostituted myself for a job. And that feeling of annoyance festered as a scowl crossed my face.


"It's simple," Viktoriya shrugged, grimacing as she watched the expression on my face. "I want you. And experience has already shown me that the best way for me to get what I want is during an internship like this. We work in close proximity. There are far less prying eyes around. There is both time and opportunity for me to ... make my intentions clear. This isn't a game. I am not trading you a grade for sexual favors. I will not threaten you if you turn me down. I simply enjoy younger men. At the time of the invitation, you didn't have a girlfriend. But even the presence of Dawn doesn't bother me; at the least it makes me think you wouldn't be so silly as to fall in love with me."


I thought about that and nodded slowly, in grudging acceptance for her reasons. But I still didn't like the notion that I hadn't earned this internship, and the scowl didn't leave my face. Sensing that my mood was not conducive to further seduction, Viktoriya sighed and closed up her tunic, rebuttoning the two extra buttons that she'd undone.


But whether I'd deserved the job or not, I couldn't help the attraction that I still felt to her. Older or not, Viktoriya Isakova was a beautiful woman, and she had made plain her desire to have sex with me. I lusted for her, and I knew that my girlfriend alone couldn't keep up with me. And with Dawn's words to take the opportunity ringing in my head, I leaned forward and put my hand on Viktoriya's knee.


Her eyebrows rose as she looked at me questioningly. My mind was awash with a riot of emotions: annoyance at the full use of my name, bitterness at the idea that I didn't deserve the internship, raw physical lust for Viktoriya's body, and a sense of ... entitlement.


Entitlement? That was an odd feeling for me. But there was no other word to describe what I felt. My professor wanted to fuck me and I wanted to fuck her. But after her deception, I felt that she... owed me something. There was a tension in my limbs and a coldness in my eyes as I stared at her. Rising to my feet, I suddenly felt that despite her age and status, I was in the position of power over Viktoriya. And in a deadly serious tone, I stated, "Give me your address. Tomorrow. Nine o'clock. This is not a date. We're not leaving the house. Do you understand?"


I saw a shiver run through Viktoriya's entire body, and it carried up to a quivering in her lower lip. Wordlessly, she nodded.


My breathing was heavy as I stood up straight, bringing myself to my full 6'0" height as I loomed over my professor, who now slouched a bit in her chair beneath my baleful gaze. I leaned in and watched her pucker her lips as I drew closer. She quivered and tilted her head at an angle to meet me. And as my nose approached the skin of her cheek, I inhaled deeply to fill my senses with Viktoriya's musky perfume.


I didn't kiss her. I came close, stopping my lips a centimeter away from hers. But ultimately, I took one more deep breath, grabbed my bag, and turned to the door. And with a rather dismissive wave, I walked away, saying, "I'll see you tomorrow."





I told Dawn what had happened as soon as I got home. Kim was still at the library, having not returned yet; so I was free to spill all the details without worrying about anyone overhearing.


To my surprise, Dawn just smirked and said, "Go for it." She was grinning as she propped her elbow against the couch's backrest and leaned the side of her head against her palm.


"Are you serious? You're really okay with this?" I queried.


Dawn rolled her eyes. "Did you question Adrienne whenever she sent you hunting down some poor girl who had no idea what was about to hit her?"


I blinked. "Well, no. But again, you're not Adrienne."


Dawn shrugged. "In this respect I am." She giggled and looked away, her eyes dancing. "Ohmigod, I just had a little thought about sucking Professor Ice's pussy juice off your cock!" My girlfriend squealed excitedly.


I shook my head, still a little in disbelief. "I never knew you had this kind of side to you. Even when we were sharing our sisters, you were never this ... casual ... about sex. You and Ryan were certainly pretty restrained."


Dawn's good mood suddenly plummeted. "Yeah, well. This isn't about Ryan and me; that was a different time in my life. You're right, he and I were pretty restrained. But I don't want to be restrained anymore. I told you: We deserve a little fun. Don't we?"


I shrugged and smiled.


"And hey," Dawn continued. "Adrienne always got a ton of pussy by going through you. And I love you, babe, but apart from this last weekend with Adrienne, I haven't been with another girl, either." She flashed me another wide grin. "You don't suppose Professor Ice is bisexual, do you?"


I arched an eyebrow. "I didn't realize she was sexual, hetero or otherwise," I pointed out.


Dawn giggled again. "Find out, will you? Because as much as it turns me on to think of sucking her pussy juices off your dick, it would be sooo wicked to taste her right from the source!"


My girlfriend started another giggle fit, and I just shook my head wryly, a bit in disbelief. I still had a LOT to learn about who my soulmate really was.





"You're awfully quiet today," Kim commented while nudging me in the side with her elbow. The pair of us were walking up the hill to Cheit Hall Tuesday morning to start our work day.


I didn't answer her right away. I was lost in my thoughts, and there were several seconds of delay while her comment bounced around my brain before it really registered. Only then did I turn to look at my friend/roommate and wince in apology. "Sorry. Just distracted."


"I can tell. What's on your mind?"


I shrugged. I couldn't exactly tell Kim that I was thinking about my scheduled sexual rendezvous with Viktoriya that night at 9pm. And I couldn't tell Kim that I was wondering how Viktoriya and I would interact today. "Nothing," I replied. "Nothing."


"Hmm," Kim chuckled. "Did Dawn finally manage to screw your brains out this morning?"


I arched an eyebrow.


"Oh, I heard you two." Kim shrugged. "I always hear you two. That soundproofing you installed seems to help, but the house still has really thin walls."


I shrugged. "Sorry."


"No worries. I promised you guys I could handle it. Although I figured you would have worn yourselves out last night. You both looked pretty wound up at dinner."


I grinned, thinking of the sex marathon I'd put Dawn through last night. For all her protestations that I was wearing her out, thinking about sucking Professor Ice's pussy juice off my cock had her motor racing. Dawn had been trembling with anticipation throughout dinner. And seeing Dawn so aroused had ME pretty eager as well. Kim had left us right after dinner, telling us she was visiting some other friends for the evening. She did that pretty often. After all, Kim DID know quite a few other people at Cal besides us, even if a lot of them were gone for the summer.


Anyway, about ten seconds after Kim closed the front door, I'd parked Dawn's ass on top of the dining table while I spread her legs and feasted myself on her sopping wet pussy. And we hadn't stopped until after midnight.


"Is that why you left last night?" I asked. "You sensed that Dawn and I wanted to get jiggy?"


Kim shrugged, blushing lightly. "Well, not just for that. I really did make plans to meet up with someone."


I noticed the blush and arched an eyebrow. Quickly, I rifled through my memory of the past couple of weeks. "Hmm ... you've been going out quite a bit lately, haven't you?"


Kim's blush turned pinker. "Ah, well..." she stammered, looking guilty as hell.


I stopped walking. "Kimiko Fukuzaki: What ARE you up to?"


"Nothing! Really!" she protested, completely unconvincingly.


My eyebrows raised. "Did you meet someone?"


The blush was back. "Uh, well, not exactly..."


"Oh my gawd," I exclaimed in realization. "Who? Why haven't you told us?"


"Ben! It's not like that," Kim grimaced. "Just ... can we talk about something else?" she pleaded pitifully.


I didn't want to press her, so I held my hands up and backed off. "Okay ... okay..." We were friends, but we weren't THAT close. I started walking on, and Kim went along with me. But an awkward silence descended between us.


"I just..." Kim started, her voice trailing off. For a moment, I was reminded of the time I asked her out for coffee as a prelude to inviting her into a threesome with Adrienne and me. Only this time, I could see the nervousness behind her expression. "I don't know what it is yet, okay?"


"Okay..." I nodded. "No pressure. But I'm here if you need to talk about it. Dawn and I are both here. Alright?"


Kim gave me a shy smile and nodded. "Alright." And then she turned to face forward and continued walking along the pathway.


I walked with her, glancing to my side to just to make sure she was really okay. I really wasn't trying to scrutinize her, but now that I was no longer distracted with my own musings, I started to notice something. "Uh, are you okay? You're kinda walking funny."


Now it was Kim's turn to stop dead in her tracks. Immediately, her hands went back to her hips, holding her buttcheeks from the sides. "Really? Uh ... well..." she stammered, looking guilty as hell once again.


My eyebrows raised. "Something to do with your little, ah, date last night?" I asked, unable to keep the innuendo out of my voice.


"Uhh ... uh..."


I held my hands up. "None of my business." I turned and looked forward, averting my gaze.


We walked the rest of the way in uncomfortable silence.





It was an awkward day at work. Kim would look at me and blush fiercely, as if she were trying to figure out if I knew exactly what was causing her to walk a little uncomfortably. Of course, I had my suspicions, having seen several different girls have the same difficulties after a round (or three) with me. But I had no clue WHO Kim might have been with last night, or the other evenings she was out of the house for that matter. And despite my self-resolution not to pry, I couldn't help but be curious.


Not helping matters was that Kim seemed determined to hide her state from Viktoriya. But as anyone can attest, the more you try to act casual, the more stilted your movements become. Kim's odd behavior got our professor looking at her strangely. And the more Viktoriya started scrutinizing Kim, the MORE uncomfortable Kim would become.


And the awkwardness wasn't just centered around Kim. Viktoriya paled every time she looked at me, twitching a bit with nervousness. I'd never seen Professor Isakova nervous. In all my classes with her, the older woman had projected an air of supreme confidence and control over the situation. Even after dropping the Ice Queen persona this summer, she spoke with an intellectual superiority and carried herself with a regal grace. But today, she seemed unable to control her furtive glances in my direction. It was like she didn't know what I was about to do next, and she constantly had to look over and see what I was up to, even if I was just working on something she'd told me to do. Fortunately, Kim seemed too engrossed in her own paranoias to notice.


At last, Viktoriya just got rid of me. We were entering a heavy research phase, so besides the usual internet searches and phone calls, it was not uncommon for the professor to send me or Kim out to find materials. And so after lunch, Viktoriya loaded me up with several items to locate and sent me out the door.


But before I exited, while Kim was occupied staring at her monitor, Viktoriya slipped a folded Post-It note containing her address into my pocket. "Nine o'clock," she whispered. "I'll be ready."


And with the all the confidence of a man who'd bedded several dozens of girls in his young life, leaving a majority of them unconscious and drooling, I simply grinned.





I changed clothes after returning home. Dawn actually helped me get dressed, once I told her what I wanted to accomplish. Can you believe my girlfriend helped me pick an outfit for seducing my teacher? Anyway, the shirt was a long-sleeved button-down, but with a casual neutrally-striped print instead of a standard work shirt. The shirt was untucked from my jeans. I wanted to appear like a young college student, which was apparently what turned Viktoriya on. But I didn't want to be too casual, respecting her appreciation for a more mature look than a T-shirt and unkempt hair.


After helping me get dressed, Dawn returned to the living room wearing just a casual pajama set and hopped onto a couch with Kim, a big bowl of popcorn in her hands. I'd told Kim that it was a male friend's birthday tonight, and we were going to a strip club. It sounded plausible enough and especially given Kim's privacy over her own recent nocturnal activities, she didn't ask questions.


Professor Isakova's house was a nice 2-bedroom in North Berkeley. It was far enough away from the campus that I thought it unlikely anyone would recognize me. Still, I parked the Mustang around the corner and walked around the block before heading up to the front door. And at precisely 9:10pm, I rang the doorbell.


The door flew open seconds later. The 5'9" Eastern European beauty stood there in a red satin robe, her chestnut-brown hair done up to show off her dangling earrings. Her dark blue eyes were mere slits as she folded her arms over her very prominent cleavage, and she frowned while stating in an annoyed tone. "You're late."


I just shrugged and pushed past her, my shoulder roughly bumping into hers on my way into her living room. "So?" I drawled carelessly as I took a few steps further in and started perusing the room's furnishings.


"It ... It ... It ees not professional!" Viktoriya sputtered rather shrilly. Her accent seemed to be getting thicker.


I just flashed her a sardonic grin. "What we're about to do isn't very professional."


"Well if you keep up that attitude, we may not be doing anything at all," she huffed, closing the door behind me and then strutting around to stand in front of me. Her face was the perfect expression of condescending annoyance.


My grin just got even more lopsided. "Of course we are. You didn't invite me here just to lecture me on professionalism."


Her jaw thrust out. "I did not invite you here at all. You named the time and place. And then you couldn't even make the time!"


"Oh, believe me ... You won't have any concept of the time when I'm done with you." I chuckled and then continued walking around the room, pointedly looking at everything except her. I was deliberately messing with my professor. I didn't know all the details about who she was or what she was about, but I had some idea. She was a beautiful woman, in a position of power, who seduced her students during summer internships. She always kept her emotions in check, and she was used to being the one in control.


And I was going to fuck with her sense of control.


I presented myself the way she wanted me: handsome, youthful, maybe a little cocky. I'd bedded my fair share of young co-eds, but she figured I'd never had a woman with the kind of experience she had. She wanted to play Mrs. Robinson to my Ben Braddock, to blow my mind. But Viktoriya had no idea what kind of Pandora's Box she'd just opened. In the field of business, she was the Master, toying with me, peppering me with questions that proved she knew what she was talking about and I didn't. She was never mean about it; she just never let me forget that she was the teacher and I the student.


But now she was playing in MY arena.


I finally returned back to where my professor was standing in the middle of her living room, her eyebrows furrowed and her face a grimace of annoyance. Only then did I stop to look her up and down, taking in her overall appearance.


"Verrry nice, Viktoriya," I drawled in a mildly condescending tone. "You look both sensual and poised."


"Excuse me?" she replied, looking back at me in confusion. Beneath the floor-length red satin robe, I could tell that my professor was dressed in black lingerie. She'd probably expected me to start drooling at the mere sight of her, to wilt when she angrily chastised me for being late, and to beg her forgiveness and promise to do whatever she wanted.


But I wasn't going to do any of that. Right now, I just wanted to admire her attire. Her heels were closed-toed, with 3-inch stilettos: sexy, but not trying to compete with younger tarts. Her sheer black stockings ended mid-thigh with garter straps, and my quick eye noted that the her panties were pulled on over them. Her dark bush, visible through the sheer black lace panties, was trimmed down, but was otherwise a full triangle of mature hair. And her full chest was encased in black lace as well, although the brassiere was sheer enough that the unnatural roundness of her bosom seemed to be from something other than underwire support.


"Implants?" I raised my eyebrows. "Not a criticism, just a confirmation."


Viktoriya winced. "Yes."


"You didn't go too big. 34C is my best guess."


"I did not get them done to go bigger," she said almost defensively. "It was just that no amount of chest exercises could keep them from sagging."


"What else have you had done?"


"Excuse me?"


"I just want to know."


She chewed on that for a second before sighing and stating, "The lips are collagen. The rest is all me."


I simply nodded while continuing to circle her body. For a 40-year-old woman, Professor Isakova had an amazing ass, and I told her so.


She blushed at the compliment and replied, "I practically live on a Stairmaster."


I nodded and continued circling. And for her part, Viktoriya just seemed to pose for further inspection. She managed to relax her posture, letting her hip jut out slightly as she adjusted her balance. She held her head high, and a little smile crossed her face.


"Back a little straighter," I stated as I stepped in and pushed in Viktoriya's stomach, removing some of the arch in her back. "You're already alluring, but leave the more blatant poses to younger girls."


To my surprise, Viktoriya just nodded silently. She was taking to this faster than I would have thought. And I smiled in pleasure.


"This is a lovely necklace," I murmured while stepping forward and sliding my fingers beneath the heart-shaped pendant. Viktoriya shivered when my skin finally touched hers. "I love how it draws one's attention downward." I then flipped my hand over, fingertips down as I trailed them into the valley of her unreal cleavage, feeling the silicone firmness for myself. Whatever they say about fake boobs not transmitting sensation as well as naturals, Viktoriya certainly felt my touch, and she shivered again when a fingertip trailed just over a swollen nipple, still encased in the bra cup.


And then I was back to scrutinizing her. "If you're going to go red with your nail polish, you should pick a darker hue. Something a little more maroon, perhaps, to go with this outfit and the décor of this room."


Viktoriya grimaced, but nodded.


"The hair is nice. But you'd do well to let out a few extra locks over your face." I reached up myself, pulling a few bangs loose and combing them with my fingers until she had two neat tendrils framing her cheeks to either side. "The perfectly done hair is for Professor Ice in the classroom. In the bedroom, I'd like you to look a little wilder.


Viktoriya blushed.


"Otherwise..." I mused, holding her chin. "Very well put-together. Excellent job."


Viktoriya blushed, and quivered just slightly. "Now will you stop toying with me and take me upstairs?"


My sardonic grin was back. I circled around until I was just behind Viktoriya, and I placed my right hand on her hip. I gripped her firmly, tugging her back so that my the bulge in my jeans settled nicely into the crack of her ass. And I leaned down to harshly whisper into her ear. "I will take you upstairs. I will peel off each layer of your clothing one by one. I will pin you down with one hand while I settle behind your ass and take my pleasure from your body. And I will manipulate your senses so that you explode in orgasms so deliciously powerful that you will drown in your own love juices and be rendered unconscious from exquisite ecstasy."


Viktoriya shivered and whimpered.


"I will do all this because I have the youth and staying power you've come to enjoy from your previous lovers; but I have more knowledge and experience than even you. And know this, Viktoriya," I chuckled menacingly. "I will never, ever, stop toying with you."





"AAAAUUUGGHHHH!!!"


Once more, Viktoriya's back arched as she flung her head back, screaming her orgasm at the top of her lungs. Save for her garters, stockings, and heels, my Economics professor was naked and on all fours in front of me. Her body was covered in a fine sheen of sweat. And most of her silky chestnut-brown hair had come loose to hang over her left shoulder.


"AAAAUUUGGHHHH!!!" she screamed again as I rammed my dick nearly eight inches up her cunt. I kept fucking her through her orgasm, amplifying her sensations. Her buttcheeks were firm, almost as tight as a co-ed's. Sure, there was a little extra padding, an extra jiggle in her thighs whenever I slammed my hips forward. But this experienced woman certainly knew what she was doing. And as her hips bucked and gyrated, my 40-year-old teacher was taking me on the ride of my life, using her body to milk me better than any sorority babe.


But I didn't want to cum myself just yet. I'd already blasted one load into her twat, and I was saving this one for a different hole. After literally tossing Viktoriya over my shoulder and carrying her upstairs to her bedroom, one of the first things I'd done was order her to tell me where her toy box was. And her own toys had set tonight's agenda.


The toy box had contained a black velvet sleeping mask with red trim. In lieu of a blindfold, I'd slipped that over her eyes first and then put Viktoriya flat on her back on the king-sized bed. She couldn't see me when I knelt on a pillow and began to give her a master tongue-whipping. She couldn't see before I slipped her own vibrator into her snatch. And she certainly couldn't see before I lashed one of those upright boobs with the riding crop she had at the top of her toy box. My professor certainly came harder than ever when I was whipping her like that.


It was the same riding crop I held in my right hand right now. Oddly enough, she seemed to feel more pain than pleasure when I whipped her buttcheeks, and tonight was not about punishment. Instead, I was still using it on her tits, reaching around to lightly tap her swaying boobs, feeling the rigid stick bounce easily off her silicone melons.


My left hand held the reinforced ring of a latex butt-plug, the business end of which was a couple inches up Viktoriya's back door. Pistoning my cock in and out of her juicing, saturated snatch, I wriggled that plug every now and again just to tease my professor with new sensations. And occasionally, I would reach around to tweak a nipple between my fingers or lash it with the riding crop.


"No more..." Viktoriya wheezed when she came down from that latest orgasm. I'd lost count somewhere north of ten.


"I'm not done with you yet," I growled, continuing to pound her from behind. I felt the quiver in Viktoriya's arms as she fought exhaustion, a quiver that also carried to her pussy muscles, which desperately milked my cock if for no other reason than to pull out my ejaculation so that I would stop and give her some rest. Releasing the butt-plug, I reached forward with my left hand, grabbing her shoulder and pulling back to help keep her torso elevated. But then a second later, I flashed out with the riding crop, spanking her right wrist and causing her entire right arm to collapse in response to the pain.


"Aack!" Viktoriya squealed as her chest went crashing down to the mattress. My left hand was quickly back on her hips, keeping her ass in the air while I continued thrusting into her. And then with an evil grin on my face, I reached around with the hard tip of the crop, tapping it into her crotch and carefully gauging her reactions until I finally found her swollen clit.


"Aaaah, AUGH!" Viktoriya grunted when I hit bullseye. Her ab muscles tensed and her hips bucked against me. I kept the crop pressed against that love button, rubbing it around while I continued to stretch her vaginal tunnel. And right when she started crying tears of agony and ecstasy into her own bedsheets, the formerly elegant and graceful older woman whimpered as one more climax shook her very core. "NNNNGGHHH!"


The sudden clamping of her cunt muscles was the last push I needed to find my own orgasm. I rammed through her increasingly tight tunnel twice more before abruptly stopping my thrusts. Rather than extract myself, however, I pushed down against Viktoriya's lower back with the heel of my right hand, collapsing her legs beneath the pressure so that her body went flat atop the mattress. She literally fell off my cock, and once it was free, my left index finger looped through the ring of the buttplug. I jerked the latex plug out, revealing her gaping wide anus. And then jerking my own shaft with my right hand, I brought myself to a boil and began spewing my creamy spunk right at that open hole.


"Ungh!" I grunted as the jets of sperm flew out of me.


"Ngh!" Viktoriya grunted, her butt quivering as she felt the hot splatters against her asscheeks and dilated nether hole.


And just when I finished my pressure-relieving ejaculation, I centered my cockhead against her rosebud and used my own cum to grease my powerful thrust into Professor Ice's ass.


"AAAAUUUGGHHHH!!!" she screamed again, her arms flailing out to the sides at the sudden anal penetration. But as I simply held myself at full depth inside her rectum, she was able to scream herself out and then go limp beneath me, panting for air.


We lay like that for a minute. Viktoriya was too exhausted and too overwhelmed to do anything but lay passively beneath me. My cock was still hypersensitive from the recent orgasm, especially within the tightness of her anal chute, and I was gathering my energy as well. But after that minute, I leaned in and kissed my professor's temple, the first time my lips had touched anywhere on her head. "Am I what you expected?" I asked quietly.


"Not at all..." she whimpered, still panting. I could feel her lungs trying to fill and raise her body against my chest as I smothered her.


"You thought I would just be another student, that I'd be another horny 20-year-old in awe of his all-mighty professor."


"I did."


"You thought you would be in charge. I'll bet you even thought you'd get to use this riding crop on me a time or two."


Viktoriya whimpered and squeezed her eyelids, pushing out a fresh drop of moisture. "I did."


"You're not going to. Never. Do you understand? This is my crop now. It will never be used on me. But I will use it on you. I will use it to make your body sing. I will give you pleasure, but I can also give you pain. Do you understand?"


"Yes, Master," Viktoriya crooned.


My eyes popped open and my head backed away. Did she just call me 'Master'? But I recovered quickly, not wanting to lose my advantage.


"You are now my sex slave. In public, you will maintain our normal teacher-student relationship. But in private, anywhere in private, you belong to me, understand?"


She quivered. "Yes, Master."


My dick had started to go soft after that recent ejaculation, but the way Viktoriya practically sang the title 'Master' had my cock stiffening again. And I flexed it deep within her bowels.


"This is my body. I can take it whenever I want. If I tell you to bend over, grab your asscheeks, and spread them for me, you will do so, understand?"


"Yes, Master!"


"Say it back to me."


"This is your body. You may take it whenever you want. If you order me to bend over, grab my asscheeks, and spread them for you, I will do so!"


"Tell me you're my sex slave."


"I am your sex slave!"


"Tell me you belong to me."


"I belong to you!"


My cock was an iron bar by now, and once again I flexed it deep within her bowels. "I'm going to make you cum, Viktoriya. I will make you cum as often as I want, whenever I want. And never again will you plead, 'No more.' Understand?"


She quivered, and I swear she had an orgasm right then and there. "Yes, Master!" she whimpered.


I reached up with both hands, grabbing onto her shoulders. And using the leverage to both pin her face-down on the mattress as well as push myself up, I focused my attention on my renewed erection currently stretching my professor's asshole. And with a little grin, I stated, "Let's begin again."





Sometime after 1am, I walked out the front door of Viktoriya Isakova's house and came to a dead stop. Before descending the steps down to the sidewalk, I turned and looked back at the house. Upstairs and behind me, I'd left my professor naked, unconscious, and drooling into her own pillow. And briefly, my mind flashed over everything that had transpired that evening.


'You are my Master, ' she'd moaned just before passing out. I was just a 20-year-old kid, and I was Professor Ice's "Master". Now I'd played some bondage games with Adrienne, Felicia, and the like; but this was ... different.


But I thought it might be fun, too. So with a little smile, I hopped down the steps and headed for the Mustang.


Fifteen minutes later, I entered my bedroom, where Dawn was already asleep. I'd thought about taking a shower first to clean up, but my soulmate had already told me what she wanted when I returned. So after stripping myself naked, I got to my knees on top of the bed. My cock had gone limp after cumming four times at Professor Isakova's house, but it stirred to a half-hard erection at the idea of what I was doing. And leaning forward, I put my mushroom head to my girlfriend's mouth.


Dawn stirred awake feeling the pressure at her lips. At first, her eyes flew open at the unexpected sight of me looming above her. But her nostrils crinkled at the smell and she quickly realized it was my much-adored penis pushing at her mouth. And a twinkle came into my beautiful girlfriend's eyes as she realized I was making her fantasy come true.


She opened her mouth, sucked Professor Ice's pussy juices off my cock, and then kept on sucking until I groaned and came for a fifth time that night, pouring out a reduced load of semen into her belly. Only then did I go take a shower.


Afterward, I finally spooned in behind my soulmate. And I drifted away to sleep, wondering what tomorrow would bring.


Chapter 2: Sub


-- JULY 2004, SUMMER BREAK --



Despite everything I had done to her last night, Viktoriya was a model teacher the next day at work. In sharp contrast to the previous day, when she would pale and look at me nervously, wondering what I would do next, she seemed perfectly normal as she went about her business. She guided Kim and me in our research, advanced her own projects, and more or less did her job.


I suppose it was because Viktoriya was already used to this. I don't know how many students she'd seduced over the years, but she apparently knew how to separate those covert encounters from her work life. Her interactions with me were perfectly comfortable. She still flirted some – to completely stop would have drawn attention to itself – but despite her proclamations that I was her "Master" last night, today she didn't hesitate to correct me with ruthless efficiency when I made an incorrect assumption or drew the wrong conclusion in my work-related analyses. Back in public, our private relationship simply didn't exist.


Everything changed when Viktoriya sent Kim out for research. She followed Kim to the door and silently flipped the lock after the younger girl left. And then my regal, composed Economics professor turned into a slutty vamp right before my eyes.


She started by pulling the pin out of her hair, letting the silky, chestnut-brown locks descend over her left shoulder in one fell swoop. She pivoted her hips, thrust out her chest, and pursed those collagen-enhanced lips. And with a fire in her dark blue eyes, Viktoriya sensuously moaned, "I belong to you, Master."


Immediately, I felt a tent in my shorts forming. "That you do."


"You may take me whenever you want," she rasped. "Would you like me to bend over for you?"


She was too eager. As much as I wanted to lay my professor across her own office desk and fuck her within an inch of her life, I didn't want to give her the satisfaction just yet. She wasn't the one in control; I was. So with a smug grin, I shook my head and turned my gaze back to my monitor. "No," I replied curtly.


Viktoriya whimpered and pushed off the door, stalking me like a jungle cat. Her Russian accent thick, she asked pleadingly, "Would you like me to give you a blowjob? I will kneel for you underneath that table."


"No."


She whimpered pitifully again. "Will you come to my house tonight?"


"No."


She was on the verge of tears, standing next to my chair, leaning over and desperately trying to get my attention. "When can I have you again? Sir, I am going crazy!"


Coldly, I put my hand on her side to push her away. She was blocking my view. "That's not my problem."


"Please! Nobody has ever made me feel like you did last night! In forty years, NOBODY ever did that to me! I NEED you!"


For once, a hot babe using the word 'need' on me had no effect. My thoughts went entirely to my girlfriend, and with a stern look I stared Viktoriya down until she stopped blubbering.


Only after she quieted did I state flatly, "Not. Tonight."


Whimpering again, Viktoriya sank to her knees on the carpeted floor. She rolled her shoulders back and clasped her hands together behind her ass, putting her in quite the submissively alluring position. That extra slut-button on her blouse was undone, and her position thrust that unnaturally round cleavage at me. "Why not? I will do anything for you, Master. Anything!"


I shook my head dismissively. "Tonight is for Dawn. Can you understand that?"


Viktoriya grimaced. It was like she'd momentarily forgotten I had a girlfriend, so lost she'd been to her own lust. Biting her lip, she quivered and then looked back at me with a plea in her eyes. "Please, tomorrow? Here, in my office. You may come to my house! Wherever you want. Whenever you want. Do you not understand? You have only now taken me. You cannot now abandon me!"


I rolled my eyes. "I haven't abandoned you. Just not tonight."


Viktoriya gulped and quieted down. She looked away, lost in her own thoughts. And thinking that she was accepting the situation for now, I returned my attention to my screen.


But the beautiful professor then took a deep breath, drawing my gaze back to her. She held it for a second, fear in her eyes, before she exhaled slowly and then looked at me with big puppy dog eyes that would have rivaled Eden and Emma for desperation. It was truly a strange sight to behold, coming from a 40-year-old woman who typically held a position of power over me. "Does ... Dawn, does she know about us?"


I arched an eyebrow. "What makes you think I'd tell my girlfriend about us?"


She bit her lip and winced nervously. "I ... I do not know. I have ... I never have had a student tell his girlfriend before. But ... I have heard things about you. I thought that perhaps-"


I waved her off. "Yes, Dawn knows. I don't keep secrets from her."


Viktoriya gave me a little smile of hope. "What if..." she began slowly. "Would you let me join you? Join you and Dawn? From what I have heard, most of the women you have been with ... They like women as well."


I arched an eyebrow. Was she serious?


"Let me please you, Master. Let me eat your girlfriend's pussy while you fuck her. For your entertainment, you can watch us pleasure each other. I will submit to her as well, if you so wish. But please ... I need to feel you inside me once again. My body ACHES for you."


My brain raced back to a memory of Dawn telling me to take the opportunity when given. Not only did she want to suck Professor Ice's pussy juices off my dick, but she'd stated an interest in tasting her right from the source. If Viktoriya was serious about her offer, I knew that a threesome with both her and Dawn would be coming soon.


"Fine," I stated quietly, studying Viktoriya's reaction. Her eyes lit up in both delight and relief. But there was a glint of something else there, a sense of smug satisfaction that she'd gotten her way. And there was even a little pride, as if she were telling me, 'That was too easy'.


Well, we couldn't have THAT now, could we? So with a smug grin of my own, I added, "But not tonight."


Viktoriya's face fell. I just chuckled and returned to my screen.





[WHUMP!] Dawn's back hit the mattress hard enough to bounce her back into the air a bit. She was giggling as I landed atop her, my knees to either side of her legs as I reached down and started tugging her shirt over her head. Quickly, I then unsnapped her bra and pushed the cups up to her neckline so that I could get my hands on those glorious tits while leaning down to cram my tongue into her mouth.


"What's gotten into you?" Dawn gasped between giggles as I continued to ravage her body. "I love it when you go all manly apeshit on me."


I didn't respond right away as I was still in the process of removing her skirt. After being teased and titillated all afternoon by Viktoriya, who was desperate to get me to crack and just roughly take her in her office, my angry cock was throbbingly hard. Even leaving work and heading home had done nothing to abate my erection. And as desperate as Viktoriya had been to fuck me, I was equally desperate to bury myself into Dawn. So by way of answer, I looked up and replied, "I think you were wrong."


"Wrong? About what?" Dawn queried and then moaned as I speared a finger into her moist channel.


"About Professor Ice," I panted as I fumbled with my own slacks, shoving them and my shorts down to my knees. Quickly, I freed myself and then centered my cockhead against my girlfriend's gateway to paradise. While not soaked, she was wet enough for entry. And leaning my weight forward, I began to press myself inside.


"Ohhh, Bennn..." Dawn sighed as I slid in the hilt.


When my pelvic bone clicked up against hers, I exhaled in relief and then smirked down at my girlfriend. "Getting me to fuck her isn't going to mean I need you less. If anything, I'm going to want you even more."


Dawn giggled, wrapping her legs around my waist and starting to undulate herself against me, rocking my thick cock within her wet channel. "I think I'm okay with that."





Dawn and I were so preoccupied that night that we missed dinner. In fact, we screwed each other so hard that we fell asleep immediately after, napping for an extra hour and a half before waking up around 8pm.


I was just groggy and trying to figure out my own name. But Dawn popped up, gasping, "Kim!"


"Huh?"


"Kim ... as in our roommate..." Dawn shot me a 'well-duh' look. She looked at the clock and started looking for her clothes. "We missed dinner. We totally disappeared on her."


"Hey, hey ... relax," I said soothingly. "She's a big girl. She can take care of herself. I'll bet she came home, heard us rattling the headboard, and made herself some food. I'm sure she's vegging out in front of the TV right now."


Dawn screwed up her face. "You think so?"


"Of course. If not, then she went out to meet with other friends. She has a life beyond us, y'know."


My girlfriend sighed. "It's just ... I don't want her to feel excluded. We're getting to be friends, and she already feels a little bit like an intruder into our private little bungalow. A couple of days ago, she told me she was thinking she should find another room to rent to give us our little honeymoon back."


"Would that be so bad?" I reached up and started rubbing Dawn's naked spine. Good lord my girlfriend was so sexy. She was leaning forward, with the sheets around her waist. I could just see the curvature of her left breast through the gap between her arm and torso, and I found myself leaning across the bed to peer around the arm blocking my view of her tit. Another few minutes of ogling, and I was going to want to start another round.


My girlfriend furrowed her eyebrows and gave me a strange look. "Is that what you want? I thought you specifically wanted to bring her here. That's why I agreed to let her move in."


"Uh, not specifically. She needed a place to stay for a couple of months and we had all the room." I frowned. "Do you WANT her gone?"


"No, no, of course not!" Dawn shook her head. "Like I said, we're getting to be friends. We stayed up chatting all last night while you were, ahem, 'at a friend's birthday party at a strip club'. Did I get that right?"


I grinned and slapped Dawn's arm. "You know full well where I was."


"That I do."


I arched an eyebrow and took a deep breath. "Speaking of Viktoriya, there's something I need to tell you."


Dawn gave me a curious look. "What?"


That I've made her my sex slave? That she wants to come home with me so she can eat your pussy while I fuck you from behind?



"Oh, where to begin?" I sighed.


Dawn looked to the door, as if she had one last fleeting worry about how Kim was doing without us tonight. But then my adoring girlfriend just gave me a smile and said, "Just tell me everything."


So I did.





It turned out, Dawn really needn't have worried about Kim. She spent the evening away from the house and got dinner on her own, although she was a little circumspect about exactly who she'd spent the evening with. Not wanting to push the shy, semi-nervous girl, Dawn and I let the matter drop and we settled in for an evening of channel surfing on TV.


Once again, though, Kim was walking a little funny in the morning. But once again, I wasn't about to press Kim. Because once again, I was more curious to see how Viktoriya was going to react to my presence.


Just like yesterday, she seemed utterly and completely normal. I had to admit I was impressed. I, for one, didn't have nearly the control over my emotions Professor Isakova did. Her ability to keep her cool was remarkable, which just made her outbursts, whimpers, and pleading behind closed doors that much more surprising.


We got our first chance to be in private when Kim excused herself to go to the bathroom. The moment the door clicked shut, I glanced over to my professor's desk, wondering if she would suddenly transform into a simpering, wanton sexual slave. But she seemed to have figured out that the more she pleaded, the more I would be compelled to deny her and make her wait further. So a full thirty seconds later, with Viktoriya having done absolutely nothing to get my attention, I pushed my chair back and stood up.


"Viktoriya," I stated in a deep, commanding voice.


She stiffened at the tone, noticeably shrank, and darted her eyes over to me. "Yes, Master?"


I smirked at the title. "Stand up."


She did.


"Bend over your desk."


She did.


"Lift up your skirt. Pull your panties down to your knees. And spread your asscheeks for me."


The quiver started in her lower lip, carrying down her chin and to her neck. Once the quiver hit her chest, her entire body vibrated momentarily. And she tilted her head back and gasped lightly as if she'd just had an orgasm. Only then did Viktoriya do as I asked, hunching her skirt up to her waist, dropping her thong panties to her knees, and reaching back to spread those perky buttcheeks.


Unexpectedly, my hand clamped over her mouth before I touched her anywhere else. I jerked her head back while she squeaked into my palm at the same time two fingers of my right hand invaded her pussy channel. She was already wet as I drove the digits all the way into the last knuckles, and her legs immediately started trembling.


It didn't take long. Within seconds, Viktoriya was whimpering in unison with my thrusting fingers as I plunged in and out of her increasingly wet cunt. And when I sensed that she was getting close, I abruptly pulled my left hand off her mouth, planted it in the middle of her back, and slammed her face-down onto her own desk. Viktoriya couldn't help but moan as her chest hit the desk surface, scattering her papers. And then I pulled my fingers out of her snatch, moved both of them forward to bracket her clit, and strummed it while inserting my thumb into her pussy in their place.


"Oh, oh, nnnnghhh!" Viktoriya tensed up and came. Her feet briefly left the floor, making her pelvis dig into the corner edge of her desk. If I wasn't holding her up with my hand in her crotch, she might have slipped off. As it was, the sudden weight just drove my thumb even deeper into her snatch.


At the very instant that she stopped shaking, I yanked my right hand out and grabbed the back of her collar with my left hand. I jerked Viktoriya back onto her feet and then manhandled her around and back to her chair. Roughly, I sat her down while she panted and just tried to get her bearings. And then I stood beside her, feeding my honey-coated fingers into her mouth so she could taste her own orgasm.


"Mmm..." Viktoriya sighed as she suckled eagerly.


And then the latch of the door clicked as Kim re-entered the room. By the time she looked up at us, all that could be seen was Professor Isakova sitting at her desk, looking at her monitor. I stood next to her, looking attentively at the screen while my professor pointed out something to me.


Still, despite Kim's presence, I leaned down and whispered into Viktoriya's ear. "Tonight. Dawn and I will be at your house at seven o'clock. Prepare yourself."





Dawn and I had told Kim that we were going out on a date, which was true, more or less. Dawn was quick to suggest that Kim might go out as well, to meet up with her mystery boyfriend. But Kim just blushed and said she would stay in tonight.


Unlike last time, when I'd deliberately arrived late, I rang the doorbell of Viktoriya's house at precisely 6:50pm, ten minutes early. To my pleasant surprise, she opened the door almost immediately, already dressed for sex.


There was a momentary flash of panic in Viktoriya's eyes when she saw Dawn standing beside me, which was quickly replaced by arousal as she backed away to let us come in. I closed the door while Dawn and Viktoriya stood in the foyer, just sort of looking at each other curiously. But when I turned back, my sex slave's attention was entirely on me.


"Stand at attention," I told her in my command voice. "Do not move."


Viktoriya set her feet and then posed, holding her hands behind her back and standing erect to present herself for my inspection. Next to me, Dawn arched an eyebrow, asking me with her eyes, 'Where is THIS attitude coming from?'


I just shrugged my response and gave her a look that said, 'I don't know. I'm just making this up as I go along.'


Still, I kept my face impassive as I circled around the older woman. It was a good thing her front door was perpendicular to the sidewalk, and therefore completely out of view from anyone not standing on the porch, because her outfit would have caused a scene should it be seen in public. Everything started with her face. Headgear with three leather straps wrapped around her head, one horizontally across her forehead, the second with a cutout to fit her nose, and the third holding in place an orange rubber ball gag, which currently prevented our professor from speaking. She wore a studded leather collar, with a D-ring in front just like Adrienne's, only without the attached leash. And her torso was half-covered by a steel-boned corset that was completely absent bra cups, leaving her impossibly round 34Cs on full display. Black crotchless panties revealed her neatly trimmed bush. The stockings were fishnet this time, with elastic hold-ups instead of garters. And the shoes were absolutely outrageous; the chunky high heel must have been six inches and was almost as thick as the foot, with the toes pointed almost straight down to form a near-perfect A-frame. Viktoriya looked like she could barely walk.


In her hands, our professor held the riding crop: MY riding crop. Viktoriya emphasized this point as she tottered forward to me, bowing her head and wordlessly presenting it with both hands.


I took it and then glanced over at Dawn. She was accepting most of this with aplomb, but there was still curiosity in her arched eyebrow as she looked over at me.


I took the crop in hand, slapping it against my left palm just as practice. And then sternly looking at the elegant babe, who towered above me in those skyscraper heels, I commanded, "Upstairs. Assume the position."


Viktoriya blinked and nodded before rather stiltedly walking over to the stairs. The motion was a little awkward with her feet flexed into that position, but somehow she still managed to look graceful, holding her carriage upright and rolling her hips with each step upwards.


Once Viktoriya passed out of sight, Dawn stepped over to me and whispered, "Assume the position? Exactly what position is that?"


Blushing, just shrugged and replied, "I dunno. But it sounded good, didn't it?"


Dawn smirked and chuckled at me, shaking her head. "I send you out for one night and you actually turn Professor Ice into your sex slave."


I gave her a half-smile and shrugged again. "Wasn't me. SHE turned herself into my sex slave. I'm as mystified as you."


"Does she always dress like that?"


I shook my head. "She wasn't this extreme the last time I came here. She was dressed to entice her student, playing the role of older seductress. This is the first time I've seen her actually dressed up like that."


"Yeah, what's up with all the bondage gear? Did one of the Tri-Delts teach you this?"


"Nuh-uh." I shook my head again. "It's all her. Closest I've come is the stuff with Adrienne and Felicia. You were there for the Felicia stuff, so if you have any ideas, let me know."


Dawn turned her head to the stairs, a Cheshire grin spreading across her face. "Hmm ... after all the torture Professor Ice put me through with her critiques and grading, yeah, I've got a few ideas."


I arched my eyebrow at that little comment, but Dawn was already at the stairs, eagerly hopping up the first few treads. So taking a deep breath and steeling myself to inhabit the "Master" role I knew Viktoriya wanted, I followed after.





"The Position" turned out to be Viktoriya kneeling on top of the bed, legs together. Her chin was thrust outward and her arms were pulled behind her back, with her wrists pressed together behind her ass as if there were handcuffs binding her. She held the position and blinked slowly while watching Dawn and I enter.


It was startling to see my professor in such a position of vulnerability, especially with the ball gag and straps over her face. Even with her wanton displays of lust over the past couple of days, including me using the riding crop on her tits, I still wasn't used to seeing the older woman like this.


Also, while this wasn't the first time I'd engaged in some light bondage, including blindfolds, handcuffs, and the like, I didn't want to push things too far. My idea of sex had more to do with pleasure than pain. And since Viktoriya hadn't even liked me using the riding crop on her ass, only lightly tapping her sensitive tits, I didn't think she would object to me going a little easy on her.


Besides, even after all we'd done, I hadn't kissed her yet. And the compassionate part of me thought I'd taken this submissive thing far enough. So stepping forward, I reached around Viktoriya's head, unbuckling the head harness and pulling the ball gag free, leaving my professor hanging her head and gasping for air.


When I got her attention once again, I held up the head harness and shook my head. "Not my thing. Understand?"


Viktoriya looked at me then blinked, nodding her head in understanding. She looked both sweet and innocent at this moment, all traces of the Ice Queen gone as she gazed at me with big blue eyes. And giving into my emotion, I cupped her chin and tilted her to me for our very first kiss.


"No." Viktoriya stated before our lips met. I stopped and pulled back far enough so that we could look at each other. And in a very quiet voice, she added, "You are sweet, but I have not earned that yet."


I arched an eyebrow in mild surprise. If I was truly the Master, then I could damn well kiss her if I wanted. But I knew this... relationship (?) ... was still developing. And even if we weren't going the typical older woman/teacher – student/learner route, Viktoriya still had some concept in her head about the roles we were to play. So I just nodded and then stood up straight, grabbing the sides of Viktoriya's head in my hands and guiding her to my crotch.


She didn't need orders to understand she was to open up my fly and feed on me. A zip and a few tugs later, my half-hard cock was exposed to the open air for only a second before her warm mouth surrounded me. And I sighed happily at the feeling of my once imperious professor kneeling and sucking on my cock.


Dawn, for her part, was absolutely mesmerized by the sight. She looked up at me with a look that said, 'I know you told me, but I didn't believe it until right now.'


I just grinned and gestured for Dawn to take her clothes off. And then I went back to watching my teacher slowly bob her head back and forth in my crotch, the wide girth of my prick disappearing and reappearing through her stretched mouth while she looked up at me with those stormy dark blue eyes.


It was at times like these when my little mental connection to Dawn came in handy. I didn't actually think we could read each other's minds. On the other hand, I merely flicked my hand and gestured with my eyes, and my soulmate knew exactly what I wanted her to do.


So once Dawn was in position, and my cock was at the ready, I reached down to pull Viktoriya off my prick. She whimpered in complaint when I removed her favorite toy from her mouth, but she went quiet when I put a finger to my lips. "Turn around, and make love to my girlfriend," I commanded.


"Yes, Master," Viktoriya said quietly, shivering happily at the tone in my voice. She turned to look back, and she gasped at the sight before her.


Dawn was reclining against the pillows, completely naked. Her feet were planted on the bed with her knees up, and they were spread wide to the sides to leave her manicured little blonde landing strip completely exposed. At my direction, Dawn had placed a wrist on each knee, letting her hands dangle over the ends. And with a little smirk on her face, she flipped her right hand palm up so that she could crook a finger to her Economics professor.


Viktoriya trembled with excitement, no trace of nervousness. Clearly, she'd been with girls before. In fact, from the way she was drooling over Dawn's naked body, this was one professor that had likely seduced a female student a time or two as well as the males. And almost eagerly, she moved forward.


It was such a beautiful sight to see Viktoriya crawling away from me and over to my girlfriend, her panty-clad ass wiggling enticingly. In fact, it was such a turn-on, I nearly came when Viktoriya took her first lick at Dawn's snatch.


But I didn't. No, my first orgasm took place several minutes later, deep inside Viktoriya's pussy while I was banging my Economics professor from behind. After I finished filling her, she obediently remained on all fours while Dawn scrambled under her into a sixty-nine position, then reached up with her own fingers to spread Viktoriya's labia to the sides and let out a little waterfall of cum into her mouth. Dawn's fantasy was coming true, getting to taste Professor Ice's juices right from the source, and mingled with her man's semen to boot.


I circled around the bed and fed my semi-limp erection to Viktoriya so she could suck me back to hardness. She started off doing a good job, but when Dawn stopped drinking cum and focused on munching pussy, I could tell Viktoriya's attention was wavering.


"Focus!" I barked, reaching down and grabbing Viktoriya's jaw. "Focus!"


Her eyebrows furrowed and she nodded obediently. She resumed sucking me, but after another thirty seconds, I could feel her control slipping again. This time I pulled out entirely. "What's wrong?"


"My apologies, Master," Viktoriya whimpered. "I just ... Dawn is ... It is ... distracting."


Dawn stopped at that point, rolling her head out to look at me. I just nodded to my girlfriend to keep going, and Viktoriya began whimpering again when the pleasurable sensations in her crotch resumed.


"Don't tell me you've never had a threesome before," I said.


Viktoriya moaned, hanging her head down and lightly rocking her hips back and forth across Dawn's face. "Very ... few. Nngh! Clandestine seductions are ... Ungh ... They are usually private."


I reached down once again, gripping Viktoriya's cheeks in both my hands. I tilted her head back so that she would look up at me. And with a cool, stern gaze, I asked, "Do you want that kiss?"


She whimpered and nodded in my hands.


"Then you will learn," I stated with raised eyebrows.


She nodded obediently.


"And the only way to learn?" I growled with a grin. "Through practice."


I pushed her mouth down around my cock once again.





Viktoriya got better as time went on. She proved it by finally bringing me to orgasm, taking my cock out and holding it lengthwise along her face and jacking me until I spurted against her forehead, letting the cum run in little rivers down over her nose and eyelids and down to her cheeks.


Dawn was quickly on her, greedily licking up my spending. I chuckled watching her go, and thought back to that first summer when we were sixteen. Back then, Dawn tasted my cum for the first time and professed that while she could handle it, she didn't particularly like it. Dayna was by far the bigger cumslut, even slurping my spunk out of Dawn at that young age.


But now my Dawn had come to hunger for the taste. I'd commented on it once recently, asking whether she would pick semen over chocolate. Her eyes softened and she looked at me with such adoration as she replied that it wasn't the flavor that attracted her, it was the knowledge that it was mine. In any case, after cleaning off Viktoriya's face, my girlfriend went straight to the source for more, sucking on my prick to get whatever remnants she could find.


The cleaning job turned into a new blowjob. I had Viktoriya watch and observe Dawn's technique. It wasn't that the 40-year-old seductress lacked experience with blowjobs, but I wanted her to learn exactly how to please ME, specifically. The two women swapped me back and forth for a little while then, working me up to an erection and then pushing me about halfway to orgasm. At that point, I declared that it was Dawn's turn, and I had my girlfriend mount me in a reverse-cowgirl position while ordering Viktoriya to kneel at the foot of the bed and lick at our joining.


When my third ejaculation came, I had Viktoriya yank me out of Dawn's snatch so I could blow into her mouth. And then my submissive professor held it there, rising up and touching her lips to Dawn's for the first time as she snowballed my cumload back to the young blonde.


I let the two hot babes swap spit and semen for another couple of minutes while I caught my breath. And then I declared that this night was over. Dawn and I gathered our things and made to leave.


This entire time, Viktoriya never lost an article of clothing. There was no need, since we had full access to her tits above the bra-less corset, and her pussy through the crotchless panties. She tottered uneasily down the stairs in those pointy 6-inch heels, and then she stood obediently by the door.


I thought for a moment of kissing her before we left. After all, Viktoriya had done everything I asked without question. But although I copped one last feel of her firm boobs and swiped two fingers through her saturated pussy, I only kissed her cheek. She trembled in mixed excitement and disappointment. But I arched an eyebrow and stated, "Your obedience has been good. But find something that will truly please me. Understand?"


Viktoriya's eyes glittered and she couldn't help but smile. "I understand, Master."


Then Dawn and I left.





"How do you feel?"


Dawn didn't answer me right away. She was just staring forward, looking at nothing, with a little smirk on her face. But after a few seconds delay, she blinked quickly and turned to look at me. "Hmm?"


I chuckled, keeping my eyes on the road ahead. "I was just asking how you felt. It's not every day you get into a threesome with Professor Ice."


Dawn's smirk was back. "When it comes to you and sex, I don't think anything will really surprise me anymore."


I arched an eyebrow. "Is that a good thing or bad thing?"


Dawn thought about that and then shrugged. "It's just you."


"And you're okay with that?"


Dawn rolled her eyes. "'Fun', Ben. Remember? You keep thinking that I want you to become some deeply devoted, faithfully monogamous boyfriend. Well I don't. I love you for YOU."


I smiled. "And I love YOU," I stated just as sincerely.


"As for how I feel," Dawn continued. "I feel great. Like I already told you, I haven't been with another girl since leaving home. And I had my own fantasies about Professor Ice, too. You made them come true."


"Really?" I glanced over while we were stopped at a red light. "Honestly, from the evil gleam in your eye before we got started, I figured you were going to be a lot more ... firm ... with her."


Dawn looked back at me and shrugged. "I thought so, too. But once we got started, I kinda got the sense that she didn't REALLY want me to dominate her or anything. For one thing, she didn't submit to me."


I shrugged. "Shouldn't matter. I told her to obey you as if the orders came from me."


"That's just it. I don't think she's really submitted to you, either."


I arched an eyebrow. "Huh?"


"It's not like I have a ton of experience with this, and maybe it's because of her age. But despite Prof – uh, Viktoriya's – statements that she's your sex slave, I don't think she's really submitted to you. She's playing a role. Maybe she figured trying to seduce you and be the one in charge wasn't going to work, so she changed tactics. And in the end, she got what she wanted: You fucking her brains out."


"What makes you say that?"


Dawn shrugged. "Little things. Like I said, I don't have a ton of experience, but there's a vast difference between the way Viktoriya submits to you versus, say, Felicia, or even Adrienne when she gets in a mood. Those girls adore you and willingly put themselves completely in your hands. It's still just within the bedroom, but those two literally will let you do any damn thing you want to them, without question, and it shows in the way they they look at you."


"But Viktoriya... ?"


"Well..." Dawn took a deep breath. "Viktoriya's more ... calculating, I guess. She doesn't look at you like they do. There's a harder edge. And I noticed when you went to kiss her the first time, she stopped you. Slaves don't stop their Masters, ever. I could be wrong; but that's just what I think."


I simmered on that for the rest of the drive home. A few minutes later, we arrived and went into the house, hand-in-hand.


Kim was chilling out on the couch when we arrived. Our roommate looked up from the TV and smiled in greeting. "Hey guys, how was the date?"


Dawn and I just exchanged knowing grins before Dawn moved over and sat down beside Kim. "It's Ben. How can it not be wonderful?"


Kim blushed and glanced over at me. But then she suddenly went still, crinkling her nose. And with a perplexed look on her face, she leaned into Dawn and inhaled sharply. "Did you ... you guys ... you already had sex?"


Dawn's eyes popped open and she stammered, "Uh, well, actually..."


I quickly moved in, reaching down to take my girlfriend's hand. "My fault. Couldn't keep my hands off her." Dawn blushed and let me pull her up to a standing position. And then I looked back at Kim and said, "We're going to go take a shower now to get cleaned up."


Dawn then got another impish smirk on her face as she quipped, "Wanna join us?"


Kim blushed again, this time the shade of her face almost matching her hot pink nails. "You're not serious."


Dawn leaned into me, rubbing her hand against my chest while fixing a heated gaze right on our pretty roommate. She arched a nicely sculpted eyebrow and giggled seductively. "Actually, we're dead serious. We've told you we have an open relationship."


Kim's eyes went wide, her eyes darting back and forth between the two of us anxiously before dropping to my crotch with a clearly evaluative look. There was a nervous excitement on the Asian girl's face, but also a lot of fear. The last thing I wanted was to make things awkward between us and our roommate for the rest of the summer, so I started pulling Dawn back. "C'mon, don't mess with her head," I said cautiously.


Dawn just laughed and then started backing away toward the stairs, letting Kim noticeably relax, although there was a look of mild disappointment in the pretty Japanese girl's eyes.


I gave Kim a smiled apology and let my girlfriend pull me along. And then Dawn and I quickly hopped up the steps and went into the master bedroom. We really did need a shower.


But once we were both naked and hugging each other beneath the warm spray, Dawn got a little twinkle in her eye as she said, "Y'know, if we pushed her a bit, I think she'd say 'yes'."





I didn't really want to find out what would happen if we pushed Kim. I figured that pushing could only have two possible outcomes: One, Dawn was right and Kim would join us for sex, or at least join me (so far, Kim appeared to be totally straight). But two, Kim would feel awkward and it would ruin not only our relationship as roommates, but also our working relationship for the rest of the summer. I didn't want to risk that. The simple fact was: I wasn't getting any clear signals from her that she wanted to get physical with me. And it wasn't like I was going without enough sex.


The next day, Dawn apologized to Kim for her "inappropriate invitation". But Kim graciously dismissed the whole thing, saying she felt flattered more than anything. And the three of us agreed to just forget about it.


Dawn and I maintained our cordial friendship with the girl, although since Kim claimed to have been "flattered" by the invitation, Dawn told me she was going to surreptitiously dig just a little to find out if Kim would be receptive to actually sleeping with me.


As a co-worker, Kim and I were the same as always. We did our jobs. We conducted our research. And we cracked jokes with each other behind Viktoriya's back at every opportunity. Kim seemed to need those little comments to de-stress, since Viktoriya continued to ride the girl much, much harder than if she'd been a guy. I constantly reminded Kim that it was just because our professor saw great potential in her, and set the bar high because she believed Kim could achieve it.


Kim, of course, would then snark that Viktoriya must apparently have little faith in me, by comparison.


I'd like to think it was Viktoriya going easier on me because of our sexual relationship. She was perfectly professional in demeanor as long as there was someone around. But there were no restrictions on our behavior in private. And one time after she really did come down hard on me for a boneheaded deduction, I got my revenge by bending her over her desk and spooging a quart of cum into her pussy, spanking her asscheeks whether she liked it or not. Viktoriya was positively red in the face as she hustled to the bathroom to empty herself out before something leaked down her thighs.


It wasn't the first time, and it wouldn't be the last.


The work itself was just work. I was learning a lot, probably more than I ever had in a classroom. There's just something so different about trying to write and justify a research paper to be published in an actual business journal compared to writing an essay designed to earn a grade. We really had to make sure our i's were dotted and our t's crossed, with the focus far more on quality compared to quantity. We were also starting to use some seriously complex statistical models, and I was quickly learning that those models were only as good as the data we put into them.


But my summer was spent with more than just Dawn, Kim, and Viktoriya. Berkeley was a bustling place, even with a lot of students out of town for the break. And besides, we had other friends and family who were still around.


Bert was just down the bay in Fremont, doing his own internship for a tech company. He came up on Saturday the 10th just to hang out with us, and specifically to get Blondie's Pizza as he claimed he hadn't had a decent slice since the semester ended.


We also met up with Kim's friends on a random Thursday to go see King Arthur (big mistake, no matter how hot Keira Knightley is). Kim had sort of drifted away from Grace and Misty when those two girls joined the Tri-Delts, and she'd hooked up with a clique that was somehow both nerdy and biker at the same time, just like Kim. Our roommate seemed particularly friendly with a guy named Paul, and the two ended up talking about 250ccs and exhaust headers and Hondas versus Yamahas and things like that. Dawn was paying careful attention to the way the two leaned into each other, and she nudged me in the ribs more than once.


Of course there was our family: Though most of them were up at Morris Camp, our older sisters were in San Francisco. In addition to Dawn's birthday, we spent a few weekend afternoons playing tourist in the city with Brandi and Dayna as our guides. Dawn and I also spent a few weekend nights in bed with the beautiful 22-year-olds, although Brandi still wouldn't have sex with me. And despite all of Adrienne's traveling, she managed to find one more night to spend with us as well.


And then there were the people at Stanford. I didn't know it at the time, but some of the people who went to the "hated" rival school would end up being just as important to me as my fellow Cal Bears.





"Happy Early Birthday!" I greeted as Kady Jacobsen opened the door. She was just as beautiful as ever: slender, 5'9", with dark blue eyes and shimmering dark auburn hair. The soon-to-be Sophomore at Stanford was turning nineteen tomorrow, on July 18th. But she was holding her party today since it was a more convenient Saturday.


"Thank you!" she replied sincerely. I was surprised by the tone. For years, every word I heard out of Kady's mouth came with some form of sarcasm or snarky attitude. But the beautiful redhead just smiled and opened her arms to me for a hug.


I embraced her and then stepped back as Kady said, "You must be Dawn." She let her eyes drop up and down my girlfriend's spectacular body and let out a whistle while nudging me in the ribs. "Wow, man. I'm jealous."


While she'd never met my old friend from High School, Dawn knew the ex-cheerleader was a lesbian. She blushed prettily and gave Kady her birthday wishes. I then hoisted the present we'd gotten, handing it off to the redhead.


"Dude, you couldn't have gotten your girlfriend to wrap it?" Kady arched an eyebrow, giving me a teasing grin as she held the poorly-wrapped package.


I blushed and shrugged. "Whatsit matter? You guys look like you can afford anything you want." I chuckled while waving around the palatial Atherton home.


"Probably." Kady just shrugged and waved us into the house. "Wanna beer? There's a cooler in the back yard. And Paige is chilling in a lounge chair out there. Mom won't let her relax in the hammock, saying it's not good for her back."


I nodded. "Sounds good." I was eager to check on my little redhead. I hadn't seen Paige since she'd moved out of the house with her Aunt and Uncle, and didn't figure to see much of her for the next few months since she was taking a leave of absence from school. And even though I had no formal responsibility over her, I still had that need in my gut to make sure she was alright.


So we headed out to a BIG backyard. Seriously, it looked as big as the park by my family's house in Orange County. Beyond the landscaped patio, three large trees were surrounded by freshly-cut grass. There was also a pool with a dark gray slate surround, adjacent hot tub, and even a little waterfall to feed both. Kady had given us the heads-up to wear swimsuits beneath our clothing, and I'd been barely able to resist undoing the halter-style knot at the back of Dawn's neck on the drive over here.


There were about ten people milling about, and I made it a point to first go up to Kady's father, who was manning the grill. "Good afternoon, Mr. Jacobsen."


"Ben! Hello! Now you quit that 'Mister' stuff. Call me Uncle Frank." He gave me a lopsided grin and then pointed to a steak that was oozing blood out the top.


"Not yet," I waved him off. "I want to go see Paige. But first, this is my girlfriend, Dawn."


"Enchanted, my dear." Uncle Frank took Dawn's hand and bent to mime kissing the back of her hand. Only then did he realize he'd just put charcoal smudges on her otherwise perfect skin, and he immediately apologized. "Oh, crap. Where're those napkins?"


Dawn just giggled and wiped her hand off on her khaki shorts. "Don't worry about it. It's not my first time around a barbecue."


"Girl after my own heart," Uncle Frank chuckled. Then he leaned in and stage whispered, "But don't tell Polly that."


We chuckled and then moved on. We had a similar greeting with Kady's mom, who insisted that we call her "Aunt Polly" just like Uncle Frank. And then it was on to Paige.


My petite redhead was looking the same as always ... from about the chin up. The rest of her was swelling as one would expect for a seven-months pregnant woman. And when you added up 30 pounds of baby weight onto a 5'2" frame that used to weigh less than a hundred, the difference was remarkable. Besides the obvious beach ball on her belly, her neck and limbs looked thicker, and her boobs had swelled. Paige was reclining on a padded lounge chair with a linen cushion and some reddish wood base. She wore a violet maternity sleeveless top and those pregnancy shorts with the wide elastic band. She was also wearing chunky black sunglasses; and from the way she didn't react as Dawn and I walked up, I assumed her eyes were closed.


"Hey, Paige," I said softly, not wanting to disturb her if she was asleep. She still didn't react when I sat down on the lounge chair next to her and lightly touched her arm. So I looked up at Dawn and shrugged, explaining with my eyes that we'd come back later.


But just as I was standing up, I heard the perky young girl gasp, "Ben!" And then her hand shot out and grabbed onto my wrist.


I turned back and sat down again while Paige raised her sunglasses onto her forehead and looked over at me. "Heyyy, you're here. Sorry, I must've dozed off. I tend to do that a lot nowadays."


"Perfectly understandable," Dawn said while sitting down next to me on the lounge chair.


"How've you been?" The little redhead asked, looking back and forth between us.


I smiled and reached over to take Dawn's hand, squeezing it lightly. "Never better."


Paige smiled brightly. "I'm glad." Then she darted her eyes to Dawn, popping her eyebrows. "Ben wearing you out yet?"


Dawn barked abruptly in surprise, then flashed a wide grinned and nodded. "He was. But we recently got some help."


"I knew you would," Paige sighed. "Me? I haven't gotten laid since I left you guys. This basketball on my belly isn't exactly a hunk magnet. And Aunt Polly watches me like a hawk. Don't suppose you'd let me come and, uh, visit?"


"Paige..." I warned.


"Oh, poo." The petite redhead pouted, but there was a playful twinkle in her eyes.


Dawn leaned in and touched Paige's knee. "So how are you? How's ... uh, have you picked out a name?"


Paige smiled. "April." She looked down and lovingly rubbed her belly. "Her name is April."


I looked down at the belly. "So I take it that means you're keeping her."


Paige nodded. "I may not be proud of the things I did in getting her, but she's still mine," she said firmly.


"It won't be easy," I stated, as if I had any clue about how difficult it would be to raise a baby.


Paige just nodded. "I know. But I've got great support," she said while gesturing back toward her Aunt and Uncle. "And I've got a year off from school to start figuring it out."


"I'm sure you'll do great," Dawn said encouragingly.


Paige just smiled and nodded.


I squeezed Paige's knee and she continued rubbing her belly adoringly. But then out of the blue, Paige jerked her head up and reached out, grabbing my hand. Before I realized it, she'd put my hand on her belly and asked excitedly, "Can you feel that?"


Sure enough, little pulses thumped against my palm. My eyes popped open and all of a sudden I wasn't breathing anymore. This was a baby. This was really a BABY. It wasn't something I thought of very often.


... I wondered where Allie Sanders was right now...


My eyes flicked over to Dawn, who was already reaching her own hand out to replace mine. I pulled it out of the way, and noticed that the kicking movement was shifting position just slightly. So I left my hand where it was as Dawn felt the new kicks and let a little smile cross her face.


"Aww ... Aren't you guys adorable!" a new voice spoke up behind us.


Dawn and I turned around, and I broke into a new smile as I recognized the speaker. "Lynne!"


"Heyyy, Ben!" Lynne Arian greeted me warmly while leaning down for a hug. Even though she went to school just across the bay, I hadn't seen much of my High School friend over the past couple of years.


"What are you doing here?"


Lynne smirked at me. "Kady invited me. Didn't I tell you we started hanging out?"


"Uh, well, I..." I searched through my memory. "One of you might've mentioned it. I just forgot."


The petite brunette shrugged, but my overactive mind started whirring. After all, Kady WAS a professed lesbian.


"Wait," I asked. "Are you and Kady hanging out? Or are you... hanging out?"


Lynne rolled her eyes. "We're friends, Ben. You know, some of us can make friends with a girl without thinking about sex." Lynne then stopped and looked at Paige, Dawn, and herself, all of whom had slept with me at some point. "Unlike you, apparently."


I shrugged. And then right on cue, my stomach growled. Arching an eyebrow to Paige, I said, "Want me to bring you back one of your Uncle's steaks?"


"Uh, sure, but it has to be well done. No pink whatsoever."


"Well done? Really?"


Paige frowned, patting her belly. "It's the price I gotta pay."


"Got it," I grinned. "Remind daughters not to get knocked up or they'll have to eat their steaks well done. Check."





Believe it or not, it took me a while to realize that I was the only male present at the party, other than Uncle Frank. I was just so engrossed in catching up with both Paige and Lynne that I didn't bother to really look around. But when Paige excused herself to go to the bathroom (something that seemed to be happening with increasing regularity, she said), Lynne commented that it looked like a good time to hop in the pool.


Only then did I turn and look around. There were about fifteen people our age in attendance. And as I scanned from left to right, all I saw were boobs.


Now, it's not like these boobs were naked. But it WAS a pool party, and when faced with a dozen-plus girls in their swimwear, my eyes tend to focus themselves on certain locations, and I'm a tit man. There were all shapes and sizes on display for me. Some were big, one pair rivaling Dawn's for size; some were small, including one skinny girl who barely had what could be termed "mosquito bites". Some were covered up by relatively modest one-piece suits; others were on full display in barely-there bikinis. Some were wet, either in or fresh from the pool; some were dry. But ALL were lovely to my eyes.


"Don't even think about it," Kady's voice suddenly sounded off behind me. "You're cute, but you're not their type."


I glanced back at my old friend and arched an eyebrow. "You mean they're all... ?"


"Well, not ALL of them," Kady conceded. "You know Lynne's pretty straight. So're Marcy and Ivonne. Saffron's bi, so you might have a shot there. Emily is 'sorta', too. But for the most part, yeah, they're butch."


"Huh."


Kady shrugged. "Curse of being lesbian. Most straight girls aren't too comfortable around us, kinda like most straight guys being around gays. And straight guys won't hang around us knowing they can't have us."


I smiled. "I don't mind the knowledge as long as I've got the view."


Kady chuckled and slapped my shoulder, looking at Dawn. "You put up with this?"


Dawn giggled and looked Kady up and down. "I'm very bi, and he's the best babe magnet I've ever seen. So no, I don't mind."


"Reallllly..." Kady gave my girlfriend a flirtatious smile and leaned in before stopping herself and sighing. "I shouldn't. Noelle wouldn't approve."


I arched an eyebrow. "Girlfriend?"


Kady grinned. "Yep. Dirty-blonde in the red bikini with the soft blue eyes. I'm sure you noticed the big jugs." Kady mimed cupping boobs against herself, only holding her hands a good bit further away from her own modest chest.


I did notice Noelle; she was the one whose breasts rivaled Dawn's for size. "Don't suppose she goes both ways," I queried, my eyes on the big tits across the pool.


"Sorry, man. Double-X's only."


"Such a waste," I sighed.


"For you," Dawn commented, sitting up straight with a gleam in her eye. She looked up at Kady and asked, "Do you mind if I introduce myself?"


Kady arched an eyebrow and glanced at me for a moment before returning to Dawn, a little grin on her face. "Go right ahead."


"Hey!" I protested.


"What? You said you don't mind the knowledge, as long as you get a view, right?" Dawn said impishly. And with that, my girlfriend stood up, removed her shirt to reveal her own big tits barely encased by a skimpy bikini top, and then sashayed around the pool, drawing stares as she went.


"Woo-hoo-hoo," Kady whistled while sitting down next to me. "You got a wild one there," she chuckled.


"That I do."


"Looks like a keeper."


I grinned. "That she is."





Nothing actually came of Dawn's flirtation with Noelle. As much fun as they were having together, Noelle was firmly faithful in her relationship with Kady. Still, she and Dawn seemed to enjoy each other's company, and once Dawn broke the ice with Kady's friends, between her and Lynne I was accepted amongst the group despite being a "breeder" and we all settled in for a pleasant birthday party.


The lesbian girls who had initially been a little unnerved by my presence relaxed as the afternoon wore on. They loosened up even more when Kady's parents made themselves scarce. And things even got just a bit out of hand when one of Kady's friends – Marcy, I think – ripped off Kady's bikini top and shoved her into the pool, starting off a chain-reaction of stripped suits and pushing and shoving that wound up with eight topless girls and two more completely naked before the bedlam settled down. Even Lynne was one of the topless ones.


The point is, I had a lot of eye candy that afternoon, even if it was strictly hands off. Dawn got herself wired from the flirting as well as the eye candy, and by the time we left to head home, both of us were pretty horny.


"Babe, uh. We're at a red light," I nervously told Dawn while she pulled down my zipper and unbuttoned my shorts.


"I know."


"There's a dude in the passenger side of the semi-truck next to me, and he can see my lap."


"Ooh, naughty," Dawn giggled. And then she'd pulled my cock free, which for some reason was not deflating despite my momentary panic. In fact, Dawn wriggled it around a bit, jacking the shaft a few times, perhaps to ensure the guy in the truck next to me had a good view.


Please turn green. Please turn green, I frantically thought at the stoplight, to no avail. Please turn- OH, SHIT THAT'S GOOD!


I gasped as Dawn took me into her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down a few times, her sunny blonde locks falling over her face. And wouldn't you know it, the light turned green.


I didn't move forward. Actually, I wasn't noticing the light at the moment. The truck next to me, on the other hand, lurched forward as the driver of it had no idea what view his passenger had. And then the car behind me honked angrily.


Oh, right. I stepped on the gas and rolled forward. Thankfully, it didn't take too long. I was just getting onto the Dumbarton Bridge and its concrete barrier walls with no shoulder when I finally erupted into my girlfriend's mouth.


"Unnnghhh," I groaned gutturally, feeling the flow pulsing out of my body, relaxing muscles up and down my back and shoulders with each successive burst. Dawn had to swallow rapidly, as I'd built up quite the load after all the titillation of the birthday party. But she got it all down with only a few missed drops, which she licked off my shaft once she caught her breath.


Unfortunately, because I was driving (and even if I wasn't, eating the pussy of a driver is far more difficult than sucking cock), I wasn't able to return the favor until after we got back home.


That was okay. I MORE than made it up to her.





"Viktoriya," I stated in a deep, commanding voice.


My professor stiffened in her chair, eyes forward, not looking at me. "Yes, Master?" she replied obediently.


I was still amazed at how quickly the older woman could transform herself. Literally twenty seconds ago, she was sitting beside me while pointing at my monitor, telling me about how I'd screwed up another analysis by making unwarranted assumptions that seemed typical, but didn't actually fit the case study I was working on. I'd gotten frustrated defending myself and finally decided to just cut off her critique mid-rant.


I took a deep breath, leaning back into my chair to gather myself before sitting upright and commanding, "Assume the position."


"Yes, Master," she stated flatly and stood up, pushing her chair back. And then sweeping her notepad to the side, the buxom, chestnut brown-haired beauty leaned over the table, putting her cheek to its surface while reaching back with both hands to raise up her skirt and pull her asscheeks to the sides.


I stood up and slid her chair out of the way while I took its place directly behind her. I reached in with my right hand, pulling the thin strap of her thong panties to the side, exposing her pink gash already beginning to moisten.


Viktoriya moaned when I began fingering her, getting even wetter. But when she heard me open my zipper and start pulling my erection out, she stiffened up and turned her face around to me. "Kim will be back soon."


"I am aware of that," I stated coolly.


"The door is not locked," she protested quietly.


"I am aware of that," I said again.


Viktoriya was stiff, not really holding her buttcheeks apart like I would have wanted. It had been three weeks since that night at my professor's house when she first gave herself to me. Since then, there had been multiple quickies in this very office, although not all of them involved full sexual intercourse. If Kim was out on research, we usually found time to fuck in some fashion. But if Kim were just in the restroom or gone to pick up lunch for the three of us, Viktoriya and I only ever had time for a some fingering or maybe a blowjob.


Right now, Kim was just gone to pick up lunch. There was a deli across Bancroft, just a couple of blocks away. And even though it was the noon hour and Kim would have to wait a while, it was still a distinct possibility that she might return in less than fifteen minutes. And six minutes had already gone by.


Viktoriya whimpered when I grabbed onto her right hand, directing it to pull open the way I really wanted. And she quivered when she felt my cockhead centering against her sex. "Ben ... please..."


I paused for a moment. She really sounded like she was in distress. It was one thing for Viktoriya to surrender herself to me as her sex slave behind locked doors. But for someone of her position and status, it was quite another to actually risk being caught. And whatever other sexual kinks Viktoriya had, exhibitionism wasn't one of them. The chance of being discovered frightened her, and was NOT a turn on.


Still ... if she really was my sex slave, she would do as I wanted, whatever her concerns. After what Dawn had once told me about Viktoriya just playing a game, and not actually submitting to me, I'd found myself pushing her just a little farther than I might have otherwise done from time to time. Would she break character and reassert herself? Would my own conscience stop me? Every now and again we engaged in a test of wills, and this was one of those situations. "You will obey," I stated firmly.


"Please..." she whimpered.


"OBEY," I stated more harshly. I moved her right hand away from her cheek, rubbing it in a clear prelude to a spank.


Viktoriya whimpered and then put her head down. And she moaned as I pressed forward and sank myself into her inviting twat.


It didn't take long. I wasn't bothering to try and give Viktoriya pleasure. We didn't have the time and I knew she was still too freaked out about potentially being caught to really enjoy herself. So I rutted into my professor with abandon for the next eight minutes or so, finally reaching my peak and busting my nut deep inside her pussy. And then just to make her panic a little more, I ordered my professor to turn around and lick my cock clean before she was allowed to fix herself back up.


I noticed something while Viktoriya was sucking me, but not wanting to bring attention to it I said nothing. My beautiful professor finished cleaning me up and then darted to the restroom to make sure she was presentable herself. And in the meantime, I sagged back against my chair and wondered if Viktoriya herself noticed what I'd caught earlier:


The office door had certainly been closed when Kim had left to pick up lunch. But when I looked over at it while Viktoriya was cleaning me up, the door was cracked open just a bit.


Someone had peeked inside while I was screwing Viktoriya's brains out. The only question was: Who?





"G'night, Professor Rutledge. Have a good weekend," I greeted politely to the handsome mid-40s Finance professor. He was a recent hire, a visiting professor since last year with the goal of earning a more permanent position at Cal. He was also considered a bit of a hunk by the female students, Dawn included.


The older man with the chiseled jaw and longish Bon Jovi hair tossed me a quick salute as he locked up his office and then headed down the hallway. Ordinarily, I would have been heading that way myself, eager on this Friday night to get home to Dawn. Kim would usually leave right after work to spend the weekend at her dad's house, which usually meant my girlfriend would be waiting for me with some sort of wonderful surprise. Last Friday, that meant "meet Ben in the living room wearing nothing but high heels and a men's tie". But this weekend, Kim's father was going out of town for some friend's wedding, and our roommate had been excused to stay in Berkeley with us.


So I waited in the hallway as Viktoriya gave Kim a final set of instructions before departing for the evening. In the end, Kim turned to walk toward me. Behind her, where she couldn't see, Viktoriya winked at me and blew me a kiss, causing a little smirk to cross my face. Kim gave me a funny look as she came up next to me, but I shrugged it off and just started walking down the hall.


Kim fell into step alongside me, still looking sharp in her neatly-pressed skirt and business-cut blouse. I, myself, was dragging a little bit on this Friday evening as we left Cheit and started walking back to the house. And tiredly, I asked, "So whaddaya wanna do tonight? First weekend you get to stay in town and all."


Kim shrugged. "I don't really know, actually. Got any suggestions?"


I arched an eyebrow. "It's your free weekend. What do you want to do?"


Kim bit her lower lip. "I, uh. I don't know. I'm not really good at 'spontaneous', y'know?"


I chuckled. Kim was probably the most deliberate person I'd ever met. When given a set of instructions, there was no one on the planet more efficient at carrying them out to their completion. It was one of those things that made her such an excellent student. But coming up with creative, off-the-cuff ideas in a brainstorming session just wasn't her thing. She'd much rather create an agenda well ahead of time, planned down to within half-hour blocks, and carry out those events than just ... whatever. "But you didn't plan this weekend out, either?"


Kim frowned. "I didn't have time to really think about it. My father just got invited to this thing kinda last minute. It's the guy's third wedding. I don't think he's much for planning himself. And Viktoriya's kept me so busy lately I haven't given it much thought."


I shrugged. "Well, let's figure it out with Dawn. It's your only weekend here, and I'm sure we can all figure out something fun."


Kim's face immediately brightened. "Really?"


"Sure. Why not?"


She frowned immediately. "Are you sure? I know Friday nights are usually something you really look forward to."


"What do you mean?"


Kim blushed, "Ah, well..."


I turned and glared at her. "Tell me," I ordered.


Kim blushed again. "Well, you usually have an erection before you even leave here on Friday nights. I'm guessing Friday after work is Dawn's and your time to catch up after being cramped by me all week."


"You don't cramp us, Kim."


"Sure I do. I've tried to tell you not to hold back, but I can tell you guys are restraining yourselves."


Actually, I didn't feel like I was restraining much. Even with Viktoriya screwing me a few times a week, whether in her office or at her house, Dawn and I were still knocking boots pretty much every night. BUT, despite her occasional wild streak, Dawn did go out of her way not to shove our sex life in Kim's face. So that meant she only met me naked when she was sure Kim wasn't coming home. And she wouldn't ever let me just grab her and screw her brains out on the floor during the weekdays. "It's no big deal," I offered.


"But I don't like to be a bother. And now I'm taking away your weekend. Maybe I should just go and housesit for my dad."


"No," I stated firmly. Without thinking about it, I grabbed Kim's arm just above her elbow. Too much time spent with Viktoriya had changed my impulses. Wincing an apology, I let go of Kim's arm. "Sorry."


"It's okay."


"I just meant: you don't need to go. We'd love to have you here. You've been our roommate for what, a month and a half? And we really haven't had any time to hang out socially, just at work. I know you chat with Dawn some evenings, and we've visited with your friends a couple of times, but now we've got a whole weekend. Right?"


"I guess."


"Hey. Maybe Dawn and I can even double-date with you and this mystery boyfriend you keep disappearing off with."


Immediately, Kim frowned and sort of glared at me. "Ben..." she sighed. "I don't have a mystery boyfriend, okay?"


"You don't?"


She shook her head.


"Then where do you keep disappearing to?"


"Can we drop it?" Kim gave me a weird look.


I held up my hands. "Fine, fine." I figured that she'd had a mystery boyfriend, but perhaps they'd since broken up. Then trying to lighten the mood, I gave her a lopsided grin. "Seriously though, if you're not sure what you want to do yet, just sit back, relax, and let Dawn and I figure everything out. I promise you'll enjoy yourself."


Kim finally smiled, looking quite happy with my suggestion. "Sounds great."





"Duuuuuuude. I just had an epiphany! My last name's Kim. And her first name is Kim! It's like we're meant to be together!"


Okay, note to self: Cut Bert off at four drinks. He gets a little crazy after that. Even though none of us were 21, Dawn had learned the trick on how to get the dance club hand stamp claiming that you really are (i.e. be freakin' gorgeous, smile, and bat your eyelashes). She'd been funneling drinks to us all night, and Bert was now paying the price.


I sighed and wrapped my arm around my friend's shoulder. "But then if you got married, her name would be Kim Kim," I explained.


"Oh, right." Bert furrowed his eyebrows and went rigidly still. He frowned and stared at some point straight in front of him. "Dude, that would be kinda weird."


I smiled and nodded, encouraging this train of thought as if my friend were a 6-year-old while patting him on the back. Emboldened ever since that wild night at Carter's, Bert had been on the prowl for a new girlfriend for a couple of months. He'd actually hooked up with a pretty hot girl at a party two weeks ago from what he told me, but apparently she wasn't looking for anything serious.


Tonight, Bert had flirted with Kim quite a bit when we brought him along to this San Francisco dance club so Kim wouldn't feel like such a third wheel. But she made it clear she wasn't returning his advances and in the interest of maintaining the peace, I pulled my friend away just when he was starting to get a little too aggressive. As much as I liked Bert, and wanted him to succeed, he wasn't going to do anything but alienate Kim in his currently inebriated state.


"But hey!" Bert chirped happily. "Kim Kim works whether you're saying it in Western order or Asian, with the last name first!"


I rolled my eyes. Water ... Need to get him some water ... And maybe a slice of pizza.


"Duuude!" Bert suddenly exclaimed, gawking past my right ear. "How many drinks has your girlfriend had? She just fuckin' took her top off!"


Shocked, I whirled around to the dance floor, eyes bugged out as I quickly zeroed in on Dawn. Contrary to Bert's proclamation, she was fully-clothed and mixing it up with Bert's current object of obsession.


Rolling my eyes, I heard Bert hiccup behind me and chuckle, "Made you look."


"Seriously???" With a groan, I propped Bert up against a railing while he chugged an insanely expensive bottle of water. And then sighing, I turned to look down at the two beautiful girls.


As always, Dawn was the picture of restrained graceful movement. She wasn't the type to go all nuts, dancing at hyper-speed like it was a sprint. She wasn't the type to go all exhibitionist, flaunting her curves and doing her best to draw the attention of every pair or eyes around her. She merely swayed to the music, in perfect rhythm, while letting her arms and torso undulate like seaweed in the underwater tide. She was ethereally gorgeous, and even though she wasn't trying to draw attention to herself, I would forever be captivated by her.


Kim was taking her cues from Dawn. I'd seen the pretty Japanese-American girl dance a couple of times before, most notably the last time I'd been to this very same club with her, Adrienne, Grace, Misty, and Paige. Kim hadn't danced with me much, leaving the more overt flirting to Misty and Paige, but I'd paid attention whenever I had her focus on me. Then, she'd been rather more seductive, dancing more like Misty with close grinding and batted eyelashes. At the time, I'd thought she was going out of her way to flirt with me. But in hindsight, I realized the somewhat sheltered girl was just trying to fit in, copying Misty's and Paige's moves. And now she was copying Dawn.


And I had to admit, I wondered what other things she might be able to do like Dawn.


But that was the alcohol talking. For as long as I'd known Kim, she'd never made a serious move to indicate she wanted to hook up with me. There had been plenty of opportunities back when we shared classes together our freshman year, and especially during the past couple of months being our roommate and my co-worker. Dawn and I had made clear ours was an open relationship, but so far Kim hadn't taken any of our baited hooks. She just didn't seem to be interested.


I found myself staring at the two girls dancing together, with my gaze lingering on Kim. For as long as she'd been around, and for as much as we'd been working together, I really didn't know THAT much about her. She was a bundle of contradictions: flirty yet bashful, edgy yet reserved, beautiful yet unadorned. At first sight, I saw the blonde-streaked hair, hot pink fingernails, and leather-clad motorcycle chick; but on second look, she often seemed an even more reserved and demure Asian girl than my first girlfriend Megan Kwan, or even Elaine Fukuhara. After being a quintissential tomboy throughout High School, with three elder brothers and no mom, Kim was still learning how to be "girly".


And she was doing a pretty good job of it now. The hair was still blonde-streaked. The fingernails were still hot pink, if trimmed short. And given the close-to-skintight outfit she was wearing, there was no doubt that Kim Fukuzaki was all "girl". Her top was a hot pink cami, the spaghetti straps a little off-set on her shoulders to show the black straps of her bra. The jeans looked spray-painted on, with just the right curvature to show her hips. And the hems fell almost all the way to the floor, but not so far that they obscured the last inch of her stylish black shoes, finished with stiletto heels.


Dawn had also done Kim's makeup tonight, and I'm sure my girlfriend styled Kim in a way she knew I would like. Now, as my beautiful blonde lover noticed my gaze, she purposely turned Kim's back to me and then slid in closer to the gyrating Asian girl, running her hands up and down Kim's side and even giving her a quick pinch on the ass.


Kim jumped and then giggled something to Dawn. And then a few seconds later, they started dancing together again, this time even more closely. And with a shit-eating grin on her face, Dawn looked past Kim's ear while arching her eyebrow at me.


She's drunk and horny. If you ever want to hook up with her, now's your chance.



Dawn's lips didn't move. But despite being in my head, the comment was in Dawn's voice. It's not like we had ESP; I was pretty sure the thought was mine, and not mystically transmitted by my girlfriend. But at the same time, I had no doubt that she and I were thinking the same thing.


So taking advantage of the opportunity, I started moving my hips to the music and gyrated my way in to join the girls. Dawn immediately stepped to the side to allow me to form a triangle with them. But as one song led to two, Dawn stepped further to the side until Kim and I were face to face, our crotches moving closer and closer as I put one foot between hers and leaned in to synchronize my movements with her own.


Kim gasped and then giggled as she realized I was moving in on her. But after a quick glance to Dawn to make sure she wasn't in any trouble, the pretty Japanese-American babe let a shy smile cross her lips as she moved herself even closer, her gaze starting at my hips and then slowly tracking up until she was able to look into my eyes.


There is only one word to describe the way Kim was looking at me in that moment: curious. She was curious. The girl had been listening to me screwing Dawn's lights out most every night for the past several weeks. She'd heard the stories of my sexual adventures from Adrienne, Grace, and Misty. And perhaps it was impossible not to at least wonder what the Big Ben Experience was really all about.


The look in her eyes was an invitation, and too drunk to really control my impulse, I reached out and took hold of Kim's hip. She stiffened but did not resist as I brought her in a little closer, and then our legs were riding together and I felt the heat of her breath against my neck as we started freaking each other even tighter. The only thing stopping me from taking her on the dance floor were our clothes.


Time to go.


But what to do about Bert? As much as I wanted to jump Kim's bones, I wasn't just going to abandon my friend. And maybe it would be better if I didn't jump Kim. Although she'd had shown a clear attraction to me since the beginning (and despite her shyness, I knew enough about girls now to be sure of that), and she'd let me approach her in this way, she hadn't made any active moves to start something between us. Maybe it was because of her shyness that she could never make the first move. Maybe she just couldn't wrap her head around my open relationship with Dawn. Maybe she was really DID have some mystery boyfriend she wanted to remain loyal to.


But maybe she'd be receptive if I made a more serious move. Like Dawn had once speculated, if we just pushed her a bit, Kim would say "yes". Maybe not; but in my buzzed/horny state, I sure wanted to find out.


Still, there was Bert. I supposed we could just have him crash on our couch. The boy was certainly too drunk to drive himself all the way home to Fremont. The sounds of sex would still carry out of my bedroom, but hopefully the extra soundproofing would keep things from becoming TOO awkward.


Sighing, I turned to my side, ready to tell the guy it was time to go home. But he wasn't next to me. Frowning, I started scanning the room, looking for my friend and not finding him on the first pass.


But then I saw him on the second pass. I'd skipped over him the first time since his back was to me and I hadn't been expecting to see him in the position he was in: that is, with his tongue imbedded down some hot girl's throat.


Bashfully, I had to tap him on the shoulder and tell him, "Time to go, man."


Bert frowned but the girl agreed with me. "Uh-huh. Time to go," she said huskily. "I'll drive." And then she grabbed my friend's wrist and started dragging him toward the exits.


I never did find out the girl's name. To be honest, I'm not sure Bert did, either. But he certainly had a big grin plastered across his face the next time I saw him. All we ever knew was that she was blonde, she had big boobs, and for some unfathomable reason, for one night she was totally into Bert. Yeah, my friend got a little crazy after four drinks; but then, some girls like crazy.


So with Bert taken care of, the girls and I headed home. I didn't hear much coming from the back seat while I drove back to our house. Dawn and Kim were together back there, letting me chauffer them while also getting some privacy to secretively whisper to each other. I didn't know what was being said, but I had faith that Dawn was putting ideas into the other girl's head that would ultimately lead her into my bed. Heck, if I was really lucky, Kim would even be open to Dawn joining us. I thought Kim was pretty straight, but I'd been wrong before.


But that was a side concern. Right now, I wanted to keep the mood going, and the girls seemed of like mind. Once home, Dawn headed for her laptop, docked on the dining table and chock full of mp3s. She turned to Kim and ordered, "Go grab us some wine."


"Okay." Kim nodded agreeably and went into the kitchen, wobbling just a bit on her way.


I sidled up behind my girlfriend, who was leaning over the table logging in and starting up iTunes. I rubbed my palm over her ass, letting it linger and fondle a bit while bending over and tenderly kissing the back of her neck. "You are incredible," I hummed happily, still slightly buzzed.


Dawn gave me a perfect giggle as she turned her face to mine for a kiss. We locked lips and moaned before parting to let Dawn pull up her playlist. And as the music started coming out of the speakers we'd scattered around the living room, Kim returned with a bottle of Pinot and three glasses.


Dawn quickly stood up straight and went to intercept the dark-haired beauty. She pulled the bottle away, saying, "I'll take those. You go dance with Ben."


Simply nodding, Kim came to me as I raised my hands to hers and rather formally waltzed her into the middle of the living room, the stiff motions a sharp contrast to the grooving R&B of Usher crooning something off his Confessions album. She giggled as I sent her into a pirouette. And then I pulled her back to dance a little more closely with me.


Inadvertently, Kim tripped as she stepped in. She still wasn't quite used to wearing heels, and the motion brought her face right up to mine, enough that she almost kissed me by accident. But I caught her and steadied her, and we almost came to a dead stop, just swaying slightly from side-to-side while looking at each other with wide open eyes.


This was it. I could feel the tension between us. Kim stared at me with her eyes aflame. Her nostrils flared as she inhaled my scent. And her lips parted and puckered in preparation to act on her attraction to me. From everything I ever knew about girls and sex, I was dead sure she wanted me to kiss her.


But I couldn't make that first move. Kim was a friend, a co-worker. Right now, in this moment, she wanted to take our friendship to the next level. But my conscience wasn't sure how she would feel in the morning. And as much as I was attracted to her, I didn't want to change the nature of our relationship unless she was 100% in agreement. It wasn't like I needed the sex. Dawn and Viktoriya had been giving me plenty. For Kim and I to hook up like this, we would both have to want to take this next step in our relationship. And I couldn't know that unless Kim herself made it clear.


"Are we doing this?" I asked softly, my lips just inches away from hers.


"Do you want to?" she asked me just as softly.


I let my eyes run up and down her face as a little smile tugged at my lips. "Yes, I do."


Kim smiled. She puckered her lips further and leaned in, but just before our lips met, she paused and asked a question I did NOT see coming. "Do I have to?"


I furrowed my eyebrows and jerked back. "'Have to'?" That had SUCH the wrong connotation for me.


Kim looked at me nervously, an edge in her dark eyes. She bit her lip again and nodded.


"Kim..." I said gently and shifted my hands to her sides, retracting back from where I'd started to slide toward her ass. "You don't HAVE to do anything. There's no pressure here. We're just friends, and you can do whatever you want to do."


Now it was her turn to furrow her eyebrows and look pensive. Kim was breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling dramatically as she fought to maintain control over herself. And then for a split second, she leaned toward me, puckering her lips once again.


But just as I puckered to meet her, Kim pulled back and turned away. "I'm sorry," she said in a tone of shame as she looked around the floor, darting her head left and right almost spastically. And then with one last, "I'm sorry," she looked up and practically ran into her room, the door closing with a grim finality.


My shoulders sagged and I exhaled slowly, looking to the archway between the living room and hallway where Kim had disappeared. And then catching my breath, I looked up and over at Dawn, who still stood by the dining table with three half-filled wine glasses.


"What just happened?" I asked.


Dawn popped her eyebrows, giving me a puzzled look. "I have NO idea."





Well I always said that pushing Kim would only result in one of two possible outcomes: either we'd hook up, or things would get awkward. Unfortunately, as Saturday morning rolled around, it looked like we'd have result number two. Dawn and I came downstairs, half-expecting that Kim would either be hiding in her bedroom or having fled somewhere else. But she was on the couch, eating a bowl of cereal and watching TV.


If I had learned nothing else from my experience dealing with girls, I'd learned enough to know that I couldn't let any awkwardness fester. I had to man up and take responsibility for my own actions last night, and do my best to communicate with my roommate. So I went straight to the couch with Dawn trailing behind me, and I sat down a respectable distance away. "Good morning."


Kim blushed and gave me a weak smile. "Morning."


"Look, I want to apologize for last night. You're more than just a roommate; you're my co-worker and our friend." I gestured back to Dawn and myself. "I didn't mean to jeopardize that. We were partying and I was a little drunk and more than a little horny, and I'm afraid I may have pushed you beyond-"


"It's okay," Kim cut me off, waving her hand. "I should be apologizing," she said bashfully while scrutinizing the bottom of her cereal bowl.


"You have nothing to apologize for," I said graciously.


"No, I do," Kim stated with a sigh. "I don't claim to be the most experienced girl around, not with this dating and partying and all that stuff. But I know that I was sending you signals – both of you. And I know you guys have an open relationship and have kinda held the door open for me if I wanted to go through it. I'm flattered, really. But, uh, I just never knew how I'd feel after if we actually ... we actually ... you know." Kim shrank back into her shyness at the end.


I shrugged and glanced over at Dawn, who was taking the opposite couch. And then with a little smile, I said, "I think it would feel a little like this. A line was almost crossed last night, and right now we have to decide if we can handle it."


Kim blinked and glanced down. She exhaled and then looked up at me with that nervous smile. "I think I can handle it."


I nodded and then extended my hand forward. "Friends?"


Kim chuckled and then reached out to pump my hand. "Friends."





-- AUGUST 2004, SUMMER BREAK --



The weather was perfect late Sunday when Dawn and I returned home from her parents' house. Our families had come back from Morris Camp on Saturday, July 31st and spent the night together at the Evans' house.


The only one missing was Adrienne, who was in New York for the weekend. But her Frederick's of Hollywood Catalog was finished, and she'd sent us an advance copy. Everyone in The Family, parents included, oohed and ahhed over the sexy spread. What can I say? Adrienne's a fucking goddess in lingerie.


And my heart nearly stopped when I saw the photo on page 16. Adrienne was reclining on a bed wearing a matching pink ensemble that was sure to become a best-seller. But my eyes were drawn to her face, where she had raised her right hand up to demurely cover her cheek, her right eye looking out from between her third and fourth fingers. And on that fourth finger was a small diamond amidst a gold leaf flower: my promise ring.


I had to leave the room then. Moisture was forming in my eyes that I didn't want anyone else to see. I'd been with Adrienne just a few weeks ago, but I still missed her.


Otherwise, we all had a good time together as a family. Although Dawn and I had a quiet lovemaking session in her bedroom, there were no orgies. Dayna and Brandi had actually left at bedtime to return to their own place in San Francisco. Dawn and I had the option to do so as well, but we'd wanted to stick around and see our younger siblings in the morning. Brooke and DJ holed themselves up in DJs room; apparently something intense was going down that just HAD to be discussed. And the twins were in their own little world as they scooped up Dayna's bedroom and chatted amongst themselves.


This morning, we hung out as a group and then eventually went our separate ways. My parents hugged me goodbye without fussing. Brooke enthused about coming back in a few weeks to start her own college career. And the twins were simply affectionate in their goodbyes, just my baby sisters without any of the sexual tension of a year ago.


And for Dawn and I, it was back to Berkeley.





"Ben. Would you please wait a moment?"


I stopped with my bag slung over one shoulder and looked back at my professor. And then I glanced over to Kim.


"I'll see you Monday," my roommate offered. She always went straight home to Sunnyvale on Friday evenings. I nodded a goodbye, and then Kim left.


The instant the door closed, I felt my spine stiffen as I pulled myself up to an erect position. Just being alone with Viktoriya sent a surge of adrenaline through my body. For months now, she had called me 'Master' and submitted to my every sexual whim. It made me feel ... powerful.


Similarly, Viktoriya's personality quickly dropped to that of my slave. She put her hands to her sides and lowered her gaze in deference to me. And in a respectful tone, rather than her usual imperious teacher voice, she asked, "Master, will you please-"


Her voice cut off immediately when I swiped my 90-degree bent hand across my throat. She went rigidly still as I dropped my pack to the floor and crossed the space between us in three steps. The gorgeous Russian babe shivered as I reached up to grip her head in my strong hands. And she whimpered when I leaned forward and almost – but not quite – kissed her lips.


Instead, I tilted her head to the side, exposing her neck. I momentarily felt like Dracula as I viewed the milky white, tender flesh. She was so vulnerable as I leaned in and latched my lips onto her neck. I didn't bite her, not with my teeth at least. But I sucked her neck into my mouth and kept up the vacuum pressure for about thirty seconds while she trembled in my grasp.


After a time, I backed away and smirked at the dark purple bruise forming on Viktoriya's lily white skin. She reached up and touched the hickey before lowering her eyes and demurely saying, "Thank you, Master."


"Continue," I gestured.


Taking a deep breath, with her fingers still against my mark of possession, she stated, "I would like to ask that you come to my house tonight."


"Why?"


Viktoriya pinched her lips together. "I have missed you. All week, we have not been together."


I arched an eyebrow. "I fucked you over that desk on Tuesday."


Viktoriya grimaced. "But we have not been together at my house. It was only a short quickie on Tuesday."


I sighed. "It's a Friday. This is my night with Dawn."


"Please. She can come too."


"Why?" I arched an eyebrow, sensing that there was more to this than a typical rendezvous. "What is special about tonight?"


Viktoriya couldn't help but glance up at me, a twinkle in her blue eyes. But a second later she schooled her features and returned her gaze to the middle of my chest. "I have something for you: a gift. And if you are happy with my gift, I believe I will have finally earned that kiss I've wanted from you for so long."


My eyebrow stayed arched. "A gift?" I asked in confusion. There was no object I wanted from her. And there was nothing sexual she'd denied me in the past couple of months. It wasn't like she could offer me a virgin orifice or something like that. I'd already had all three of those, many times.


"Please. I would like this to be a surprise."


I chuckled. She had my curiosity piqued. "Nine o'clock. We'll be at your house."


There was no mistaking the smile on Viktoriya's face. "Thank you, Master."





It wasn't a big surprise to Dawn when I told her Viktoriya wanted us to visit tonight. Despite my supposed "ownership" of her, Viktoriya was in the habit of making the requests whenever the urge struck her, and Dawn and I were usually amenable to the spontaneity of the situation. I, obviously, got to play with more than one pussy. Dawn rather enjoyed the opportunities as well, not to mention getting some help in satisfying my notoriously high libido.


Of course, we needed to fuel up for dinner before heading over.


"What do you want tonight?"


I shrugged and stated, "I'll grill up some steaks for us. Protein builds muscle."


Dawn frowned. "Hmm. I was thinking more along the lines of carb-loading. This does seem like a night for severe aerobic exercise."


I chuckled. "Let's do the vermicelli with olive oil. Broccoli and some chicken?"


Dawn smiled. "Sounds good." And then we headed into the kitchen to make the food together.


Later that evening, I parked the Mustang in my usual spot, and then Dawn and I walked up to the nice 2-bedroom North Berkeley house. We were actually a couple of minutes early when I rang the doorbell, and it was a minute or two before the door finally swung open.


"You're late," I stated in an annoyed tone.


"My apologies, Master," Viktoriya replied nervously while bowing her head, slightly out of breath. "I was not expecting you early."


"Your expectations do not concern me," I stated coolly, stifling the urge to grin. This 'Master' stuff was fun. "You must be prepared for all contingencies."


"Yes, Master." Viktoriya bowed her head a little lower.


I stepped inside and Dawn followed me. Only then did I pause to take in the beautiful older woman's appearance. Her chestnut-brown hair was pulled tight back against her scalp, ending in a braided ponytail. Her makeup was rather more severe than normal, styled for intimidation more than seduction. And her lingerie was all in black, from tight corset to sheer panties and even knee-high boots.


"Very nice," I complimented.


Viktoriya bowed. "Please follow me. And please remain silent. My surprise is waiting upstairs."


"Waiting"? An object technically can't "wait". That meant that whatever was upstairs was a living being, probably a girl. So with this new understanding of Viktoriya's "gift" in mind, I started to fantasize about the possibilities. With visions of a four-way percolating in my brain, I arched an eyebrow at Dawn, who just shrugged. Viktoriya then moved off; and curious, I followed her up the stairs and into the main bedroom.


What I found there was such a shock that it was all I could do not to grunt in surprise. Dawn had to cover her mouth as she gasped as well. For kneeling on top of the bed, blindfolded, was Kim Fukuzaki.


The 20-year-old co-ed was in a form of "The Position". She knelt on top of the mattress with her legs together so that she sat on her own heels. Kim's chin was thrust outward with her hands in front of her in a praying position. And her face was covered with a black blindfold, which also kept her long, silky hair pulled back behind her ears, although some of it fell in front of her shoulders.


Now while I'd seen Kim's body in varying states of undress as my roommate, ranging from bathrobes to plain T-shirts with a pair of boxer shorts, I was seeing a LOT more of her now. Her neck was adorned with a studded leather collar, the D-ring attached to a leash which she held between her hands. Her bra and panties were simple white satin, showing off a perky bosom of average-sized breasts. Her torso was lithe, with a taut stomach. And the white bikini-cut panties helped to emphasize her slender hips. But her feet were bare, and except for the blindfold and collar, she would have appeared just a normal girl in her underwear.


"Is someone there?" Kim asked nervously.


Viktoriya glanced back at us and held a finger over her lips to keep us quiet. "No, dear. We are alone."


"I thought I heard-"


"You thought wrong," Viktoriya cut her off.


"Yes, Ma'am."


"It's confession time, my dear," Viktoriya purred as she approached the bed. Wordlessly, Kim took the end of the leash and held it up with both hands, offering it to our professor. Viktoriya grinned as she took it, then gave an experimental tug before glancing back at me with fire in her eyes. It was startling for me to see my professor like this. I'd gotten used to her acting submissively to me, and sometimes I forgot how much of a domme she could be when in her Ice Queen persona.


"Yes, Ma'am," Kim stated obediently.


"Were you naughty this week?"


Kim exhaled slowly, bending her head down. "Yes, Ma'am."


"Tell me," Viktoriya commanded.


"I spied on my roommates again."


"Did you now?" Viktoriya grinned as she glanced over at us. Dawn was watching at rapt attention. I leaned forward curiously myself. And then Viktoriya returned to Kim, ordering, "Tell me."


"It was twice this week. On Monday, I told them I was going out with friends. I left, but I snuck back in ten minutes later. They were making love on the couch."


"Where were you?"


"In the hallway, looking in."


"Exactly what were they doing?"


"Ben was kneeling on the floor, licking Dawn's pussy."


"Did that arouse you?"


"Yes, Ma'am."


"Were you playing with yourself?"


"Yes, Ma'am."


"How long did you stay?"


Kim kept her gaze downward. "They always go more than once. After her first two orgasms, Dawn turned around, kneeling on the cushions and bracing herself against the backrest. Ben fucked her from behind until they both came. I waited until she sucked him hard again and she started riding in his lap. While they were distracted, I snuck back out."


"And how many orgasms did you have?"


"Three, Ma'am."


"Very good. Now you said you watched them twice."


"Yes, Ma'am. The second time was last night. We were all watching TV together for the evening. Around 11pm we went to bed. I snuck up then and peeked into their bedroom."


"And they were having sex?"


"Yes, Ma'am. But they weren't just fucking. That one was very ... intimate."


"Explain."


"They were in a missionary position, holding each other closely and only moving just a little bit. They were kissing softly, tenderly, and whispering things to each other."


"Could you hear what they were saying?"


"No."


"How many orgasms did you have?"


"None. It was sweet, but it wasn't as arousing."


Viktoriya smiled at me and then raised a finger to her lips, tapping them thoughtfully. "How long have you been spying on your roommates?"


"I've told you, Ma'am."


"Tell me again."


"Uh, four weeks now."


I glanced at Dawn, who arched an eyebrow at me. She didn't look angry, merely curious.


"In fact, if I had not ordered you to come here tonight, you would have watched them tonight, would you not?"


"Yes, Ma'am."


"Is this a regular Friday occurrence for you?"


"Yes, Ma'am. I tell them I'm going home to visit my parents on Fridays, and they usually have sex as soon as Ben arrives home. I wait and watch them before actually leaving."


My eyebrows popped as I thought back to this afternoon's sexual encounter, which had resulted in Dawn and me having a quickie right on the foyer floor.


"I see." Viktoriya grinned at me, walking around the bed, tugging on the leash every now and again. "And do you have any other confessions?"


Kim took a deep breath. "Yes, Ma'am."


"Tell me."


"On Tuesday, when you sent me out for research, I spied on Professor Rutledge again. He had Samantha Hitchcock with him."


I glanced at Dawn again, who now looked quite amused. We were both thinking of the ruggedly handsome professor and his lissome blonde teaching assistant. And our smiles only got bigger as Kim described in detail how the professor was fucking the much younger girl.


"Is that all this week?" Viktoriya finally asked at the end of Kim's story.


Kim blanched and bit her lip.


"Answer me, slave!" Viktoriya suddenly barked in a harsh voice.


Kim quivered and shook her head. "No, Ma'am."


"Who else did you spy on?"


"You, Ma'am."


Viktoriya pulled her head back. "Excuse me?"


"I'm sorry, Ma'am. I didn't mean to."


Our professor's eyebrows furrowed as she looked rather angry at the kneeling girl. "Tell me!" she commanded in a loud voice.


"Well ... uh ... Professor Rutledge didn't last very long. Not long enough for me to get off, anyway. And from the way Samantha was complaining, he wasn't getting hard again fast enough. I also heard footsteps in the hallway, so I quickly closed their door and left. By then, I'd forgotten exactly what paper you'd asked me to research, so I was coming back to the office to ask. That's when I saw you."


"On Tuesday?" Viktoriya asked, covering her gaping mouth with one hand.


"Yes, Ma'am. I saw you ... and Ben."


"Did you now?"


"Yes, Ma'am." Even past the blindfold, I could tell Kim was blushing.


"Was this the first time?"


Kim hesitated, and my mind flashed back to that first time I'd seen the door cracked open after nailing my professor over her office desk nearly two weeks ago. In a quiet voice, Kim then admitted, "No..."


"Well then, my dear. It seems that you have been a naughty girl."


"Yes, Ma'am."


"I think you need to be punished."


"No, Ma'am. Please? You know I don't like that," Kim whimpered.


"Well if you are not punished, you must otherwise make amends."


"Yes, Ma'am. I will."


Cocking an eyebrow at me, Viktoriya then grinned and started walking around the bed. She tugged lightly on Kim's leash, turning the Asian girl around until she was facing the head of the bed. Our Economics professor then settled herself against the headboard, supported by pillows. And with a leering smile, Viktoriya reached down and slid off her own panties.


Now showing off her neatly-trimmed pussy for all to see, Viktoriya spread her legs to the sides, tugged down on Kim's leash, and stated coolly, "Make amends, my dear."


"Yes, Ma'am," Kim replied. Blindly, she reached forward to grasp the older woman's thighs, moving herself by feel until she lay flat on her belly in a position where she could begin lapping at Viktoriya's fuzzed mound. And from the familiar way she went about her business, it was clear this wasn't the first time Kim was eating her out.


I arched an eyebrow to Dawn, communicating my thoughts. She looked at me and just nodded, then the two of us stepped out of the room and into the hallway, closing the door behind us, but not latching it so as to avoid the clicking noise.


"Whoa," I stated quietly once we were alone. "Didn't see that coming."


"You didn't?" Dawn smirked. "I love you, but you can be clueless sometimes."


"What?"


Dawn giggled. "I noticed Kim was spying on us about three weeks ago."


"You didn't tell me?"


My girlfriend shrugged. "Seemed harmless, and more fun this way besides. It turned me on to know we were being watched. But I didn't want to make you self-conscious. I knew that if you knew, you'd start acting all funny around her."


I winced. "I probably would," I conceded truthfully.


Dawn nodded her head into the room. "Reminded me of when Brooke and DJ would sneak around trying to spy on us. Even though Kim seems like a punky motorcycle chick on the surface, she's really a very sheltered girl when it comes to sex and relationships. I don't think she has much experience. It's probably why she's been so hesitant to take us up on our offers to join us."


I frowned and then glanced to the room myself. "I don't think that's quite it."


"Huh?"


I bit my lip and thought back over the past few months. I was silent for a long while, just processing my thoughts, and Dawn waited me out. But after a minute of putting the pieces together, I stood up straight and looked right at my girlfriend. "She's a sub."


"Kim?" Dawn jerked a thumb to the door. "Obviously, Einstein."


I shook my head. "No, more than just this. You said before that Viktoriya didn't really submit to me; she's just playing a role. Well it's not just a game for Kim. She's really a submissive personality, and it looks like she gave herself to Viktoriya some time ago."


"What? Like a Master-Slave relationship?"


I nodded.


"But Kim hesitated when Viktoriya talked about punishing her."


I shrugged. "I don't think submission necessarily means she's into bondage or pain. Remember, Viktoriya's got the ball gag and all that other stuff. But Kim's isn't wearing any of it, only the blindfold and collar. There are no marks on her body. No riding crops or whips. Just commands."


"Okay..."


"And then there's Kim's personality. She really never comes up with anything on her own. She doesn't do spontaneous, always second-guessing herself. She's much happier to have other people tell her what to do, even if it means you telling her to set the table or get some wine or whatever. Then, she just does it without really thinking about it. Like the thing with her clothing and makeup. You just said: 'This is what you're wearing and here's your makeup', and she went along with it."


Dawn was nodding her head slowly. "She responds to confidence, someone in charge. Someone forceful. Professor Ice can definitely be like that."


"Viktoriya is her idol," I agreed. And then chuckling, I shook my head. "And this whole time, my ego wanted me to believe she had this little thing for me."


Dawn grinned. "She does."


"Huh? No, I'm not Kim's type. I'm too wishy-washy."


"You haven't been the last couple of months." Dawn giggled and leaned into me. "This Master-Slave game you've been playing with Viktoriya has seriously stiffened your spine, babe."


"That's just a game. I'm not really the 'Master' type."


Dawn shook her head. "It's more than that. You're so much more decisive. Like with dinner tonight. I asked what you wanted, and you used to immediately ask ME what I wanted. It's nice that you're considerate, but it was also annoying. Tonight you just said, 'I'll grill steaks.' And you're not all rigid about it, the way Ryan could be sometimes. I told you I wanted carbs instead, and you immediately switched to the vermicelli. And when you pair that decisiveness with your natural flexibility, well..." Dawn purred. "It's pretty sexy."


I chuckled and shook my head. "Still. Kim had a chance to hook up with me, after we all went to that club. I told her point blank that I wanted to get intimate with her, and she ran away."


Dawn tapped her chin thoughtfully. "I was right there with you both. Kim asked if she had to. You told her she didn't have to. And left to her own choices, she chickened out and ran away."


"But she didn't have to. I'd never force her."


"Maybe not. But I think she wants to; she just can't make that leap on her own. Kim wants that decision taken out of her hands. And since Viktoriya invited us over here, I'm guessing our Professor's going to give the command you couldn't."


I raised my eyebrows. Viktoriya HAD promised me a gift.


Dawn quickly moved in, putting her hands on my chest and touching her lips to mine in a tender kiss. "C'mon. You want this. I want this. And I'm positive Kim wants this. Let's go rock her world."





Viktoriya was moaning and writhing on the bed when Dawn and I re-entered. Kim had moved up from her crotch and was currently tongue-lashing the older woman's nipples.


I recalled wondering what it would take to entice Kim into a threesome with Dawn and me, instead of just a one-on-one with me, since I'd believed Kim to be straight. She was clearly proving me wrong, and as I thought about it, it seemed that Kim just kept most of her sexual arousals under wraps most of the time, straight OR gay.


I was forming a clearer picture in my head of the young Asian girl: shy, sheltered, raised with boys and no mom. She was a social chameleon, taking on the mannerisms of those around her in an effort to blend in. She subsumed her sexual urges, preferring to lurk in the shadows and voyeuristically observe. I didn't find her behavior dirty; she was shy, that's all. And I'd never before met someone with a mindset like hers, so happy to let others make decisions for her.


Meanwhile, Viktoriya's eyes fluttered open as she realized we'd returned, and she quickly pushed Kim's head away. "Kim! Assume the position!" she barked.


Reacting quickly, Kim rocked back to sit on her heels and bring her legs together. Her hands came together in that prayer position once again. And since she was facing away from us, I took a moment to admire her slender body, with graceful spine and tight little ass.


"One more confession, my dear," Viktoriya intoned. "Do you have sexual urges for your roommates?"


Still blindfolded, Kim bowed her head and replied in a quiet voice. "Yes, Ma'am."


"Just Ben? Or both of them."


"Both of them, Ma'am."


"Very well. Because for one night, I am giving you to them."


"Ma'am?" Kim blurted in surprise, jerking her head up.


"OBEY," Viktoriya stated in a flat tone. "They are here. Right now. I am making your fantasy come true, my dear. And you are my gift to them."


"But..." Kim hesitated.


"Bend down, Kim. Assume Second Position."


Kim reached up to grab her blindfold, nearing a panic. But Viktoriya reached out and stopped her hand. "Obey..." she said in a softer voice. "You want this. You've told me you wanted this. Just enjoy it."


Quietly, Kim nodded and then bent forward, folding her arms on top of the mattress and resting her cheek against them while still in a kneeling position. The position thrust her ass into the air, and she separated her knees to open up her crotch. Breathing shallowly, the younger girl quieted and waited.


She was beautiful, and yet so fragile. The pretty Japanese-American babe wasn't wearing much. Her white lingerie was only a shade lighter than her pale skin, used to being covered up by motorcycle leathers. Her body was slender, almost too skinny, with her ribs making slight indentations in her sides and a rather bony ass as well. In her position, bent over and waiting to be fucked, I couldn't help but have a massive erection. But I hesitated to actually move up and do anything to her.


I felt nervous. This wasn't the first time a girl was prostrating herself before me, urging me to take her and fuck her brains out. But it was the first time the girl was doing so without actually asking me herself. Adrienne used to urge me to spank her and hit her harder as a form of trust. Felicia was a wanton slut who wanted me to use and abuse her for the sheer pleasure of it. And even Viktoriya herself was always conscious of the game we played, the both of us knowing she could break character at any time.


But unlike the others, I couldn't just yank Kim's panties to the side and shove myself in. Instead, I walked beside the bed and reached out to touch her shoulder. She shivered at my touch, but didn't move her body away from me. And then gently, I pulled her back up to a kneeling position.


"Take off your blindfold," I stated.


"Sir?" Viktoriya protested.


"Silence, slave!" I barked harshly, scarcely believing the words had come out of my mouth that automatically. I guess I'd been playing the game longer than I thought.


Obediently, Viktoriya quieted down.


I returned back to Kim, urging her, "Go ahead."


Kim waited another second, not sure if she should follow through with my statement. But then with a relieved sigh, she reached up and lifted the black cloth over her eyes. The room lights weren't that bright, but she still blinked a few times to get her focus. And then she looked rather nervously at me and then Dawn. "Uh ... hi..."


"How do you feel?" I asked gently, letting my hand trail off her shoulder and down her arm.


She quivered slightly, whimpering her answer. "Nervous..."


But despite her nerves, there was a flame of arousal in her dark irises. With tousled jet black hair, run through with blonde streaks, Kim had a look of lustful sexiness that wasn't copied from anyone. Her nipples were still rock hard and poking through the white bra cups. And to verify my own suspicions, I let my hand trail off her arm, around her ass, and between her buttcheeks. She twitched in surprise when my fingertips ran across the gussett of her panties, but she let me in. And there was no denying the moisture I felt there.


"Do you want this?" I asked softly.


Kim blinked, her nervousness creeping back into her face. "I'm ... I'm not sure. We stopped once before. The reasons haven't changed. I just don't know if-"


"Answer the question," I stated flatly. "Yes or no. Do you want this?"


Kim blinked rapidly and then gave me a sharp look. "Do I have to?"


At first, I thought she was asking if she had to answer the question. But a split-second later I realized she was asking me – again – if she HAD to have sex with me. And this time, I simply answered in a confident tone, "You are my gift. Viktoriya is MY slave, and you are hers. That makes ME your Master tonight."


Kim closed her eyes and shivered. And when she opened her eyes again, the nervousness was gone. She simply nodded and then reached behind herself, unclipping her bra and letting the cups slide forward along her arms. When the bra dropped off the ends of her hands, she looked at me intently. "The other night, when we came home from the dance club, I should've kissed you."


It was a moment of déjà vu for me. I was taken back to the night I went to the club for the first time, with Adrienne, Grace, Misty, Paige, and her during our freshman year. That night, Kim told me she should have had coffee with me when I'd first asked her. It was something she regretted not having the courage to do then. Maybe if she had, she and I would have hooked up more than a year ago.


I just smiled in answer to her statement. "We'll make up for it. I promise."


Kim gave me a little smile of hope, and then she took hold of the end of her leash and handed it over to me. I nodded graciously as I took it, and then with an arched eyebrow and a little smirk, I stared right at Kim while stating, "Dawn."


"Yes, Master?" my girlfriend chirped while standing beside me.


Huh? I turned my head to see the beautiful blonde giggling as she presented herself. Looked like she was getting into the game as well. And with a little grin, she gave me a look that said plainly, 'Let's have FUN with this!'


So I chuckled and looked back at Kim. And staring at the Japanese-American babe again, I ordered, "Dawn, remove Kim's panties and then shove your tongue so far up her pussy that she feels it crawling up her throat."


"Yes, Master," Dawn hummed reverently.


I grinned. "And Viktoriya, come kneel in front of me." I curled a finger to my Professor, who was watching the whole thing unfold with rapt attention.


The gorgeous older woman came over and knelt at my feet, absolutely beaming. I simply reached forward and firmly gripped her face in both of my hands. And then tilting her head back, I leaned down and for the very first time, sealed my lips over hers in a white-hot kiss of passion.


"Nnnnghhhh..." Viktoriya moaned ecstatically, her mouth constantly in motion as she speared her tongue in to finally get her first taste of mine.


When we were done, I smiled and let the fantasies percolate in my head.


"Let's begin."





Being a 'Master' wasn't exactly instinctive for me. I wasn't the type of guy who wanted to lord over people, tell them what to do, or otherwise impose my will upon them. I felt too much compassion for the people I cared about. I wanted to know what they wanted. And in my everyday life, I always did my best to improve the lives of those around me.


But when it comes to sex, yeah, I can get a little ... dominant. And this night, I simply had a blast ordering three freakin' hot babes around.


I sat on my throne (read: a comfortable armchair) with my naked, 40-year-old, chestnut brown-haired, blue-eyed gorgeous Economics professor kneeling on the floor before me while she worshipped at my phallic altar of pleasure. I raised my right arm and gestured with my fingers to make two 20-year-old naked coeds writhe about the King-sized bed as if they were on puppet strings. Kim's dark-haired head was currently wriggling in Dawn's crotch while the blonde lay atop her in a sixty-nine position, her own blonde head wriggling in Kim's crotch.


And then on a whim, I ordered them to rotate. Viktoriya went and tackled Dawn, her silicone-enhanced tits splitting Dawn's natural (but just as firm) cleavage as they swapped spit and pawed at each other's body. My sweet, innocent-looking roommate Kim then brushed her hair behind her ears and came to kneel before me. And when I ordered her to suck my cock, she simply smiled happily with a twinkle in her dark eyes and set to her task.


I groaned pleasantly as Kim's delicate hand wrapped around my shaft and began stroking. Her lips and tongue danced upon my mushroom head. And all the while, she kept her gaze attentively on me, watching the pleasure she was inducing cortort my face. Kim may not have had a serious boyfriend since high school, but she certainly knew how to give a blowjob.


But as much as it was a turn-on to have Kim sucking my cock, after more than a month of idle fantasies of her doing just this, I didn't want to waste an ejaculation in her mouth. I had three hot babes to fuck tonight. And after gently reaching down and lifting Kim off my prick, I strode to the bed and dove right in.


Viktoriya was the closest one to me as I yanked her onto her back and lifted her legs over my shoulders. The tall, regal-looking Ice Queen had cheeks flushed with pink from her arousal and exertions. And she threw her head back and screamed when my thick cock suddenly penetrated deep into her vaginal canal. Actually, Viktoriya kept screaming; so turning back to Kim I ordered my fellow intern to mount our professor's face and smother the older woman's screams with her crotch. And to complete the foursome, I then ordered Dawn to join in.


The four of us pulsed together like that for about five minutes, Dawn and Kim making out and squeezing each other's tits, Viktoriya sucking Kim's orgasmic juices out of her snatch, and me pounding Viktoriya's pussy with unrelenting strokes.


But after slam-fucking Viktoriya to a climax – and nibbling on Kim's tight buttcheeks at the same time – I yanked myself out and pushed Dawn onto her back. My girlfriend had been fingering her empty pussy, but it wasn't empty much longer as I wrapped her long legs around my waist and drove myself deep within her. And then I rutted myself with abandon, not worrying about her pleasure as I took my own from her body and then gave it back with the powerful spray of spunk as I hosed down Dawn's interior with my explosive climax.


Even though I hadn't worried about my love's pleasure, Dawn had gotten her own climax quite nicely. When I rolled off her, her head lolled to the side as she fluttered on the brink of unconsciousness. And she panted shallowly while her body twitched and quivered in miniature aftershocks from her last orgasm.


I ordered Viktoriya after the creampie leaking out of my girlfriend, and the gorgeous older woman happily leapt to obey. Meanwhile, I moved myself back to the armchair and simply pointed a finger at Kim. The pretty Japanese-American babe shivered and stared at me at attention. And when I just as emphatically pointed at my crotch, Kim nodded her obedience and moved back to kneel before me.


There was a tingle in the back of my head when Kim started slurping Dawn's and my mingled fluids off my semi-hard cock. It was a sense of familiarity that quickly passed as Kim moaned and reached a hand up to fondle my balls. Of course it was familiar; she'd blown me already tonight. And as I let the idle distractions of the mind melt away so that I could focus solely on the pleasure, I felt my cock rehardening for another round.


"Stand up," I commanded once I felt I was at peak rigidity.


Obediently, Kim pushed up off the armrests and stood before me. She brushed her longish black/blonde hair behind her ears and then dropped her arms before her, her left hand holding her right wrist as she simply waited for my next command.


I paused to admire the girl before me first. Kim was of average height, around 5'5". She was in good shape from all the motorcycle riding without looking overly athletic. She had no defined musculature, but no flab, either. Her breasts were modest, shapely B-cups. And her pussy was cute and pink and lightly covered with an efficiently-trimmed thatch of dark hair.


In short, while Kim was pretty, there was nothing particularly spectacular about her body, either. She wasn't a lingerie model like Adrienne or a simply gorgeous angel like Dawn. Kim was just a nice girl, albeit with streaked hair and a semi-punk appearance when dressed up for biking. And yet for some reason she'd attracted me way back at the beginning of my freshman year. I couldn't put a finger on exactly why. I couldn't say, 'Oh, I love her tits' or 'She's got the most angelic face' or any one thing that made her special to me. I just always liked her.


And because I really liked her, I hesitated just one more time. I'd been in the same situation, the same physical position even, with other girls. I'd bedded Tri-Delts and co-eds and cheerleaders without questioning the situation many times before. But right now, as I looked up at Kim waiting obediently for me to bend her over and use her body, I had to reassure myself that this was what she wanted. "Is this what you want?" I asked.


Kim frowned, the nerves coming back as her face fell. "I ... uh ... well..."


It was the wrong thing for me to say. I knew it the moment the words left my mouth, and I realized I had to put things in slightly different terms. "Kim," I stated flatly. "Tell me what you want," I ordered.


She responded to my tone, even if my words were actually asking what she wanted. And without stopping to second-guess herself, she immediately replied, "I want you to fuck me."


"Tell me why." I didn't ask, 'Why?' I commanded Kim to tell me why.


Again, she responded to the tone. "Because I want..." she hesitated. I just looked at her sharply and she paled. And then in a quiet voice, she answered, "Because I should have gone out for coffee with you that day."


I knew immediately what she was talking about. It had been a lost opportunity last year. She'd wanted me then, but just didn't have the nerve to go through with it. And now was a chance to make up for it. I didn't say anything further as I reached up to grasp Kim's hips. She shivered and then gave me a little smile when I clamped on a little tighter. And then she moved easily when I turned her around so that her back was to me.


For a moment, I stared at her flat ass, so perky and cute. But then I pulled back on Kim's hips, dropping her onto me in a reverse cowgirl position. She braced her hands on the chair arms until I got my cock centered against her pussy. And then with me pulling down on her hips, she slowly sat down on my prick.


It wasn't easy. Kim was incredibly tight, almost skin-peeling. I had to yank pretty hard on her hips, and she was even tugging herself down with the armrests, just to get my cock into her narrow channel. While Kim may have been Viktoriya's sex slave for the past few weeks, she certainly wasn't used to having large objects shoved up her cunt.


"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.


Without prompting from me, I then felt a tongue licking at our joining. My legs were pushed to the sides and from the inside of Kim's pussy, I felt the dim vibrations of a mouth on the outside of her crotch. The tongue licked lower to swirl around my testicles and then to the very spot of our joining before returning upwards to titillate my new lover's clit.


Dawn then appeared next to me. Without a word, my girlfriend took my head in her hands and gave me a passionate kiss, with the taste of Viktoriya's pussy juices still fresh on her lips. She grinned at me and then turned her attention to Kim, similarly taking the girl's head in her hands and kissing her just as passionately as she had me.


Dawn and Kim moaned as their liplock built and built. Kim was writhing and undulating like a professional lap dancer, only with my cock almost eight inches up her twat. And from the other side of her, Viktoriya apparently tongued away.


With me fucking her from below and running my hands all over her sensitive pleasure spots, Kim would have some really nice orgasms. With me fucking her from below and running my hands all over her sensitive pleasure spots AND Dawn kissing her and rubbing her tits AND Viktoriya giving her an expert rug-munching, Kim never had a chance.


She actually squeaked as she came. It was rather cute, and the noise rang that bell of familiarity in my head once again. I knew the sound. I'd heard it before, though I couldn't remember when. In fact, this whole moment felt like déjà vu. And when she squeaked less than a minute later with her second orgasm, I listened carefully to the sound and continued to ponder that little mystery


But when Kim squeaked for a third time as her next orgasm swept through her, the way her pussy muscles contracted around my cock sent my pleasure nodes into a frenzy and all I could think of was cumming as I started humping my body upwards to drive my dick in and out of her clasping cunt.


"Ah, fuck," I grunted, gripping Kim's hips for leverage as I urgently pumped my thick cock inside her.


"Oh, gawd..." Kim whimpered, her head lolling back from the force of her second orgasm.


"I'm gonna cum," I growled, the speed of my thrusts accelerating.


"Oh, gawd!" Kim gasped as her head fell back against my chest. And then with a pained whimper, she quivered and exclaimed, "Don't cum in me! I'm not on anything!"


My balls contracted right then. I'd been getting close to popping off before, but my hard-wired male instinct to procreate reacted to Kim's exclamation with the urge to fertilize her. I groaned and actually pinned her body down on me for a half-second before my rational mind took over and abruptly pushed her body up. Kim slammed her hands down on the armrests to elevate herself as well, desperate to get off me before I blasted live sperm into her womb.


We were just in time. Kim's ultra-tight pussy cleared me just as the first wad of cum flew out my tip. Without warning, it splattered against Viktoriya's forehead. But rather than jerk away, Viktoriya actually leaned in, grabbing up my spurting cock and jacking off the rest of my load against her face, letting the cum run in little rivers down over her nose and eyelids and down to her cheeks while she giggled like a happy schoolgirl.


Dawn was giggling as well as she bent next to our professor, not trying to take my still-spurting cock away, but merely moving her own face into the line of fire, catching some of the spray on her cheek while she busied herself licking Viktoriya's cheeks. And when I was finally done squirting, my blonde angel of a girlfriend and my dark-haired Ice Queen of a professor/sex slave kissed wetly while continuing to lick my cum off each other's face.


At last, everyone was done. Kim was seated on the bed beside us, looking sheepish. "My apologies, Master," Kim lowered her head. "I panicked."


I shook my head. "No apologies needed. You were fantastic."


"You guys looked fantastic," Dawn enthused with a cum-covered smile. "After dancing around each other for two years, you finally went through with it," she commented.


"Yeah, finally," Kim sighed, panting heavily.


Dawn then reached up and patted Kim's thigh. "So what do you think, now that you've had your first Big Ben experience?"


Kim didn't answer, but blushed and looked down at the floor. It was Viktoriya who answered Dawn's question, first by cackling a knowing laugh before looking over at me with mirthful eyes and a hand covering her mouth. And then my professor stated, "Oh, Kim already confessed the real story. See, she's had sex with you before."


Chapter 3: The New Year


-- AUGUST 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



Brooke called me from her cell phone just before they arrived, so Dawn and I were on the porch as the family van turned into the driveway. The asphalt was still cracked, but I'd killed the weeds growing through them. I'd also mowed the lawn, mended the wood fence, and generally cleaned up the place. I wanted to prove to my parents that Dawn and I could live together and maintain a household without supervision from any "adults" or even big sisters. Having the place not look like a dump was important to me. If nothing else, while my parents had been pretty casual about moving me in with Brandi and Dayna two years ago, they'd seemed rather more protective/concerned about Brooke. I figured that cleaning up and proving that I could be more "adult" would help reassure them that I'd look after my little sister.


After all, I wasn't a teenager anymore. And not only did I want to prove to my parents that I was growing up and maturing after all the bad decisions and adventures of the past several years, but I wanted to prove it to myself as well.


The family van stopped behind Dawn's old Malibu and the Mustang. Dad hadn't put the car in park before the double doors opened and Brooke came spilling out. My 18-year-old little sister simultaneously looked like a kid and an adult to me, wearing a ringer T-shirt and spray-on jean shorts that showed off the perfect tone of her tanned legs. Her dark hair was loose, and her face had finally lost every ounce of baby fat while remaining youthful and more "cute" than "beautiful".


After flashing me a big smile, Brooke turned as if to go to the trunk and start unloading her bags. But instead, she ran straight over to me and vaulted the steps before launching herself into my arms with enough force to knock over an elephant.


Well I'm not an elephant, so the impact easily knocked me over, Brooke screeching as she felt my body give way beneath her. I went crashing down to the wood plank flooring, landing flat on my ass with my sister collapsing right on top of my chest. And a few seconds later, we were both alternately laughing and complaining about our predicament in a heap on the porch floor.


"You were supposed to catch me!" Brooke whined.


"You're a lot bigger than you used to be!" I shot right back.


Brooke just giggled and hugged me, then quickly found her footing and hopped up. Leaning over, she reached one hand down to help me up as well. And once we were both upright, she smiled and hugged herself against my chest. "I'm so glad I'm here, big brother."


"I'm glad you're here too, little one."


"You just said I'm not so little anymore."


"Well, you'll always be my kid sister. And I'm here for whatever you need."


"Really? Good." Grinning the patented Brooke-evil-grin (TM), my sister took my hip and started pushing me to the steps down from the porch. "'Cuz I need you to go grab my big heavy bags for me!"


I rolled my eyes. But like a good big brother, I headed down and went to start carrying the bags in.


Stupid girls. I never had this much stuff when I moved up for college.





"So you girls will have to decide who gets the big room," I gestured to the two downstairs bedrooms, which were separated by the hallway bathroom. "That one is bigger and has the extra daybed. That one is smaller and, unfortunately, is directly beneath the master bedroom. And even with my best efforts at soundproofing, you're still gonna hear some stuff."


"Mmm, I think I want the smaller room," DJ remarked coquettishly, clear innuendo in her waggling eyebrows.


The Evanses had arrived while we were still moving Brooke in. The parents were chatting outside like ... well, old friends. And the twins were in the living room trying to wear out the controllers for my PS2. Anyway, DJ leaned against the doorframe, giving me an impish grin while crossing her arms beneath her 34DD tits, thrusting them upwards.


DJ's body was simply unfair to other women of the human race. The gorgeous 18-year-old blonde defied the laws of physics: a Barbie doll brought to life at a half-inch taller than Dawn, with bigger breasts and yet a smaller waist and hips. I, personally, thought Dawn had the prettier face; but DJ certainly wasn't lacking for facial beauty. And I already knew the girl was going to have a horde of college boys lining up outside our door for a chance to date her, or more accurately, to get into her panties.


Brooke piped up, re-acquiring my attention. "Which one was your room?"


I shrugged. "Both, actually. I was in the big one with Adrienne my freshman year and in the small one when Dawn moved out the next year."


DJ arched an eyebrow. "Dawn's not moved out this year. Won't she be spending every night in the master bedroom upstairs?"


I nodded. "Yeah, she moved in with me."


DJ frowned. "Then why can't one of us take the other room upstairs closer to you guys?"


I arched an eyebrow. "We got another roommate. Didn't your mom tell you?"


DJ chuckled and blushed. "Uh, she might've. I may not have been paying attention."


Brooke nodded. "Kim-something, right?"


"Right. Kim Fukuzaki. She's a classmate of ours. It was originally just for the summer. But Kim's upstairs with Dawn getting settled into the other bedroom since we decided to make her rental a little more permanent."


Brooke's evil grin was back. "Assembling your live-in harem?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Harem?"


"C'mon, bro." Brooke's grin showed even more teeth. "Brandi told me some of the stuff that went on underneath this roof the past couple of years. You've got Dawn living in your bed. DJ over there has been itching to nail you for MONTHS, with no plans to stop once she gets your cornered. I'm here, and as long as this long-distance thing with Andrew holds you're gonna be my only source of cock. And as if the three of us weren't enough, you've got this Kim girl moving in permanently. Is she cute?"


I blushed sheepishly. "Uh, yeah."


"Is she into girls?"


I arched an eyebrow, not sure whether to go down this path with my little sister just yet. But my ego reared its head as I sighed and answered, "You know me."


"Would I get along with her?" Brooke pressed, her eyes twinkling. Even DJ was leaning in with a naughty grin on her face.


What is it about my sisters and the Evans girls? I swear they're more predatory toward other girls than even I am!


In the end, I just chuckled and grinned. "Physically, I think she'll remind you of Jennifer Vo."


Brooke cackled. "Yummy."


I chuckled and waved the girls off, turning to head up the stairs and see if Kim and Dawn needed any help moving furniture or anything. But just as I turned away, DJ giggled and added, "By the way, what's this my sister tells me about you guys nailing your professor?"





Brooke ended up volunteering for the smaller bedroom. She was lower-maintenance and had fewer things. But the one condition was that Brooke could still pop into DJ's room to use the vanity I'd installed there two years ago for Adrienne.


After we got the girls moved in, we all piled into Dawn's Malibu to drive back to the Evans house, since it was more comfortable for five than the Mustang. I was behind the wheel – Dawn still scared me whenever she tried to think and drive. Even Kim was invited, as the four collective parents wanted to get to know the new girl better since she would be staying with us more permanently. And the drive down gave the two younger girls a chance to pepper her with questions.


"So how did you end up living with Ben and Dawn?" DJ asked first, leaning over from the far right back seat. "I thought we already knew of all their friends."


Kim smiled from the far left. "Uh, well. We weren't really close friends before this summer."


"Really?" Brooke queried from the dreaded middle seat.


Kim smiled. "Oh, I was still acquainted with Ben. We shared a class together freshman year; sat next to each other even. At the same time, I was becoming friends with Adrienne, although I didn't know that he and she were dating – or even knew each other – at the time."


"Oh, how is Adrienne?" Brooke piped up. "I was hoping she'd be here, but Mom said something about getting called away on some new shoot."


"She's good. Crazy busy and always tired," Kim replied. "She uh ... visited ... last weekend actually." Kim's eyes darted to the rear view mirror. I also tilted my head to catch Kim's glance, and allowed myself a little smile. Last weekend had not been Kim's first time having sex with Adrienne, but it was Kim's first time getting worked at both ends like a spit roast by me AND Adrienne.


"I'll bet..." DJ drawled knowingly.


Kim was already blushing and looking away, so she didn't catch DJ's gaze. Collecting herself, she then finished out the rest of the story. "Anyway, we lost touch last year when Adrienne and some of my friends joined the sorority. I hooked up with a different clique. And then Ben and I didn't run into each other again until Professor Isakova invited us both to intern with her this summer."


"Oh, so you're the fellow intern," Brooke said in understanding.


Kim nodded. "I was commuting from my dad's house, which was a real pain, and not only for time. The Professor had an issue with my motorcycle clothing, saying it wasn't professional. And Ben offered to let me stay with him so I wouldn't have to keep shuttling back and forth."


"You ride a motorcycle?" DJ sat up straight, clearly intrigued.


Kim nodded. "Uh-huh."


"What kind?" Brooke chirped.


"Uh, Honda Fireblade."


"Cooool," DJ drawled. "Could you teach me?"


Kim's eyebrows popped. "You want to learn?"


"Hell yeah!" DJ enthused.


I bit back a smirk. The thought of DJ pouring that tight ass and those big tits into a skintight leather outfit while riding a black racing bike entered my head. Even blonde braids coming out the back of a motorcycle helmet were a turn on. And a second later, Dawn reached across the seat to brush her palm over my growing bulge with a knowing smile on her face.


And then out of nowhere, Brooke dropped the bomb. "So how did you end up fucking him?"


Kim went still. "Excuse me?"


I darted my eyes to the rear view mirror again and glared right at my little sister. She felt my gaze and looked back at me before rolling her eyes. "Just thought I'd get this one out of the way. I know my brother. I know Dawn. I already know you're sleeping with him, probably both of them. And certain things are going to go on in this house that everyone will be aware of."


"Oh," Kim gulped, still in mild shock. Trying to regain her bearings, she stammered, "Uh, well ... that stuff is kind of private and..."


"Kim, tell her," I stated in my command voice. I took a deep breath. If Kim was really going to live with us, she was going to see a LOT of things. Maybe this wasn't the ideal time to get into all the details, but Brooke was right. Better to have everything out in the open.


Still a little nervous, Kim looked into the rear view mirror to check with me, and then slid her gaze over to Dawn, who was staring into the back seat. Kim's nerves always got to her in moments like this, and I could visibly see her clamming up.


"Kim, tell her everything," I repeated more firmly.


She took a deep breath and nodded. Though her devotion was to Viktoriya, not to me, having me give her the command to share flipped a mental switch in Kim's mind. I still didn't totally understand it – even after a few weeks of knowing about her submissive personality – but in her mind, being commanded absolved Kim of responsibility. She could say or do things she wouldn't ordinarily be comfortable with, believing that any adverse consequences would be handled by whoever gave her the order. It wouldn't be "her fault".


Sometimes I wished I could push off responsibility that way. It would certainly make ME more relaxed.


In any case, Kim collected herself and then repeated the story I'd first heard at Viktoriya's that night all four of us got together. "I first came to Cal with a very close friend from High School, Grace Choi. She was more than my friend; she was my 'Mistress'. I have a submissive personality and she made all the hard decisions for me. She had a class with Adrienne and they started becoming very close, even intimate on occasion. Sometimes, Grace also had me join them. But I knew that I was just a third wheel in that budding relationship."


Brooke was glancing at me through the mirror now. She'd definitely heard of Grace, especially after Adrienne broke up with me to pursue a lesbian relationship with the pretty Korean.


Kim continued. "I was also becoming friends with Ben. I knew he had a girlfriend, but he was showing an interest in me. He even asked me out one time, but I was too scared and nervous to take him up on it. It's one of those things I always regretted not having the courage to do. But shortly after, Grace told me that she'd worked out a little surprise for Adrienne's boyfriend – I didn't know at the time that it was Ben. She ordered me to join them. And then one night, Adrienne blindfolded Ben, and the three of us went in and triple-teamed him. With the blindfold, Ben never knew it was me. Even though it all happened almost two years ago, he only found out a couple of weeks back."


DJ whistled. "Wow..."


Kim blushed and nodded. "A little while later, Grace wanted to move on from me to have her relationship with Adrienne, and I was left alone. I don't do so well on my own. I had my friends and I had my schoolwork, but that was it. Last year was really hard on me."


Kim had such a haunted look that Brooke reached over and held the girl's hand on top of her thigh, squeezing it reassuringly.


Kim smiled gratefully and took another deep breath. "Then Viktoriya ... Professor Isakova ... offered Ben and me this internship. I'm not sure who was more surprised to see the other. In any case, Viktoriya quickly figured out my submissiveness. And one night, not long after I moved into the house, she seduced me. She's been my Mistress ever since."


Kim seemed to be done, but DJ was quick to point out. "That still doesn't explain how you guys hooked up."


Kim blushed again and looked down demurely. "I didn't know it, but Ben had made Viktoriya HIS sex slave."


"Sex slave?" Brooke chirped with a giggle.


Dawn turned around. "Seriously. He did," she stated with raised eyebrows of excitement. "I TOLD you we were both nailing our professor."


The two 18-year-olds giggled, but they waved Kim on.


Kim sighed and explained, "A couple of weeks ago, Viktoriya arranged for all four of us to be together and she presented me to them as a gift." Still shyly looking downward, Kim nevertheless had a broad smile across her face. "It was wonderful. I'd long wanted to be with both of them, but never had the courage to do it myself. Now, everything is perfect."


There was such a note of contentedness in Kim's voice that Brooke couldn't help but drawl sweetly, "Aww..."


"After that," Kim finished. "Viktoriya suggested that I remain living with them, for my own safety and protection. I didn't want to move out and they wanted me to stay close to them. Honestly, this is the best situation I've ever been in. Viktoriya is still my mentor, and I can go to her whenever I need her. Day-to-day, Ben and Dawn are looking after me. And I can release my sexual urges without the hassles of trying to find a boyfriend who won't take advantage of my nature. Plus, I have the extra time to really focus on my studies. Everything's worked out."


The girls nodded in agreement.


"So you're devoted to my big brother?" Brooke then queried, a curious tone in her voice.


"Uh ... yes," Kim replied a little uncertainly.


"I mean, you would never betray him or Profes-, uh, Viktoriya."


"No, never," Kim immediately stated a little more emphatically.


"And you understand that Ben's lifestyle is a little ... unorthodox."


Kim chuckled. "MY lifestyle is pretty unorthodox. And I'm not one to ever judge anyone else."


"Okay," Brooke stated while collecting herself.


I figured out where my sister was going and darted my eyes to the mirror again. "Brooke..."


My sister met my gaze through the mirror. "Everything out in the open," she reminded me. "And I am NOT quitting like Brandi did."


I took a deep breath and then nodded.


So Brooke shrugged and looked at Kim seriously, stating, "I'm fucking Ben, too."


Kim's eyebrows popped at that revelation.


"Me, too," DJ volunteered from the other side.


Kim's jaw dropped and waggled around a few times. She was suddenly aware that four pairs of eyes were on her, as even Dawn was turned around to look back while I was glancing in the mirror again. And again, I saw her nerves starting to get to her.


But I couldn't order her to be okay with this one. It was a situation she could either accept, or she couldn't. At least she wasn't being asked to take any active actions on her own.


And after another deep breath, Kim turned the situation over in her mind. And nodding slowly, she looked first at Brooke and then over to me. And with a shrug and a smile, she finally stated, "Okay. Thank you for being honest."


Brooke smiled and glanced back at DJ. Dawn sighed with relief and sat back in her seat. And I focused on the road.


Kim was still processing. Staring at nothing in the direction of the seat in front of her, she eventually shook her head and chuckled. And in a quiet voice, she murmured, "Something tells me this is going to be the most interesting year of my life."





It was another pleasant family dinner en masse. Dayna and Brandi came to the house to visit as well, and our two families fell into old habits of conversation as if we'd been having dinners together every night for the past month. Kim was quiet, just observing with wide eyes. But everyone made an effort to make her feel included, especially Deanna Evans.


After the meal was finished, the usual standoff between parents and new college students began. The parents wanted to hang onto their kids as long as possible, delaying the inevitable by clinging to Brooke and DJ and keeping them talking.


The two incoming freshman, on the other hand, were eager to get on the move, to finally be set free after some eighteen years living under their parents' roofs. They stuck around as long as they thought they had to, but soon the girls were making excuses about needing to get back and unpack the rest of their things.


Mom wasn't buying it. She noticed that Brooke was sitting on the padded armrest of the easy chair I was reclining in, her hand brushing against my leg. Ever-protective, Mom shot a glance over to Kim, but Brooke just grinned and nodded to indicate that everything was already taken care of.


So Mom was the one who finally called off the dogs. She stood up and looked to the other three parents, stating, "Well, we can't keep them here forever. It's time to let our little girls go."


"We're not little girls anymore," DJ pointed out.


"You'll always be my little girl," Jack Evans sighed. It was harder for the Evanses. DJ really was their baby, while my parents still had the twins. Still, he stood up as well and then moved to hug his daughter.


That started the chain of hugs all around, which seemed to take almost as much time as the post-dinner conversations. In the end, Jack clapped me with a bear hug, and still with an arm around my shoulders, glanced at Dawn before stating, "You two look after DJ."


Dawn nodded. I just smiled and replied, "Of course."


Jack gave me another pat on the back. "I know you will."


That finished off the round of hugs. I said goodbye to my parents as well and then went to the twins. Eden was just happy for a hug, but Emma actually jumped up and wrapped her legs around my waist. "See you at Christmas," she chirped before pecking my cheek.


At the time, I thought it was just typical baby sister eagerness to see Big Brother for the Holidays. I simply grinned and set her down.


Then Brooke practically dragged me out to the car.





We had just gotten through the front door when DJ grabbed both of my hands and started backing into her bedroom. At the same time, Brooke was shoving me from behind as well.


"Whoa! Whoa!" I flailed a bit, trying to maintain my balance and only managing to slow down our progress into the bigger of the two downstairs bedrooms. And I darted my eyes to Dawn for help.


My girlfriend just giggled and waved me on. And then looking at her little sister, she stated, "You can wear him out all you want. But he's gotta end up sleeping in my bed, got it?"


DJ grinned and nodded, continuing to drag me into her lair. "Sure thing."


Slack-jawed, I watched helplessly as Dawn reached out to grab Kim's hand. The two older girls giggled and then headed upstairs together, my girlfriend blowing me a final kiss. And with my resistance down, Brooke managed to shove me the rest of the way into the bedroom.


DJ wasn't fully unpacked just yet. There were two boxes stacked next to the bed and a duffel bag still full of clothes. But the bed was fully made and the girls wasted no time pushing me onto it. My little sister was then right on top of me, her knees next to my hips as she sat on my stomach. She then grabbed my head and kissed me, moaning in both relief and arousal. And when she finally broke for oxygen, she gave me a wild-eyed look and a smirk. "Hi, big brother," she cooed as if greeting me for the very first time.


"Hey, little one."


Brooke wasn't so little. But she'd maxed out at 5'7", with even the twins already pushing her same height despite only being 14. Still, the twins certainly hadn't caught up to Brooke in curves, where she boasted bigger tits and a rounder ass than even Brandi. I had my hands on that ass while she kissed me, and I let them play there while she moved her own hands to start pulling off my shirt.


"It's been a while," Brooke groaned. "What, since the snowboarding trip? That's eight months!"


"I'm sorry."


She shook her head. "No need to apologize. Let's just make up for lost time, huh?"


"It's been even longer for me. You haven't fucked me since Thanksgiving!" DJ complained in a light tone. I looked past my sister to see that the skinny, busty blonde had almost fully disrobed while I was making out with her best friend. In fact, the only articles she had left were red lingerie, and the bra quickly disappeared after she opened the back clasp to free those mouthwateringly gorgeous 34DD melons.


"Your own fault. It's not like you live far away," Brooke drawled. "And they certainly visited your parents often enough."


"Whatever. We're making up for it," DJ giggled while stepping out of her panties to go fully naked. "Right now!" And then the scathingly hot 18-year-old darted forward and flopped onto the bed beside us.


Above me, Brooke did her little crossover thing to remove her shirt and then reached behind herself to unsnap the bra. Once topless, she then hopped off the bed and reached down to drag my shorts and boxers away, leaving me fully naked on the bed.


By now, I was already french kissing DJ beside me, pawing at her big tits while she fingered her own clit. I was momentarily amazed at how casual DJ was being about this. The last time we'd had sex – the past Thanksgiving as DJ had mentioned – was right after we broke up from our brief but intense romantic relationship. This was a girl who had been in love with me once – and who I'd claimed to be in love with as well – but now we were carrying on as if there had never been any strife between us.


With those thoughts in mind, I paused from my frenetic kissing to pull DJ's head back and look into those sky blue eyes. "There's a reason we haven't done this in a long time, kiddo. Are you okay?"


DJ gave me a Mona Lisa smile. "I was okay the minute I heard you got back together with Dawn. Everything is the way it's supposed to be. You two are together, and you and I are just friends."


"Friends and fuck buddies!" Brooke chimed in.


"Yes, fuck buddies," DJ sighed happily. "Now hurry up and get in me. You're late on giving me that birthday present you promised and I need to feel Big Ben inside me. Please?"


"Sure thing, kiddo." I grinned and rolled DJ onto her back. Her hair was loose, as she'd gone without the braided pigtails for some time now. It haloed around her head and she looked so beautiful staring up at me that I simply HAD to pause to kiss her again.


But DJ was a little less patient, kissing back but dropping her hands off my biceps to grab my hip with her left hand and my cock with her right. She fed me to her semi-moist slit, and once the mushroom head settled into position, she grabbed both my asscheeks and powerfully PULLED.


"Ungh!" DJ grunted as the first few inches of my cock penetrated into her. She felt tighter than usual, not being completely soaked with lubrication just yet. But she doggedly tugged on my ass while planting her feet flat on the bed and lunging her crotch up into me. And a few seconds later, she fell back against the mattress with almost eight inches of man meat stuffed inside her pussy. "Fuck yeah..." she groaned.


"How's it feel?" Brooke suddenly asked from beside my left ear. My little sister even darted in to take a quick nip at my lobe with her lips. And her hand found its way between my legs to fondle my ball sac as I remained fully embedded in her best friend's snatch.


"Gooood..." DJ and I both crooned at the same time. And then the girls giggled again.


"Now remember our deal," Brooke said matter-of-factly to the blonde beneath me. "You go first, but we each get two loads and I get a fifth if we can go that far."


"Five times?" I arched an eyebrow skeptically.


"Don't tell me you're getting old." DJ reached up and patted my shoulder.


I chuckled. "I'm not a teenager anymore."


"That's okay." DJ smiled radiantly up at me while moving the same hand to caress my cheek. "I love you for the quality, not the quantity."


I grinned. "One high quality fuck, coming right up!"





We actually didn't even make it to four loads. I was sincere about the idea of going for quality, not quantity. Besides, I don't think the girls minded since they each had WAY more than four orgasms.


DJ had two while I pummeled her into the mattress, the first straight-up missionary and the second after I pinned her knees back against her shoulders to get even deeper into her body. It was just way too much fun for me to watch those big hooters bouncing with every thrust.


Brooke then had two when I switched over to her. That little fuck seemed less pistoning and more ... crawling. Mid-fuck, my sister scissored her legs around mine and twisted herself onto her side so that I was straddling her left leg with her right wrapped around my waist. We didn't thrust so much as undulate, and after her first orgasm she twisted further so that she was facedown with my chest against her back, even though our legs were still intertwined like that.


I took a break after Brooke shrieked her second orgasm into a pillow, rolling onto my back. DJ was quick to mount me, humping up and down happily while chanting her familiar, "Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck..." She made it even more fun when she pulled me upright and mashed my face into her cleavage, bouncing up and down my pole and wriggling her mammaries against my cheeks at the same time.


I always found it strangely exciting how I could actually feel the [bum-BUMP] of DJ's heartbeat through her pussy walls. The sensation of that heartbeat speeding up as the sexy blonde accelerated to orgasm was enough to get my heart racing as well. And when she went off, so did I.


Brooke was quick to dive between her best friend's legs after that, hungrily slurping my jism out of DJ's box. Meanwhile, the blonde crawled around to slurp on my semi-limp noodle, tasting her own orgasmic fluids mixed with Brooke's and mine as well.


Like always, I got hard again quickly, and seeing my little sister on all fours while she continued eating out her best friend put me in a particular mood. I quickly scrambled to my knees behind her, gripping those perfect asscheeks and then driving my way into the center of her core. I've said it before and I'll say it again: my sisters have dynamite asses. And the sight of Brooke's pretty peach being split open by my cock in her moist peach pit was simply a pleasure to behold.


And if that wasn't fun enough, DJ scrambled underneath her best friend. And the sight of Brooke's pretty peach being split open by my cock in her moist peach pit while her hot blonde of a best friend alternately licks at that same peach pit and tries to tongue my balls every time they slap against her forehead ... well that's even better.


Together, DJ and I simply blew Brooke's mind. The last times I'd been with each girl, we had truly been making love as well as fucking. There had been strong emotional components back then: thinking about the failure of my relationship with DJ on Thanksgiving, and simply appreciating my little sister for a short winter break before I would be leaving again. But that was then.


This was now. DJ was just a friend – a close friend – but we no longer had the romantic tension between us. Brooke would always be my sister, but we wouldn't be parted anytime soon. I could sense that both girls just wanted to let loose, to celebrate their arrival at school as independent young women. And of course, they wanted to enjoy the physical pleasure they hadn't gotten from me in far too long. There would be time for making love and appreciating each other later. Right now, we all just wanted to FUCK.


So I held nothing back. I ravaged Brooke's body, hammering her as hard and as deep as I'd ever done in my life. My hands were a blur, automatically tweaking nipples and caressing nerve bundles and buzzing my thumb across her anus, all things that would maximize my little sister's pleasure. DJ's tongue on her clit was just gravy. And about eight minutes into this particular fuck, Brooke started a cascade of orgasms from which she simply did not know how to stop.


"I'm cumming!" she screamed as the first one tore through her.


"Oh, again!" she shrieked as the second one hit.


"Ohfffcckkk!" Brooke dropped her forehead as the third one rolled right after.


"What the-?" she whimpered as another one came.


"Oh! Ungh! Stop! No! Ungh!"


Neither DJ nor I stopped what we were doing. I kept hammering Brooke's poor pussy, spanking each buttcheek to give her new flashes of sensation right when she thought they would end. And as far as I could tell, DJ was chewing on the young brunette's clit.


"No! Stop!" Brooke gasped breathlessly as her body was wracked with orgasmic wave after wave. She was twitching erratically now, her limbs spastically shooting out to the sides as if she was being electro-shocked. And in the end, she simply whimpered, "Nooooooooo..." before her voice gave out, her eyes closed, and her entire body went as limp as a marionette with cut strings.


DJ just giggled from underneath her best friend. Eventually, we managed to roll Brooke off and to the side, where my little sister just lay there, completely out cold. She even snored just a bit.


I chuckled and then glanced down at the gorgeous naked blonde stretched out upside-down away me, her crystal blue eyes staring up at me, those glorious tits upright a little further away, and the apex of her shaven twat another couple of feet down the bed.


Her eyes twinkled as she looked up at the bottom-side of my waving cock, still glistening with Brooke's nectar and rock hard from having not cum just yet. Reaching her hands around, DJ grabbed onto my ass and pulled my crotch to her. And from her upside-down lying flat on her back position, she slurped my cock into her mouth and sucked powerfully, reaching her right hand back to pump my shaft.


It didn't take long. I was primed from all the vaginal gymnastics Brooke's pussy had put me through, and with DJ's expert cocksucking, I was soon grunting my release. "Gonna cum, Deej," I warned.


Her eyes glittered and she started jacking my rod even harder, moaning as she nursed on my mushroom head. I felt the boiling pressure in my balls suddenly travel up my shaft, thickening my cock's girth just before the hot cream exploded in DJ's mouth. And I gasped in satisfaction as I poured out a fantastic load of spunk into the youngest Evans daughter's mouth.


When I was done spurting, DJ dropped away. And holding her breath, she gaped her mouth open wide, looking up at me upside-down and grinning while the creamy pool of spunk floated around inside. The grin carried up her cheeks, almost making her spill it. But she gulped the load down and lay there, catching her breath.


A moment later, DJ arched an eyebrow at me and commented, "You know, that was only two."


I nodded, looking down at my cock which was still semi-hard. I was definitely used to going more than two rounds a session. "That it was."


The impish blonde grinned, and then quickly rolled and rolled to the edge of the bed, reaching over to her nightstand and fishing out a familiar clear bottle with a purple cap.


"You wanna finish a trifecta with me?" DJ giggled while waving the Astroglide in my direction.


I chuckled, thinking of DJ's gloriously tight butt. There are few things more empowering to a guy than watching a girl throw her head back and scream as your cock skewers her asshole, and I could already feel my cock hardening as I thought about making that particular vision come true.


"Absolutely."





-- SEPTEMBER 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



I reclined in my black swivel chair, kicking my right ankle up onto my left knee. There was just enough room for me to do this, with my foot fitting underneath the overhang of the long desk curving in an arc across the lecture hall. The back of my chair bumped up against the wall separating me from the row behind and above. And with a little smirk I paused to admire the ass in front of me.


The ass in question was encased in a smooth black skirt, cut to the knees and revealing light tan stockings beneath that descended all the way down to black pumps. Above the ass was a crisp blouse, heavily starched, and form-fitting to the lithe upper body of the beautiful woman. And the blouse was in a cool blue color, befitting the woman's moniker of "Professor Ice".


Viktoriya's chestnut brown hair was up in a tight bun today, showing off her graceful neck. And when the gorgeous Eastern European babe turned around to face the small lecture hall, her dark blue eyes flitted across mine, and I swear a little smile tugged at the corners of her lips.


She was smiling with good reason. Last night I'd done a particularly good number on her, a mind-blowing threesome that ended with Kim obediently slurping my cum out of her ass. But today was a new day, and I shooed away the idle thoughts and tried to focus on what Viktoriya was saying to the assembled students. The summer internship was over. We were published. And once again, she was my teacher. I even had to call her "Professor" in public. I didn't think our affair was completely over, but I sensed that our situation had now changed.


"Finally," Professor Isakova stood up straight and surveyed the class. "We will be forming teams for your group projects. You will have the next twenty minutes to meet and organize yourselves. Discuss your schedules and living locations, etcetera. And by our next class, I expect you to have chosen a team leader. Understood?"


She got her head nods and nodded in return. Then holding up a sheet, Viktoriya began reading off names. I zoned out a bit, glancing over to Dawn, who was sitting beside me. Our eyes communicated our thoughts to each other: Had Viktoriya picked teams at random? Did she choose them? And if she chose them, would she have deliberately separated Dawn from me?


I got my answer a few seconds later. My brain perked up when I heard my name called. And then in quick succession, five more names followed: "Dawn Evans, Kim Fukuzaki, Robert Kim, Chevelle Morrison, and Sasha Serafian."


My eyebrows popped up and a little smile crossed my face. Viktoriya also glanced over at me, that Cheshire smile crossing her face as well. Dawn had been correct back in June: after giving my professor the most orgasmic summer of her life, I was getting preferential treatment. And as I held the gaze of my professor for just a split-second longer, I saw the extra twinkle in her eye. Not only did she team me with my girlfriend Dawn, my roommate Kim, and one of my best friends Bert, but she also sent me Chevelle and Sasha, two of the hottest girls in our class. As long as I could keep my brain focused on the classwork, this was gonna be fun.


Since Bert, Kim, Dawn, and I were already sitting together, we waved over our two other teammates. Though we'd never had significant interaction with either girl in the past two years, there are only so many business students at the school and it's pretty easy to start matching names to faces, especially with the hot ones. Of course, I was also aware that these particular two hot girls had boyfriends, but I wasn't looking to get laid. I had "the harem" waiting for me at home (as DJ put it), and I was hoping to just enjoy being surrounded by beauty without too much sexual tension.


The two girls ended up taking two chairs in the row immediately in front of ours, rotating their chairs around so we could all face each other, with Bert jumping over to join them. The slight elevation gave me a nice angle on both sets of cleavage, Sasha's demurely covered by a ruffled blouse and Chevelle's more on display in a spaghetti-strap tank top with no bra. Actually, Chevelle never wore a bra. She shunned makeup too, for that matter, although she had some rather elaborate tattoos traveling up her left arm and over her shoulder. The dirty-blonde babe was a self-styled hippie, often walking around in bell bottom jeans and wearing flowers in her very long hair. Today's white-leafed adornments looked to have been picked from the bushes just outside the building.


"Hello! I'm Chevelle!" the fresh-faced girl said brightly, green eyes twinkling. She actually offered her hand to shake, and with a shrug, I took it before letting her shake hands all around.


"That's an interesting name," Bert piped up as she shook his hand.


"My dad," she stated in an amused tone, seemingly used to the interest in her unusual name. "It was his first car. Had to sell it when my mom got pregnant with me. I guess I was the replacement."


We all chuckled at that. But the gorgeous blonde wasn't done. "Actually, it's still an easier name than Chalchiuitl. That was my name in one of my previous lives as an Aztec priestess."


Bert's jaw actually dropped at that. The rest of us just sort of looked at each other, wondering if the hippie chick was serious. And Chevelle just beamed, giving us a happy smile.


Breaking the momentary awkwardness, Sasha then introduced herself. She had no anecdote to explain her name other than that her mom thought it was pretty.


"Appropriate," Chevelle chirped, adding with a breathy sigh, "You're beautiful." And the hippy girl promptly let her eyes rove quite obviously over the sixth member of our team.


Sasha blushed, a little embarrassed to be called on her attractiveness so bluntly right in the middle of a class and even more to be so obviously ogled by Chevelle. But she was beautiful, with a tanned complexion, big expressive eyes, and a lingerie model's body, complete with a rack to die for. Not that Sasha was putting her body on display. If anything, she tended to dress down with baggy clothing, as if trying to avoid unwanted attention.


Chevelle noted Sasha's mild discomfort. "Oh, don't mind me. I just say whatever pops into my head. Society has too many rules barring peoples' freedom to express themselves."


Dawn caught my eye and arched her eyebrow ever so slightly, an amused smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.


"Thank you for the compliment," Sasha said gracefully, but still blushed and looked down while brushing a dark lock of hair back behind her ear.


The rest of us then introduced ourselves, making it apparent that Kim, Bert, Dawn, and I were already quite familiar with each other before this class. Sasha was quick to notice and asked, "Professor Ice really put you and your girlfriend on the same team?"


Dawn and I looked at each other and shrugged.


Sasha just chuckled and smiled. "Well, I hope you guys don't break up. I really want to ace this class."


Dawn and I grinned at each other while Bert chimed in, "Don't worry about it. These two are practically married."


I waved off any further discussion and mentally noted the time. We'd already burned half our time just making introductions. "Anyway, we need to coordinate schedules before we leave today and figure out the best time to meet as a group. Does anyone have any preferred times of day?"


"Mornings are great with me!" Chevelle chirped immediately.


"Ugh, better not be before classes," Bert drawled. "I, for one, enjoy sleep."


"I was thinking right after this class," I put in. "It's a lunch period, so I'm hoping we're all free. Plus, we'll have our assignments fresh in mind."


"That's a good idea," Sasha agreed. "On days when we need to meet, we can just go out for lunch together."


"I'm vegan," Chevelle explained. "But I think most days I can just bring my own food if you want to go somewhere greasy. I'm not weird about watching you guys mutilate the dead flesh of some poor defenseless animal."


Dawn giggled. "But apparently weird enough to crack jokes about it."


Chevelle beamed, showing off twin rows of perfect teeth.


"Does anyone live far away from campus?" Sasha then asked. "If not, we could also meet in the evenings somewhere."


Bert raised his hand, and then glanced at me. "I BART in, so I'd rather not have any regular meetings after dinner. But if something comes up, I think I can crash with these guys."


Dawn and I both nodded in agreement. And then Dawn spread her hands. "Looks like lunch after class seems the easiest."


That got head nods around the table. And then after the briefest pang of nervousness, I added, "We also need to pick a team leader."


Bert grinned at me. "The tone in your voice makes me think you're volunteering."


"I'd like to," I nodded. "But if someone else wants to be in charge, I'm happy to talk it out."


Dawn wasn't about to compete against me. She smiled and rubbed my arm, telling me she had my back. Chevelle sat back looking content to just go along for the ride, as did Bert. And of course, Kim was the exact opposite of a team leader.


Sasha, on the other hand, leaned forward. "I'd like to be considered, too. I know I can do this." There was a sharpness in her eyes that told me this was an intelligent girl used to getting her way.


"Well, I'm not going to put it to a vote," I said, glancing at Kim, Bert, and Dawn. I already knew I had the numbers if it went to that. "We don't know how everyone works just yet, how we're going to mesh once we actually start working on something. Also, I don't think this team leader thing has to be permanent. Even if we pick someone now, we may figure out that we work better with someone else in charge, or even a democratic approach."


"Fair enough," Dawn stated. "How we work internally is entirely up to us, but if I may say so without bias: We're all going to get better grades if Ben is our official team leader."


"How is that unbiased?" Sasha queried, with just a bit of an edge in her voice.


Dawn held her hands up defensively. "Actually, I don't mean this as his girlfriend. I certainly know that for all his talents, Ben can't do everything on his own. What I mean is – if you haven't noticed already – Professor Isakova has a soft spot for him. Look at this team. Point blank: she gave him his girlfriend, his roommate, one of his best friends, and two beautiful girls to round out the team." Dawn gestured to Chevelle and Sasha, the two girls looking at themselves and then at each other.


"But more obviously," Dawn continued. "Kim and Ben were the Professor's interns this summer. They understand her better than any of us, and will know what it takes to make her happy."


The girls looked at Kim, who shrugged and nodded to me.


Dawn smirked. "I know you want to be in charge, Sasha. But Ben IS capable, and if you really want to ace this class, he's a guaranteed ticket to an 'A'."


So it was decided. I became the team leader.





Bert, Kim, Dawn, and I got lunch together. But after lunch, I decided to pay a special visit to someone who deserved some gratitude. I walked the intimately familiar pathway up to her door, knocked, and was pleased when she invited me inside.


"Viktoriya," I stated in my deep, commanding voice, and then waited expectantly.


She looked up and smiled at me. "Hello, Ben."


I arched an eyebrow. I'd been expecting the transformation from staid Professor Ice into my personal sex slave, but no change had been forthcoming. Still, I was used to the routine. So I took a deep breath and then commanded, "Assume the position."


Viktoriya inhaled and then reclined her desk chair. I saw a quiver on her lip, but she steadied herself and then steepled her fingers. And pressing her index fingers to the bridge of her nose, she closed her eyes and said, "I'm sorry. I cannot do that anymore."


Disappointment was evident on my face, but I paused to collect myself. I'd actually forgotten that Viktoriya had told me this would only last for the summer, and that among many other changes, I'd have to go back to calling her "Dr. Isakova" when the new year began. The new year was NOW.


Still, I couldn't help but pout as I told her, "I just wanted to thank you, for putting my team together the way you did."


She smiled radiantly. Viktoriya always looked extra beautiful when she was actually smiling. "You are very welcome," she replied warmly and then took another deep breath. And still exhaling, she sighed, "I feel I would have very much liked your way of showing thanks."


Her accent made the comment rather sexy, and I grinned. "Yes, I would have made sure you did." I then arched an eyebrow and took a step forward. Hey, I'd come here expecting a glorious fuck, and I was still pretty horny. "Sure I can't tempt you into letting me show you?"


"No, Benjamin."


Even the use of my full name didn't deter me. "Just one last time?"


She took another deep breath, this time staring at me a little more coldly, without any trace of a smile. This was the cold blue stare that earned her the nickname Professor Ice. My sex slave was completely gone. "No, Benjamin. I will show you the restraint that comes with maturity and age. We had a wonderful summer, but that time is up."


The air deflated out of me. I sighed, my shoulders drooping from the upright posture I'd carried ever since entering the room. "I suppose it is. I can't say you didn't warn me."


She shook her head obligingly.


"Well thank you," I stated in a calm voice. "For everything, really. I learned a lot this summer."


Viktoriya nodded, and then after a moment's thought, stood up from behind the desk and walked around to meet me. She placed herself just inches away, her heels boosting her height enough that she didn't have to look up too much to gaze into my eyes. She was truly an exquisitely beautiful woman, with lustrous hair and a wonderful complexion. Only the mild wrinkling at the corners of her eyes gave her away, and I realized I would truly miss being in a more intimate relationship with the older woman.


I hadn't thought much about her lately, but I wondered what Keira McNeil – and little Colin – were up to right now.


But then my mind was jerked right back to the present as for the very first time, Viktoriya firmly gripped my face in both of her hands. And then tilting my head, we came together for one last white-hot kiss.


It was over too soon. Just as forcefully as she'd brought my lips to hers, she pushed me away, turning and striding purposefully back around to her side of the desk. I thought I caught a fleeting glimpse of sadness on her face when she turned, but her expression was unreadable by the time she actually looked over at me again.


"Goodbye, Ben."


"Goodbye ... Dr. Isakova."


She smiled when I used her title. And then I turned to leave the room.


But just as I got to the door handle, a thought occurred to me. I paused and then glanced back at my onetime lover. "Are you ... ah ... going to have a similar conversation with Kim?"


Viktoriya blushed and bent her head, letting a few locks of her dark hair fall over her left eye. And when she looked up at me, it was with a fresh Cheshire smile. "Not exactly. Goodbye, Ben."


I mused on that for a moment, then opened the door and left.





Dawn, Bert, and I returned to the house in the evening to find it already unlocked. Our sisters must have beaten us home. And feeling cheerful, I called out, "Hi honey, we're home!"


"Welcome home, dear!" Gwen called back in the same joking tone.


I darted a glance to Dawn, who just giggled and wrapped herself around my arm as we went into the living room. Gwen Tannenbaum and Robin Aldrin, Dawn's friends since high school, were chuckling as well when we turned the corner. Gwen, with her long dirty-blonde hair falling in curls and waves down and over her nice tits, was fully reclined with her feet up on the coffee table and crossed at her ankles. Robin, the petite brunette with the black retro glasses, was sitting in a lotus position next to her best friend while the two watched TV. Not only did our house have the biggest living room among us, but we also had the biggest TV. So the house definitely was the hangout spot.


"Hey, how was your day?" Bert asked in a friendly tone, flopping down on the couch beside Robin and patting her leg. The two had dated for a year and a half before breaking up this past spring, but they'd managed to stay friends.


Robin caught up Bert while I glanced around and asked Gwen, "Our sisters let you in?"


Gwen nodded. "They left twenty minutes ago. Said they were getting dinner with some of their classmates."


I smiled. "That's good. It's never easy making friends at a new school."


Dawn patted my back. "DJ has some High School friends here. Don't worry. Brooke'll fit right in."


We all settled in while Dawn, Kim, and Gwen went into the kitchen to start dinner. The rest of us opened up our bookbags to start on our assignments, but we just sat around talking instead of studying. It was the first week of school, and no one was really in the mood to do homework.


By dinner time, the conversation turned to our business class, and Gwen smirked while asking, "Seriously? You ALL got put on a team together? What'd you do, give your professor the Big Ben Experience this summer?"


Dawn giggled and Kim covered her mouth. Dawn then composed herself and sighed. "Yeah, right. She's Professor Ice."


Gwen looked a little skeptically at me after the girls' initial reactions. I just chuckled and shook my head, not commenting. It's not that I was ashamed of what we were doing, but some things are just better left private, especially when concerning a professor. And I knew if I opened my mouth I would somehow give myself away. I was still a pretty bad liar.


Dawn again came to the rescue. "Sure, the Professor is playing favorites. Both Ben and Kim were her interns this summer. But at the same time, she very well could be extra-tough on them."


"I'll say," Kim sighed glumly. "Everyone in the class knows we interned with Professor Isakova. Now we've got a big target on our backs."


I frowned. "You said we'd have a free ride to easy 'A's!" I whined to Dawn.


My girlfriend patted my arm. "We do, as long as we live up to our potential. The Professor knows what we're capable of. If we slack off, she'll murder us in grading."


I groaned. "NOW you tell me."


Everyone got a good chuckle out of that, but then Bert changed the subject. "Hey, are you guys still thinking to have a big house party to kick off the new year?"


Dawn and I looked at each other. We hadn't discussed a party. "Huh?"


Robin followed right along. "Yeah. There's been a party here the first Friday the past two years."


"Oh, riiight." Jogging my memory, I recalled how my freshman year our older sisters Dayna and Brandi had thrown a big shindig where I got to meet all their hot friends. Lynne Arian and Felicia Clarkson had even come to that one. But it had turned a little sour when one of Dayna's boytoys wouldn't take 'no' for an answer with Dawn. And then last year we had another big party, although it was far less eventful. A party DID seem like fun. But...


"I don't know," Dawn drawled slowly, looking at me for confirmation.


Once again, we were on the same page. "I just don't think we're the kind of social creatures Dayna and Brandi were. They always had a blast dancing and flirting and going nuts with fifty of their closest friends."


Gwen snorted and smiled. "Sounds like fun."


"Fine, you have a party at YOUR apartment," Dawn sassed.


"I just don't know that it's really 'us', you know?" I shrugged. "Who would we even invite?"


Bert grinned. "I'm sure there are a bunch of Tri-Delts who wouldn't mind showing up. And your sisters have brought a couple of friends by here already. I wouldn't mind hanging out with a few of those tasty young-"


"Bert," Robin interrupted. "Get your head out of the gutter."


Bert just grinned while I shook my head. Half the time, the guy seemed like my nerdier alter-ego, the guy I might have become had my growth spurt and Keira McNeil not gotten a hold of me. The other half of the time, he reminded me more of Kenny Doyle, my best friend/horndog from high school.


"How about a barbecue?" Kim offered out of thin air. She was a friendly girl when comfortable (i.e. when she was alone with Dawn and me), but she didn't talk a whole lot in a group, something I should have noticed about her earlier. And to hear her voice got everyone's attention. She certainly made logical sense whenever she spoke.


"Hmm, barbecue..." I rolled the idea over in my head. "We can celebrate the start of the year and mix with some new people. But it'll be low-key. That's a great idea, Kim."


The pretty Japanese girl beamed.


"We'll all have to put in some work to plan it, though," Dawn warned cautiously. The others around the table just nodded in agreement.


Bert then gave me a deadly serious look. "You're still gonna invite the Tri-Delts though, right?"





Now even though Bert, Kim, Dawn, and I were all in the Undergraduate Business Program together, we didn't ALL have the exact same classes. However, Dawn and I HAD done our best to coordinate, again managing to match up our schedules for every class but one. The next day, our class just before lunch was one just for her and me. Because our little sisters were still new to the campus, we'd already made plans to meet up with them at one of our favorite cafés. And upon arrival, we found DJ waiting by herself.


Well, not exactly by herself. Brooke wasn't with her, since they were coming from different classes. But there were two guys at her table, clearly trying to pick up on the smoking hot young blonde.


"Ben!" DJ perked up with a happy smile as soon as we walked in. Immediately, she got to her feet while the two boys turned around to look in annoyance at our arrival. And DJ promptly hopped over to me and wrapped her arms around my neck while planting a ferocious kiss right on my lips.


The two guys took the hint and left. Dawn giggled behind me and apparently went to sit down before someone else took the table. But a few seconds later, after it became clear that DJ and I weren't separating anytime soon, my girlfriend drawled, "Guys, they're gone now."


"Un-minnutt..." DJ mumbled, holding up a single finger while grabbing my head and pulling me back into our kiss. I chuckled and kissed the girl back before she finally pulled away and let me sit down at the table. I rather pointedly ignored the odd stares heading our way. Walking around with hot chicks like Dawn and DJ always drew attention, no matter what city I was in.


"Thanks for the rescue," DJ finally sighed as she took the spot across me, with Dawn by my side.


I chuckled and shook my head. "Uh, my pleasure." It WAS a good kiss.


Dawn glanced back to the door. "What was wrong? Those guys seemed cute."


DJ waved her hand. "I don't care about cute right now. Chasing boys got me really distracted in High School, and it nearly ruined my chances of getting into Cal. I think I'm going to lay off boyfriends for a while." She then took a sip of her soda and offered it over to me. "Better get lots of fluids. You're gonna have to keep me satisfied for the time being."


I arched an eyebrow. "Uh, I DO have a girlfriend you know."


DJ giggled. "I know. It's a good thing I'm in tight with her, too. I know she'll share."


I sighed. Dawn was loyal to me. Kim trusted only me. Brooke was staying faithful to Andrew, except for me. And now DJ. The girls were really serious about this harem thing.


Shaking my head, I just shrugged and asked, "Where's Brooke?"


DJ swallowed her next sip before replying. "Uh, she said she was going to be a little late. She wanted to bring a new friend she met at class." DJ then swept her hand up to the counter. "Go ahead and order. I already did." She finished by gesturing to her own plastic tray.


I nodded and was about to get up, but Dawn touched my shoulder. "I'll get it. Your usual? You'd better stay here and keep the vultures away from my baby sister."


Both DJ and I chuckled at that while Dawn circled around me and got in line. DJ and I then chatted for a bit, talking about her class and how to handle her professor when the door to the café opened and a sharp gasp drew my attention.


"Ben???"


I blinked and looked over to the door. She was backlit by the sunlight outdoors, but after a moment I was able to make out the very familiar set of features. She was pretty, very pretty, with a mixed Asian heritage. Her naturally black hair had sun-faded to a neutral brown and was interwoven with a little blonde, more like a natural bleaching than Kim Fukuzaki's more obvious salon-bought highlights. Her skin was tanned, befitting a girl who spent a lot of time outdoors, and she had a wonderfully toned, long, lithe body. And the final dead giveaway was the puka shell necklace adorning her delicate neck.


"Meli?" I gaped in surprise. "Meli Kanemura?"


"Uh ... hi." The pretty girl's golden brown eyes twinkled pleasantly as she recovered a bit. "Funny running into you here."


"Uh..." Brooke interrupted from right beside the taller girl. "Do you two know each other?"


Carnally. I quashed the mental thought as soon as it entered my head. Blinking quickly, I looked at my sister and gestured to her companion. "Uh, well ... You remember Brandi's ex-boyfriend Matt? This is his little sister. We met just before last Christmas."


Brooke's eyes flew open in disbelief.


For her part, Meli just cocked a hip out to the side as a wicked smile crossed her lips. "Small world..." she murmured. "I was hoping I'd run into you at some point. I figured I'd have to ask the Tri-Delts to track you down. Or are you still living at the same house?" And then she turned, gesturing with an upturned hand with a single extended finger to my sister. "And how do YOU know Ben?"


There was a clear innuendo in Meli's voice, as if she were asking if Brooke were one of my many conquests. Quick to head off that train of thought, I explained, "Brooke is my little sister."


NOW Meli looked really surprised. "Oh!" She darted her gaze back and forth between us, looking for the family resemblance before finally getting it and sighing, "Ohhh ... Seriously, small world."


Just then, Dawn returned to the table, tray in hand. "Hey, Brooke. Who's your friend?"





The rest of the week passed more or less uneventfully. My days were filled with shuttling to and from class, hanging out with my friends, and having the hot babes under my roof rotating in and out of my bed. Despite the location change of my bedroom and my new status as an upperclassman, life didn't seem so different from when I was a Freshman or Sophomore. I still ran around killing spiders for the girls. I still changed lightbulbs and adjusted leaky toilets. I still doted on my girlfriend. And I still had impromptu quickies with my roommates.


I banged DJ on top of the washing machine during the spin cycle that same afternoon; she was serious about me keeping her satisfied for the time being. Brooke joined me in the shower Tuesday night, bringing back many memories of the shower in our parents' house. Kim came into my room Wednesday evening, with orders from Viktoriya to visit her house with my spooge still inside her pussy (we'd gotten the girl on The Pill). And of course, Dawn was in my bed every night, although we merely cuddled, without sex, after I'd already gotten my rocks off on Tuesday and Wednesday nights.


It was a good life.


As soon as Dawn and I finished our last class on Friday, we went home to begin prepping for the barbecue. Initially, I felt the need to take charge of the setup, to prove myself as a project leader. But Dawn wound up one-upping me, telling me "I got it" and then sending me into the backyard on grill duty.


I protested at first, saying that I had this under control. But she shut me up with a searing kiss and reading my mind, told me, "You can be 'Mr. In Charge' with the team project. But throwing a party is MY turf." She had such a radiant smile that I just smiled and nodded. And then I busied myself cleaning up the grill, making sure we had plenty of propane, and setting out the raw meat.


People started showing up at six, just before sunset. The early September weather was still warm enough for T-shirts and shorts. And soon the backyard began to fill up with girls wearing even less than that.


Invitations had spread by word of mouth, bringing together an eclectic mix of people from four distinctly different cliques: my crew, Kim's close friends, new freshman, and yes, a few Tri-Delts. My crew and Kim's friends were already casually acquainted, although Kim's nerd-bikers tended to dress differently, since many of them actually rode over to the house. That group had the most males (all four of them). Brooke's and DJ's freshman friends were noticeably younger, and decidedly female. There were a couple of boyfriends in the mix, but only the two matched up against eight froshling girls. And then of course all the Tri-Delts were female, though a couple of them brought boyfriends as well. So there was a noticeable gap in the male-female ratio.


And that gap was even more pronounced around me. Kim's friends hadn't shown a whole lot of interest in me, other than to come by and grab food. But Brooke's and DJ's freshman girlfriends were in a little bit of a tizzy over meeting the famous big brother that those two always talked about. And with scantily-clad sorority girls like Jocelyn Canilao, Andie Holland, and Tonya Brackett orbiting around me, those freshmen only got even more curious.


"Hi there! You must be Ben!" a perky blonde greeted while I was manning the grill. "I recognize the resemblance to Brooke."


"Guilty as charged," I returned while looking up, stifling a chuckle while nevertheless smiling mirthfully. The pretty girl before me was definitely vamping it up, jutting her hip out to the side and posing herself for maximum sex appeal. But at the same time, it was clear she was still an awkward, gangly teenager.


"I'm Tammy," she introduced herself, holding out an empty plate. "This is Beth." The somewhat shy, petite brunette next to Tammy blushed but also held out her plate.


"Friends of Brooke and DJ?" I asked.


"How'd you know?" Tammy frowned.


I bit back another chuckle and just shook my head. "Lucky guess." Both plates lacked buns for hot dogs or hamburgers, so I used the tongs to pick up a chicken breast. "Chicken?"


"Yep!" Tammy said a little too enthusiastically, watching as I placed the meat on her plate.


Beth frowned before realizing she didn't have a hamburger bun, then quickly scooted away to retrieve said bun from the table to my right. That gave Tammy an extra ten seconds to make minor chit-chat with me until Beth returned, and with an ineptly-delivered "See you around..." she left with her friend in tow.


I smiled to myself as I returned to the grill, musing on just how innocently awkward that little encounter had been. After the last couple years being at Cal, I'd gotten used to being flirted with by many of the campus girls, ranging from the newest freshmen to seniors and even a college professor. But in all that time, I'd never been consciously aware of the maturity level of the girls around me. Tri-Delt pledges had played their seduction games with me when most were no older than Tammy or Beth, but I'd never noticed just how young they seemed.


Maybe Tammy and Beth were just a little less socially developed than the predatory Tri-Delts. But maybe they were just ... froshlings. 18-year-old girls didn't seem so immature to me when I was their age, but now that I was an upperclassmen, things just seemed ... different.


The next two years of college weren't going to be quite like the first two.


In any case, I spent a lot of that evening flirting while flipping burgers, dogs, and chicken. With the high female ratio, we actually went through a LOT of chicken, which kept me chained to the grill for most of the evening. But even though I spent a lot of time there, I was kept constantly entertained. Actually, half the entertainment came from Carli Singer, this year's Pledge Mistress, going out of her way to recruit amongst the freshman girls. It was a little late to rush this fall, as those activities were organized ahead of time for girls who knew they wanted to join a sorority right away. But the sororities were always looking for new members (like Adrienne last year) and Carli was laying the groundwork to have some of these girls pledge the next year, or even offer an informal bid in the Spring.


Meli Kanemura was also at the barbecue, mingling freely with both the freshman girls and with the Tri-Delts. While she had chosen not to rush the sorority, or any sorority for that matter, she'd still made friends with girls like Jocelyn and Kelly Park at this very house last winter. And it was while Carli was re-pitching the sorority to her that the mention of a party came up.


"That's right!" Carli enthused, immediately turning to me. "Ben, you HAVE to come tomorrow!"


"Tomorrow? What?"


Meli was quick to explain. "Apparently there's a party at the Tri-Delt house tomorrow night, to welcome all the girls who've already accepted bids."


I arched an eyebrow. "Sounds private."


"It is," Carli nodded. "It's not an open party: invitation only. But you KNOW we can get one of the sisters to formally bring you as their date. And for some of the things we've got planned, a guy like you is exactly what we need."


There was a world of innuendo in Carli's voice, quickening my heartbeat. But I took a deep breath and sighed. "You know I have a girlfriend now."


The pretty redheaded Pledge Mistress noted the seriousness in my voice and sighed. "I know, I know," she conceded. "It would have been fun, though."


"What would?" Dawn was just joining the group, Gwen in tow. She brought me a cold beer and handed it over with a smile.


Carli turned to my girlfriend. "I was just asking Ben if he'd come to a party we're having at the Chapter House tomorrow night. He's declining, though."


Dawn frowned. "Why?"


I shrugged. "It's a private sorority party. They'd arrange to get me in, but I wouldn't go anywhere without you."


"Oh, you don't have to miss out because of me."


"Uh, you KNOW what's going to happen if I go to that party."


My beautiful blonde girlfriend giggled, waggling her eyebrows. "Of course. I'll get to hang out here at home and have a girls night without worrying about you knocking me upside the head and dragging me into our bedroom to have your way with me!" She erupted into peals of laughter, probably buoyed by a few beers, and Gwen was giggling right along with her.


Carli pounced. "Does that mean you'll let him come?"


"Sure. Why not?" Dawn beamed at me, absolutely nothing but love in her eyes.


Two years ago I would have LEAPED at the chance to become a Tri-Delt plaything, just another freshman guy looking for all the sex he could get. Last year, I would have confidently accepted, already certain of my role and status amongst the sorority girls. But now?


"Thanks for the invite, Carli. But no. Those days are behind me."


"Aww..." Carli pouted.


Jocelyn had appeared, and she wrapped herself around my arm. "Please ... You KNOW we'll make it worth your while."


I didn't push her away. Indeed, I simply hugged Jocelyn even tighter, comfortable in the old familiarity we had with each other's body. But I just pecked the top of her head and said, "Sorry." And then I looked over at the true love of my life. "This is one manslut that's settling down. I'm perfectly happy to stay right here."





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.


The hand, of course, was still attached. I watched Dawn pull her ball-point pen away, the sharp conical metal tip gleaming like a surgical instrument. And rolling my eyes, I shot her a quick glare of pure – but temporary – hatred.


At least class was already over. Professor Ice was answering questions at the front of the lecture hall, and a dozen or so students were in the aisle next to me on their way out the door. Belatedly, I snapped shut my folder and grabbed for my messenger bag.


"One would think that our fearless leader could at least remain awake for a lecture," a voice scolded from behind me.


I craned my head around to see Sasha Serafian shaking her head with mild disgust as she fought against the flow of traffic to meet up with us. But instead of responding to her, I simply glanced over at Dawn. "What did I miss?"


"Nothing too important. We'll talk about it at lunch."


"Yeah, we'll talk about it. You won't have anything to say since you didn't hear a damn thing," Sasha seethed petulantly.


"Doesn't really matter."


"Of COURSE it matters!" Sasha actually stamped her foot.


I arched an eyebrow and caught Kim's attention before turning back to Sasha. "Ricardian equivalence? No it doesn't. David Ricardo rejected the theory himself. It's a minor footnote that could possibly be on a test. But otherwise, it's an irrelevant proposition that Professor Ice only used to prove a point about how the Keynesians overreacted. And it certainly doesn't have anything to do with our group project. So relax."


Sasha's mouth opened, but no other sounds came out as she stewed over my assessment. Then she furrowed her eyebrows and gave me a look that clearly wondered how the hell I got all that despite being unconscious.


Kim stepped in. "We covered it this summer during our internship. Probably why Ben fell asleep."


Sasha's eyes bugged out and she goggled back and forth between Kim and me. "Oh," she conceded.


"Don't worry," Bert put in. "You'll have plenty more opportunities to complain about Ben falling asleep. He'll do it during a really important lecture soon enough."


My best friend grinned at me before leaning over and putting his hand on Sasha's shoulder. "Sleeping is part of Ben's shtick to ace classes," he said in low, measured tones, as if imparting some serious bit of wisdom.


But Sasha wasn't listening anymore. She was busy almost violently pulling herself away from Bert's hand, enough to bump into Chevelle, who was coming up behind her.


"Whoa!" Chevelle braced Sasha for a second, before the brunette jerked away from her in surprise as well. "Chill out, man! It's just me. You need to learn to relax."


Regaining her balance, Sasha just clutched her books tighter over her chest. She was actually quite cute like this, with tensed jaw and cautious dark eyes. But at the same time, she was clearly uncomfortable.


"Hey, relax." I held my hands up. "Bert didn't mean anything."


Wincing, Bert nodded. We'd quickly figured out that Sasha wasn't the touchy-feely type, as both Bert and I were too used to greeting our female friends with hugs and other casual touches. Sasha was just fine interacting with Dawn, Kim, and Chevelle; but she was one of those girls that just kept their distance from guys like Bert and me.


I was used to it. Actually, among those that knew my reputation, there seemed to be only two types of girls in the world nowadays: those who wanted to jump my bones and receive their own Big Ben Experience, and those who feared that I would somehow seduce them against their will if they came within ten feet of me. And there were far more of the second category than the first.


But Chevelle wasn't one of them. Twirling her long blonde hair around her left index finger, she sidled up to me and wrapped an arm around my waist. "Enjoy your beauty sleep, Benno?"


I patted Chevelle's opposite hip and then stepped away from her. She liked to flirt, but I meant what I'd told Dawn about putting my manslut past behind me. Besides, Chevelle had a boyfriend, and I had no interest in messing with any more girls who were already taken. I certainly had enough pussy at home. I shrugged and looked across the team. "I'm wonderfully refreshed. Let's go."


Our usual spot was just a hop, skip, and a jump away from the classroom, over at Faculty Glade. We'd staked out a spot in the tree shade, and I kept a big foldable nylon picnic blanket in my pack for these regular group meetings. Everyone brought a lunch, since no one wanted to waste the others' time to buy food.


An hour later, the food was pretty much gone, and the conversation had long turned away from the project to girly topics. Chevelle had proven that her mouth didn't have a censor on it, as she continually blurted out whatever popped into her pretty little head. While Sasha could be quite driven and focused when discussing academics, she turned into a regular socialite when it came to fashion, food, and the latest celebrity scandals. And of course, Dawn was comfortable chatting with just about anybody. Even Kim followed along, never calling attention to herself but participating in the "girl talk" quite adequately.


Heck, even Bert had a few of his own misogynistic comments (in jest) to throw in.


Me? I quite contentedly lay flat on my back with my head in Dawn's lap. I stared up at the tree branches, the conversation beside me just mingling with the sounds of nature around me.


"tweet, tweet" the birds high above chirped to each other.


The creek that ran alongside the glade babbled as the water wound its way westward.


The wind rustled the leaves in the trees.


"So what do you think, Ben?"


"Ben? Earth to Ben?"


I blinked twice and looked up to see my true love staring down at me, her face oriented at a 90-degree angle to my own. She grinned, flashing me twin rows of perfect teeth. And her sunny blonde hair cascaded down, just tickling my cheeks as she leaned over.


"Where did you go?" she asked mirthfully.


I grinned, my mind a blank slate. "Nowhere." As my eyes focused, my ever-wandering gaze caught not only the beauty of Dawn's face, but also the underside curvature of her large breasts, twin mounds that dented out the fabric of her sweater. And I grinned, momentarily reaching up to pat them, murmuring, "But now I know where I'd like to go."


"Ben!" Dawn startled, slapping away my hand.


Only then did I remember I was out in public, in the middle of my Business project team. "Oops. Sorry." I yawned and pulled myself up to a sitting position.


"See. Men can't go ten minutes without thinking about sex," Sasha sighed mournfully.


"I wasn't thinking about sex," I stated defensively.


"Oh, really..." Clearly, Sasha didn't believe me. "Rumor has it that you're the most hypersexualized guy on the entire campus."


I arched an eyebrow and then shook my head. "Rumors are rumors. Seriously, I was just zoning out, listening to the birds, the creek, and the leaves."


"Then what was that about?" Sasha gestured to herself, miming copping a feel of her own boob.


I rolled my eyes. "So I find Dawn sexually stimulating. She's my girlfriend, and she's freaking hot. It happens."


"So ... Do you find me sexually stimulating?" Chevelle interjected, leaning over so that her scoop-necked peasant shirt hung a little bit lower. The nipples of her bra-less tits were already hard and denting out the thin fabric.


My eyes yo-yoed down before coming back up. "Of course I do." Then I fixed her with a solemn look, as well as glancing over at Sasha. "But that doesn't mean I'm going to seduce you girls or anything. We're classmates, teammates. I'm not going to mess with that. Besides," I looked back at Dawn, reaching my arm around her and chastely holding onto her opposite shoulder. "I'm happy."


I saw Kim smirk out of the corner of my eye. Well, I couldn't say I was totally monogamous, but I certainly wasn't looking to expand my harem. Seriously, I was happy with the status quo.


Chevelle pouted, but Sasha sighed and glanced from me to Dawn for a moment. She seemed to process that for a second before making a decision and extending a hand out to me. "So you promise you're not going to come onto me or anything?"


I fought the urge to grin and reply, 'Not unless you want me to.' Instead, I just shook her hand and stated evenly, "I promise."


Pursing her lips, Sasha nodded and then exhaled a sigh of relief, visibly relaxing.


"Hey," Bert chimed in. "How come you're not worried about me coming onto you?"


Sasha just rolled her eyes and shook her head. The rest of the group cracked up into chuckles. And Chevelle added in a light tone, "But I want you to! Both of you!"


Just then, a new voice broke in, deeply masculine and clearly challenging. "Hey! You!"


Everyone turned around to see two guys approaching, the lead one a rather beefy football-jock type. He was handsome in that classically American way, with dark hair, a square jaw, and a slightly gorilla forehead.


"Rod?" Sasha exclaimed in surprise.


"You know him?" Chevelle pointed.


"He's my boyfriend," Sasha replied dully.


Stomping quickly, the two guys hurried over to us and then "Rod" pointed a thick finger at me. "I know you! You're that 'Big Ben' guy!"


Still seated, with my arms over my knees, I looked up at the 6'3" mass of muscle towering above me. "Clearly, I'm not that big."


"You stay away from my girlfriend!" Rod scowled, jerking that finger at me again.


After a few years on the campus with my reputation, this wasn't the first time I'd found myself in this kind of situation. It wasn't that everyone had heard about me, but enough people had, and from experience I knew better than to escalate a conflict. But with Mr. Gorilla waggling his finger in my face, I couldn't help but entertain the notion of grabbing that finger and twisting it around.


Instead I exhaled and shrugged. "We're just teammates. This is a group project."


"Group project?" Rod turned and glared at Sasha. "You didn't tell me he was on your team!"


Sasha paled. "Professor Ice assigned us our teams."


"You still should have TOLD me!"


"Well, I knew you'd flip out about it!"


"Damn right I would!" I watched the veins in Rod's forearms bulge as he balled his fists.


"Hey, hey..." I interjected, wanting to deflect Mr. Gorilla's attention away from his girlfriend. "What's the problem? There's nothing going on."


"What's the problem? What's the problem? YOU'RE my problem!" And the finger was back to waggling.


I held my hands up. "I haven't done anything."


"And you won't be DOING anything, either. C'mon, we're going to go see this Professor of yours. You're changing teams."


"Don't be ridiculous. We're already a month into the semester!"


"I'm NOT having you hang out with HIM!" The finger was pointing at me again.


"He's just a guy!"


"He's NOT just a guy. I'm not some psychotically-overprotective boyfriend, okay? The point is: you didn't even TELL me he was on your team!"


"And I didn't tell you that Bert was on my team, either!"


"No, no." Now the finger was waggling at Sasha. Rod snarled, "You deliberately HID him from me because you KNEW I'd flip out about it. So what's the deal? He got his claws into you already? He got your knees quivering while you fantasize about this mythical Big Ben Experience?"


"ROD!"


Mr. Gorilla looked ready to charge, whether me or Sasha I'm not sure. But before he did, the second guy moved in and grabbed his friend's shoulders. "Hey, dude ... Calm down."


Rod snorted, but backed off. His face was a mask of displeasure, clearly unhappy with the situation. His jaw clenched a few times, but in the end, he stood up straight and then jabbed that meaty finger at me once again. "You touch her, I'll kill you."


He then turned to Sasha. "We're gonna talk about this." And with a final finger-jab, he turned and stomped off, his friend in tow.


Everyone was quiet for a moment. Once again, the air was filled with nothing but the sounds of birds, water, and wind. Not even Chevelle had something to say. But after an awkward silence, Sasha spoke up. "I'm sorry about that."


"Not your fault, honey," Dawn said soothingly.


Sasha sighed, looking at her hands. And after another pregnant pause, she stated, "I know as much as anyone that reputations don't always reflect the truth..."


She went silent for a moment after that, sending my mind spinning to guess at what she meant. But then she inhaled and added, "Ben, you've been nothing but a perfect gentleman with me all month. I'm sorry if I mistreated you. And I'm sorry about Rod."


I shrugged like it was no big deal. "It's okay. I get it. And I'm used to guys like Rod." I sighed, warily looking off to where Rod was disappearing through the trees in the direction of Sather Tower. "Guys in general just don't really like me."


Dawn bowed her head and nodded, so did Kim. They'd seen general male attitudes sour toward me over the past few months.


Then Bert leaned forward and clapped my shoulder. "Well I still like you, dude. Even if those guys had jumped you, you know I woulda had your back."


That comment took everyone by surprise. I arched an eyebrow and then turned around to stare at my skinny friend, with his bemused smile and delicate glasses. And then all six of us were chuckling once again.





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 took it like a trouper, 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 sunny blonde-haired head bobbing up and down in my lap. I lay my head back down on the pillow, re-closing my eyes. And with a sigh of happiness, I settled my hand onto Dawn's head. "Mmm ... I love the way you wake me up, honey."


She giggled around a mouthful of cock, sucking on me extra hard for the compliment.


I felt someone shift beside me, the head rotating against the fabric of the pillow. I automatically turned my own head to meet them, and I opened my eyes to see my loving girlfriend's sweet face.


"D'you say somethin', babe?" Dawn asked me drowsily, barely conscious.


My eyes popped open and I quickly darted my gaze down to my groin. DJ looked up at me, the twinkle in her sky blue eyes matching the smile that was growing on either side of my shaft.


The 18-year-old youngest Evans daughter popped her head off my prick, leaving the turgid, purplish knob to glisten in the rays of sunlight peeking through the curtains. "Good morning, babe..." DJ drawled, emphasizing Dawn's endearment.


Taking things in stride, I just patted DJ's head again and sighed, "Good morning to you too, kiddo." Without another thought, I lay my head back once again. And I wallowed in the pleasure of a hot blonde resuming her lavish oral love upon my cock.


Meanwhile, Dawn had taken in the situation, and with a grin of her own, she rolled onto her side and dipped her face to mine so that we could share a morning kiss. The quick peck turned into something a little more intense, and the two of us were still liplocked and moaning in heat when DJ's expert fellatio brought me off, causing me to spurt my thick, creamy load into her mouth while her big sister's mouth was still massaging my tongue.


Of course, while that first ejaculation took the edge off my immediate need, just being in bed with the two gorgeous Evans sisters was quite the motivation to continue. And when DJ crawled up the bed, pulled her sister off me, and then proceeded to bend Dawn backwards so that she could snowball my spunk into her big sister's mouth, I was both ready and willing to start a threesome that promised to never end.


"Nuh-uh-uh..." Dawn held a hand up just as I was about to pounce. She'd pulled away from the sloppy kiss, a trickle of my shared semen running down the corner of her mouth. "We've got to get to class."


Despite big sister's words, DJ flashed me a sultry look and reached out to scoop up the trickle of cum from Dawn's chin. When the naughty vixen popped that finger into her mouth, sucking on it with just as much enthusiasm as her recently completed blowjob, I just about lost my sense of control and tackled her instead.


But once again, Dawn was the voice of reason. "Settle down, Ben."


I sighed and settled down. Dawn's use of my name instead of "babe" or some other sweet nothing put the brakes on my lust, and my upper brain regained control over my lower one. With that, Dawn smiled and swung off the edge of the bed, heading for the bathroom to get a start on getting ready.


I sighed and looked at DJ. The cute freshman girl was already dressed, with jeans, a purple cami, and a cropped white cardigan. The cardigan was unbuttoned and hemmed just below her bustline, showing off her twin mounds. And from the smirk she was giving me and the way she profiled herself on the bed, I got the distinct impression she wouldn't mind me getting her undressed.


But Dawn was right. We had to get to class. "Not today, kiddo," I sighed.


DJ pouted, but then looked past me and into the closet. "Can I help you get dressed?"


Such a process I'm sure would involve lots of grabbing and fondling, on both sides. I grinned and nodded. "Sure."





One very special thing about the Evans girls was that despite their beauty, they were relatively low maintenance. Yeah, Dawn and DJ knew how to doll themselves up, but they were also casual outdoorsy types. So while Adrienne had always been capable of spending an entire Ice Age getting ready in the mornings, Dawn typically required only a few more minutes than me.


Throw in the distraction of DJ "helping" me get dressed, and we were ready to go at just about the same time. So linking my elbows with both girls, we set off downstairs.


"Finally," Brooke drawled as we descended. "I wonder what took the three of you so long..."


"Oh, I've got a pretty good idea," Meli Kanemura commented in much the same voice. The tall, slender Hawaiian babe winked at me.


Surprised to see a non-resident in the house, it took me a second to stammer, "It's not what you think. DJ woke us up. Dawn and I got dressed. That's it."


"That so?" Meli asked skeptically, watching my liar's face. Then she turned to DJ, miming a wipe at the corner of her own mouth. "Deej, you've got a bit of ... right here."


DJ quickly grabbed at her chin, wiping in a panic before belatedly realizing that there was no glob of cum or anything to grab at. Only then did she realize she'd been had, and she blushed bright pink at the thought that she'd betrayed the harem's secrecy.


"Thought so," Meli giggled. "But don't feel like you gave away anything. Most of the girls have suspected you were banging Ben on the side. Brooke's got her long-distance boyfriend, but we couldn't figure out why you weren't dating anybody."


DJ gaped. "Uh, well..."


"Besides," Meli continued. "The house isn't all that well soundproofed and anyone can put two and two together when Ben moans like that ten seconds after you go upstairs."


DJ's blush only deepened.


I arched an eyebrow and then quietly stated, "Ale ko'u kai."


Now it was Meli's turn to blush, deep enough to show even through her tan. And when DJ saw this, the blonde looked over at me and asked, "What did you just say?"


I grinned and winked at Meli. "Nothing. Private joke."


Just then, the front door opened and Bert waltzed in. "Ooh, hey. It's a party in the foyer."


Brooke was the first to turn and wave a short greeting. I nodded as well.


But Bert was already parking himself right in front of Meli, bowing like a courtier. "And it's so wonderful to see you again, fair angel from across the sea," he said expansively.


Meli rolled her eyes and nodded her head to Brooke. "Are we going?" And then she purposefully strode for the door.


"Must thou departest so soon?" Bert asked in a sing-song voice, following after.


"Don't you ever give up?" Meli sighed, stopping and turning to glare at my friend.


Ever since meeting the gorgeous Hawaiian girl at the barbecue, Bert had made no secret of his deep (unrequited) attraction to Meli. Even now, Bert simply flashed her an eager grin. "Never."


"But why? Why waste any more time pursuing an impossibility?" Meli groaned.


"I don't believe in impossibilities." Bert shook his head emphatically. "Many things are unlikely, but nothing is ever impossible. One day, however improbable, I might be able to jump up into the air and land on the moon."


"That's ridiculous."


"Maybe. But given enough time and technology – say a rocket pack, or a teleportation device – and it could happen."


Meli frowned and furrowed her eyebrows. For the moment, Bert actually had her attention. But then her frown turned into a smirk as she stated, "But no kind of technology will get you into my panties."


Bert was undeterred. "Perhaps. At this point, it DOES seem improbable; but I might as well try. After all, there is still the possibility that I'll be assassinated by soldiers from the future who are trying to prevent me from creating a technology that will conquer the world. And I'd better take my chances with you before that happens."


Now Meli's eyebrows were furrowed again, this time in confusion. And with a perplexed expression, she glanced first at Brooke then DJ, wondering if either of them had a clue what Bert just said. "Huh?"


"Oh, come on," Bert chuckled. "Terminator 2?"


Poor guy was met with blank stares.


"Governator? 'Ah'll be back'... ?"


Meli frowned. "You watch classic movies?"


"'Classic'?" Bert sputtered. "Classic? That's like 1991."


Meli snorted. "Yeah, when I hadn't even turned FIVE yet. You think my parents let me watch R-rated movies back then?"


Bert sighed and looked over at me and stated wearily, "We're going to school with children."


I shrugged. "I never saw it, either. Dude, we were SEVEN."


Bert facepalmed. Meli and the freshman girls just walked past him. And I simply patted my friend on the back as Dawn and I followed the girls out.





It started off like any other Wednesday night. The usual gang got together after classes to make dinner. With Dawn's help, Gwen made her homemade lasagna, wanting to show off for her boyfriend, Steven.


Steven himself was playing video games with me, Bert, and Robin. DJ was studying something with her High School best friend Faye Nguyen. And Kim, Meli, and Brooke were engaged in some kind of girl-talk. Kim might have been older than them, but the two freshmen girls still had a lot more "chick-knowledge" than her to share.


But after dinner, Bert, Kim, Dawn, and I left to meet up with our Project Team. We "old people" (as Brooke put it) had a big presentation in the morning. And while I'd intended to offer use of the house, seeing as three team members lived there, Chevelle had beaten me to the punch by inviting us to her place.


No big deal. Chevelle supposedly had a pretty nice pad. The sometimes spacey blonde may have skipped expensive makeup and clothing in favor of homemade hippie attire, but she clearly came from some money as she had a small, 2-bedroom detached house with a cute picket fence on Arch Street all to herself.


Well, not entirely to herself. We were met at the door by Chevelle's boyfriend, Tito, who was the male, Hispanic version of Chevelle. He was a tall, well-built man in his late-20s with long hair that hung over his shoulders. His pants were light linen and he wore a brown suede hippie vest with fringe cutouts along the hem and no shirt, showing off his tanned, muscular physique. Various bracelets, necklaces, earrings, and tattoos covered his body. And the instant the door opened, we were assaulted by a rather unique and familiar smell.


"Bienvenidos, señoritas y caballeros." Tito opened his arms expansively. And then without another word, he reached forward and bear-hugged me. I'm not talking a casual hug; I'm talking complete, bodies pressed together intimate hug. The smell of marijuana permeated his clothes and filled my nostrils. And making matters worse, the dude had a full-on erection tenting those linen pants, and the damn thing was poking me in the leg.


To the shock and awe of the others, Tito then quickly hugged each of us in turn. Dawn took things in stride, her eyes waggling when she felt the hard-on. Bert just looked awkward. And Kim was positively stiff from nervousness.


Fortunately, Chevelle herself arrived. "Tito! Chill out, man!"


"I AM chill..." he drawled, with a crooked grin. Any trace of an accent disappeared with that line, although he'd spoken like a true Mexican in his initial greeting. And then backing away, he simply gestured us into the room.


"Don't mind Tito. He's just high," Chevelle said apologetically, giggling with a vacancy in her irises that told me she was halfway-baked herself. And then with all the grace of a woman who is completely and totally relaxed, she flopped down onto a plushy sofa that was about six inches lower than standard, which meant her knees were up in the air even with her feet flat on the floor. Her long skirt settled comfortably around her nicely formed legs, coming dangerously close to falling back far enough to show me her crotch. The scoop neck of her peasant shirt fell haphazardly, revealing the upper half of her unfettered right breast while completely covering the left. And her long, dirty-blonde hair was loose, casually draping to either side of her face. If she'd added some sort of embroidered headband, I would have sworn the girl had been transported in time straight from Woodstock.


The four of us filed in. My nose crinkled as I detected more than just incense in the air. Apparently, the smell of weed wasn't limited to Tito's clothes. I caught Chevelle watching me in the corner of my eye, and deciding not to comment, I just flashed her a smile.


"You a freak, Benno?" Chevelle asked me through half-lidded eyes, a smirk touching her lips.


I arched an eyebrow. The "freak" term was mildly familiar, and I got the impression that Chevelle was asking me something quite specific, although I wasn't sure what it was. Old conversations with my parents told me that hippies back in the day never referred to themselves AS "hippies", but rather called themselves "freaks". Was she asking if I was a hippie? Or...


"Pass," I replied. "We ARE here to work."


"Suit yourself. Mind if I... ?" Chevelle shrugged, gesturing with a hand back to where Tito was seated at the dining table, rolling up a fresh joint.


I glanced at my friends. Bert seemed interested. It's not like the guy was into drugs, but the last time he'd smoked marijuana was at Carter's place in the hills, and that night certainly ended pretty well for him. Kim seemed nervous, though she would probably go along with pretty much anything as long as I led her there. But common sense told me not to head down this path. If nothing else, while I'd dabbled in drugs from time to time in my past, my discussions with Dawn on the subject had told me that she'd lived a completely clean and drug-free life so far.


"You're here to work, too," I told Chevelle.


"I know. Shit helps me think."


"You'll have plenty of time to get baked after we're done," I reasoned.


"Oh, come on, Ben," Dawn interjected, stepping forward and heading towards Tito. "Can't really hurt, can it?"


My eyebrows popped. I certainly hadn't been expecting Dawn to head straight for the marijuana. Hadn't she just told me over the summer that she'd never done any drugs before in her life? "Honey?" I asked in a cautious tone.


"Relax. It's no big deal." My girlfriend turned to me with a wink and a smile. I heard her words bouncing around in my head: Fun. Remember 'fun'?


But my sense of responsibility still held sway and I shook my head. "We're not here to hang out. Besides, you know Sasha's gonna flip if we're all getting stoned when she arrives."


Indeed, Sasha was pretty buttoned-up. It already was going to be questionable whether she would tolerate the smell in the first place. And I had a sinking feeling that this would be both our first AND last meeting at Chevelle's house.


Dawn sighed, and then exhaled in resignation. "Fine. It's a school night. And we DO have a presentation tomorrow. No drugs."


Chevelle threw up her hands. "Okay, okay. No drugs."





"C'mon, Benno! Just one more hit!" Chevelle giggled and held out the joint to me.


Feeling mellow, I sagged deeper into the plushy couch, taking the proffered joint and bringing it to my lips. I inhaled deeply, feeling the pleasant little crawly sensation in the back of my head. And then letting my head loll back until I was staring at the ceiling, I exhaled a controlled stream of smoke straight up into the air.


"Wicked, man..." Chevelle drawled proudly, patting my chest.


Like I said: it started off like any other Wednesday night. I hadn't meant to wind up getting baked with my Project Team, and yet here I was. Sasha had arrived and promptly become uncomfortable at the smell of marijuana. She tried to play it cool, and we got the meeting started. But after little more than twenty minutes, she realized the scent had embedded itself in her clothes as well; so she made up some lame excuse and apologized for having to leave early. She knew her part in the presentation, so we weren't too worried on an academic front.


And then of all people, it was Dawn who brought up the previously offered pot. "Still feel like smoking?"


Chevelle hadn't even bothered to question her. She merely got up and went to find Tito, who returned with a couple of dime bags and fresh paper. I stared down my girlfriend with an obviously questioning look, but all she mentally answered in reply was: Trust me.


I trusted her. Bert was quick to join in. Dawn gave me an imploring look. And I went along for the ride. The project meeting was over.


Now, as the pleasant buzz coursed throughout my veins, I smiled happily and wiggled my toes. These shorter couches were a good idea. Lower to the floor, it was more comfortable to let your legs extend out and rest your feet on your heels. It was also pretty comfortable to have a gorgeous blonde reclining against your side, pressing her unfettered tits against your arm.


But Chevelle wasn't my blonde. My blonde was on the other side of me, similarly sagged against the couch. And when I extended the joint over to her, Dawn took it with a giggle and gave a few experimental puffs.


Like before, Dawn coughed a bit before covering her mouth and blushing in mild embarrassment.


"Just relax, man..." Chevelle drawled to Dawn. "You're getting it. You're getting it."


"Thanks." Dawn grinned and returned to the joint. For a first-timer, she was actually doing pretty well; much better than, say, Kim. Predictably, the somewhat sheltered Asian girl politely declined any offers to try the pot. I knew that gun-shy Kim would never make any drastic decisions for herself this suddenly. And while I surmised that I might've been able to order her to do it, my moral compass knew better than to point me in that direction. The only times I had let myself give those sort of commands were for things I could tell that Kim wanted, but was too scared to let herself try. This was not yet one of those things.


At least she didn't seem too uncomfortable. For the most part, Kim looked content to observe and chat with Bert, because surprisingly, Bert was proving to be quite the charmer while half-baked.


I suppose I should have realized Bert had some skills after scoring with two hot chicks at Carter's party. It was as if you took his natural lecherous inclinations, removed his inhibitions the same as if he were drunk, but also mellowed him out because of the pot. Whereas Bert had only seemed to alienate Kim after five drinks at that club in San Francisco, his toned-down approach was actually working tonight. I heard him babbling something about the cosmic machinations of the universe encouraging procreation in order to perpetuate the species, and I left him and Kim to their own devices.


More specifically, I had a hot and horny dirty-blonde trying to climb into my lap. Scratch that: Chevelle was already IN my lap, straddling my legs and nudging those big tits against my chest beneath my chin. She, Tito, Dawn, and I had been carrying out our own semi-philosophical discussion (as young people are wont to do when stoned). But now Chevelle seemed to have lost interest in the philosophy and turned her attention to the erection that she was dry humping through our clothes.


I glanced for a moment at my girlfriend. Seated beside me, Dawn simply grinned and took another puff, her sky blue eyes slightly dull but glistening in the lights. She was fully aware that I had another girl draping herself all over me, and yet she was completely unconcerned.


But something had ME concerned. While Chevelle was moving in on me – actually leaning over to nibble on my neck and lick my ear, actually – her boyfriend Tito was similarly inching closer to Dawn.


While my girlfriend stared rather spacily at the blonde hippie grinding on my lap, the swarthy Latino had put his hand on Dawn's thigh and was moving himself in to whisper some seductive comment into her ear.


My body reacted before my drug-addled brain caught up. Instantly, my hands grabbed Chevelle's shoulders as I suddenly pushed her away from me. At the exact same moment, Dawn brought a hand up to Tito's chest, pushing him back a couple of inches while she also grabbed the hand on her thigh. And at the exact same moment, both Dawn and I warned, "Whoa, whoa."


Dawn and I were surprised by the simultaneous responses, and we briefly looked at each other, all of our understanding communicating between us in an instant. Whatever else was going on between Chevelle and me, some primal part of me couldn't stand the idea of Tito laying a finger on Dawn in an intimate way. And apparently, Dawn couldn't stand the idea, either.


Dawn was then the first to speak, her tone one of apology. "Sorry, Tito. You're gorgeous, but no."


Biting his lip against some hormonally-driven need for my girlfriend's body, Tito pressed forward just a little bit, testing the pressure of Dawn's hand at his chest holding him back. But then with a sigh, he nodded and backed off.


Chevelle simply pouted, not making any attempts to re-engage herself with me. "Me too?"


I sighed. I, myself, was certainly attracted to Chevelle. She was beautiful of face and body, even without makeup or bra support to enhance her cleavage. She had big tits, and clearly didn't have a whole lot of inhibitions. She was a little strange in the head, and I got the distinct impression she'd be pretty wild in the sack. But I couldn't do this.


It had nothing to do with "settling down". Not wanting to leave Dawn behind while I attended a Tri-Delt orgy was one thing. Mentally, I wanted to believe I was beyond that sort of temptation. But fucking a hot babe while Dawn watched beside me ... maybe even joined in ... that was right up my alley. No, Chevelle wasn't the problem. My problem ... was Tito.


Fair is fair. If I was to be banging Tito's girlfriend, wouldn't that imply that he would have my permission to nail Dawn? Especially since the four of us were all here, together? That simply wasn't happening. Maybe it wasn't fair, but no man was going to touch my Dawn.


And besides, wasn't I just telling myself not to get involved with another man's girlfriend? Even if he was right beside me, giving his tacit permission, I'd learned the hard way that the complications of a taken woman were often more trouble than the sex was worth. It wasn't like I was lacking for unattached sexual partners.


"Sorry," I sighed, reaching up to hold Chevelle's face and then tilting her down so that I could peck her forehead. "I think we're getting a little outside our boundaries of comfort."


Chevelle snorted. "Word out was that you don't HAVE any boundaries."


I sighed and glanced over at Dawn, who simply watched me in silence. I reached my hand out to her, and she slid her palm into mine, squeezing gently. I turned back to Chevelle. "That was then. I'm a different man now."


Chevelle sighed, then leaned back, relieving the pressure her groin had been putting on my cock. She folded her arms beneath her breasts, pushing them up and together. But I kept my gaze on her face. She looked over at Dawn, who shrugged an apology. And then finally, she stood up.


"I get it. It's okay, Benno." Chevelle smiled warmly at me. But then she squeezed her thighs together and turned coquettishly, her smile turning into something a little more ... toothy. "But you'll understand that a girl has needs at a moment like this. I'm sure you guys can let yourselves out?"


With that, Chevelle reached a hand out to her boyfriend. But rather than take it, Tito scooped the girl's legs out from under her and easily lifted her into a carrying position. "Hasta luego, my friends," he said bearishly while turning and walking his girlfriend toward the back of the house.


Chevelle giggled. I heard her laugh, "Think we can pull off that tantric thing again?" And then the bedroom door closed behind them.


Without another word, Dawn scooted herself across the couch, turning and plopping herself into my lap in an identical position to the one Chevelle had just been in. Immediately I felt my girlfriend's crotch grinding against my still hard cock. "All this pot has got me feeling quite frisky," Dawn husked right into my ear. "Think we can figure out our own tantric positions?"


I grinned. "I think so. But, ah, let's go somewhere a little less ... fragrant." I crinkled my nose at the smell of weed. The drug itself could be quite pleasant, but the odor wasn't exactly high on my list of favorite smells.


Dawn giggled and got off me, reaching her hand down to help me to my feet. Beside us, Bert and Kim were similarly getting up.


"Hmm..." Bert mused, winking at Kim. "Finding the outer limits of tantric philosophy and yoga positions sounds quite interesting. Would you care to explore them with me?"


Kim smiled, but after a short pause, she reached up and patted the guy on the cheek. "You're cute."


With that, Kim turned and opened the front door, leading the way out. Dawn followed after, dragging me by the hand with her. And just as I passed Bert, he frowned at me and sighed, "That's a 'no', isn't it?"


Chapter 4: October


-- FRIDAY, OCTOBER 1, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Dawn'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, babe," Dawn patted my shoulder.


"Ughh..." was all I could manage to grunt, my mind blank post-ejaculation. I sagged onto Dawn's chest while she rubbed my back, sighing happily.


The morning sunlight came through the shades at just the right angle to fall across my face. It was enough to keep me from drifting back to sleep. And eventually, I recovered enough energy to pick myself off my girlfriend's body and roll to the side.


Once I moved, Dawn reached over to the nightstand to get some tissues and blot herself up before it leaked all over our sheets. But my brain pinged with memory and I quickly stopped her by grabbing her wrist before she could do so. "Don't do that," I blurted.


With the morning rays glistening in her sunny blonde hair, Dawn arched an eyebrow and gave me a quizzical look. "Why not? You got some kinky idea of me going off to class with your spunk leaking into my panties?"


My jaw dropped as I thought about that. "Well, now that you mention it..." But I shook my head and finished, "No, actually. Something else."


"Something fun I hope," Dawn giggled.


Smirking, I kicked my feet off the bed and stamped on the floor three times in quick succession.


Dawn gave me another quizzical look, levering herself up on her elbows but obediently remaining on her back so that my cum wouldn't run out of her. I didn't verbally answer, but just waited all of thirty seconds until the door burst open and a pajama-clad Brooke ran through.


"Ooh! You remembered!" my little sister enthused.


"Breakfast is served," I waved theatrically at my girlfriend, who just chuckled and spread her knees to the side.


Noisy slurping sounds soon emanated from Dawn's crotch, though I could see nothing but the back of Brooke's head as she tongued up my spending. I leaned against the doorjamb, staring back at the girls on the bed. Dawn was half-naked, her pajama top pulled high enough to bare her breasts, the erect nipples still wet from my suckling. She tweaked the eraser-sized nubs herself as she closed her eyes and let her head fall back, moaning erotically as she absorbed the new pleasant sensations. Brooke lay on her stomach between Dawn's legs, with one of my old T-shirts riding up her lower back to expose her panty-clad ass. And you know what I think of my sisters' world-class asses.


Decisions, decisions. Should I go to the bathroom to get ready for the day before Dawn and Kim kick me out? Or should I return to the bed, tug my little sister's panties to the side, and slide my newly-stirring erection into her tight little cunt?


Yeah, it's a hard life.





-- SUNDAY, OCTOBER 3, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"BENNN!!!"



The shrieking voice startled me from my book, popping my head up. I blinked twice and looked over to the desk at Dawn, pausing for a moment to admire how devastatingly sexy my girlfriend looked at this moment. Since it was late evening, and she'd already taken a shower, she was wearing nothing but one of my button-down dress shirts. Her big 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. She didn't even wear a bra beneath it, basically just waiting until some time when we decided we'd studied enough and I could rip apart the shirt and have one last sex romp before falling asleep in each other's arms.


"BENNN!!!" The shriek went off again. "SPIDER!!!"


Another spider. This old house had a zillion places for the damn things to hide and now in my third year in this place, I was used to spider-execution duty. I sighed and closed my book while Dawn smirked. "Want me to get it?" she asked.


One thing that made Dawn pretty special was that she was NOT afraid of the arachnids, camp girl as she was. Of course, camp experience had somehow not fortified the other girls of the house. Brooke and DJ both, along with Brandi and Dayna before them, were petrified of the 8-legged critters. Or at least they so claimed.


"No, no. I got this," I sighed. After all, I'd already closed my book.


"Just don't take too long, okay?" She raised an eyebrow at me, then rather seductively leaned to the side, drawing the fingers of her right hand down the seam of my semi-unbuttoned dress shirt, deftly opening one more button to expose an extra two inches of cleavage to my hungry gaze. "I'm almost done, and I'd rather not be kept waiting."


I realized I'd been holding my breath, and only now exhaled heavily before beginning to pant. With a grin, I nodded. "Got it." And then I hurried out of the room.


I descended the stairs at a jogging pace. DJ would probably have been happier if I'd been 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!" DJ hopped up and down on top of her bed, 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... ," DJ whimpered while dropping to her knees on her mattress, hugging herself in terror.


I gingerly turned the paper towel over, seeing the brown and black mess of crushed spider guts and quickly crumpled the excess paper around it. 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 to DJ'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!" DJ launched herself off the bed, wrapping her legs around my waist 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 let go of her tight ass, causing her to put her feet onto the floor to catch herself. "I'm just going to head up and get back to Dawn. It's our, uh, bedtime."


"Oh, please let me thank you!" DJ rolled her eyes up to me, her crystal blue irises burning brightly.


I sighed, feeling a little overworked. DJ had been briefed by Dayna concerning proper payment for arachnid termination services. In the past month, I'd started to suspect that DJ was NOT in fact scared of spiders, and actually kept them in a hidden cage somewhere to specifically bring them out on cue and therefore give her an excuse to fuck me.


But not tonight. "Sorry. Dawn's waiting for me."


She screwed up her face but seemed to relent. "Just a quick blowjob?" She bit her lip, looking adorable and sexy at the same time with her tousled hair and brief attire. "I'm really wound up right now and I just need to relax. Otherwise I'll never be able to sleep tonight!"


I exhaled and looked toward the stairs where Dawn was waiting. In the old days, I would have succumbed. In the old days, I HAD succumbed. But not today. "Sorry, kiddo." I quickly pecked DJ's forehead and then left the room.


Dawn was already on the bed, the dress shirt now fully-unbuttoned as she smiled at me. Her book was in her hands, but as I approached, she tossed it onto the floor. "All done!" she enthused.


I grinned and drank in her appearance, from pointed feet, looong legs, neatly trimmed muff just over pink pussy lips already glistening in anticipation, and up to a spectacular torso only half-covered by the dress shirt, which hinted at the treasures beneath. My Dawn was an angel.


But before I could climb onto the bed, DJ appeared at the door behind me, panting after having run up the stairs. "Dawwwnnn," she whined. "Can you share tonight? That spider was HUGE and I'm REALLY wound up now!"


My girlfriend's eyes just sparkled, and a wide grin crossed her face. "Sure thing, kiddo. Come on in."


DJ scrambled past me, and then my eyes goggled as two gorgeous Evans sisters waited for me on my bed. DJ reached down, ripping her pajama top over her head to bare those glorious big titties to my gaze. And she giggled as she lay back against Dawn, who reached around to cup and play with one of her little sister's engorged nipples.


Yeah, it's a hard life.





-- WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 6, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



It was 3:30 in the afternoon, and a weekday, but the doorbell still rang. Unlike in previous years, when Dayna and Brandi ruled the house, we kept the front door locked to prevent just anyone from walking in.


After all, you never knew when one of the four girls of our current household would get an itch that apparently only I could scratch.


But I wasn't currently scratching anyone's itch (unfortunately). Instead, I was seated in the living room with Dawn, Kim, Bert, and Robin while we did homework, studied, or played video games (that would be Bert). DJ and Brooke were at Vivian Wang's house, since Vivian had a living room big enough to become the froshlings' "clique headquarters" without the older siblings in the way. That left our place to solely remain my crew's hangout spot.


"I'll get it," Dawn volunteered, closing her book and hopping up. She left the room and came back a minute later with a familiar face.


"Hey guys," Gwen called out.


I looked up from my spot on the couch to see Gwen turn the corner into the living room, with Dawn following immediately after.


"Welcome home, dear," I drawled with a smirk.


Gwen blushed and glanced back in the hallway. A moment later Steven Zainal, Gwen's boyfriend of six months, followed after. The tanned, dark-haired young man waved almost shyly at us, even though we were all familiar faces by now.


The recent couple set up shop on the dining table, spreading out their books. But rather than immediately launch into studying, Gwen sat down next to Dawn on the couch and started catching up on gossip while Steven joined Bert in front of the PS2.


I, myself, returned to my homework. The math in our advanced statistical analysis course wasn't difficult, but it WAS tedious. And it required all my concentration not to make a careless error. But just as I started to get back into a groove, a loud voice shattered the silence. "That book, Steven! THAT book!"


I picked my head up and looked around. Gwen was making short, insistent jabbing motions with her hand, pointing back toward the dining table while Dawn looked on. Steven was standing next to the table, looking like a deer in the headlights as he pointed at book after book sticking out of Gwen's backpack. Clearly, he had no idea which one she wanted. "The green one?"


"Yesss, the green one," Gwen drawled condescendingly. "Which other book says 'Biological Psychology' on it?"


"I didn't know you wanted the 'Biological Psychology' one," he stammered defensively, looking even more upset that his girlfriend was nagging him in front of all of us. "You just kept saying 'that' book!"


"What OTHER book would I have wanted? I was just talking to Dawn about-"


"I didn't KNOW you were talking to Dawn about Biological Psychology. I was playing a game with Bert and-"


"Oh! You are sooo unbelievable!" Gwen huffed. "Try paying some attention when-"


"Trouble in paradise?" I cut in, which managed to draw a dirty look from Gwen. "Classic couples conflict. Failure to communicate specifics due to the expectation of sympathetic understanding. I believe you lectured Adrienne and me about just this sort of thing two years a-"


"Thank you, Benjamin," Gwen (the Psych major) snapped, before exhaling and scowling at me. Meanwhile, Steven passed behind her, handing over the book while shooting me a somewhat thankful look. Right or wrong, she looked ready to incinerate me with her eyes for a few seconds. But a moment later, she realized that she'd overreacted. Indeed, she'd asked Steven for a book without specifying which one she'd wanted.


So to my surprise, Gwen exhaled and admitted. "You're right. My miscommunication."


"You need to say that to Steven, not me. But don't worry. Stick with him for another 20 years and you can get away with it."


Gwen furrowed her eyebrows. "With what? Not specifying?"


I shrugged and glanced at Dawn. "Sometimes, yeah."


"No way."


Dawn rolled her eyes at her friend. "Have you SEEN us together?"


"But you're not mind-readers or anything."


"Really?" I smirked. "Dawn, can you get me my next-"


"Book," Dawn finished, reaching into my backpack. "Once you're done with statistics, you'll want the Managerial Accounting book, because you do your homework in chronological order of the classes you have tomorrow. And when you do switch, I'll join you, but not before-"


"Not before you get a drink," I finished, getting up and heading for the kitchen. I rummaged in the fridge for a second before announcing from out of view, "And given the time of day, you're going to want the-"


"Apple juice," Dawn answered just a second before I re-entered the living room with a tall glass of apple juice already in my right hand, while hiding my left hand behind me.


"Because you like the burst of sugar to get you through the next half of studying, but it's not so late at night that you have to worry about having to get up and pee at 3am."


Dawn nodded and then pointed to my hidden arm, adding, "And Ben will have an iced tea, much for the same reasons of sugar but also the quick caffeine boost."


I brought out the glass of iced tea from behind my back, and moved to sit down next to my girlfriend. I handed over the apple juice, and with no communication but our eyes, we clinked our glasses together, and then wrapped our forearms around the other's like in a wedding before tilting the glasses and taking a quick sip each. And in perfect synchronization, we turned and looked at the stunned expressions on our friends' faces.


Only Bert didn't look surprised. Without even glancing back at us, his eyes glued to the television on the still-running video game, he simply drawled, "It's Ben and Dawn. What the heck did you guys expect?"





-- THURSDAY, OCTOBER 7, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"What can I say? After two years on their own, they've gotten used to life without us," Dawn rationalized. "DJ has certainly grown up into an independent young woman."


I sighed and dug my thumb into the strap of my messenger bag, briefly tugging it away from my chest as we made the final turn toward the house. "I know, I know. But I still feel responsible for them, you know? Both of them, even DJ. Your own Dad charged me with making sure she stays out of trouble, and I know my own parents expect me to look after Brooke."


"You are."


"No, I'm not. I barely see them. It's been over a month since they moved in, but I feel like the only times I'm ever around our little sisters is when they want sex."


"They're freshmen in college. First time away from home, and you expect them to want to just hang out with big brother and big sister? Is that what you did?"


"You were there. We DID spent a lot of time at the house," I pointed out.


"Only because our friends came to us. We practically spent every free minute in the living room because that was clique central. For Brooke and DJ, that means Vivian Wang's."


"I guess. I dunno. I just thought ... at least with Brooke ... that she'd..."


"Miss you?" Dawn finished.


"Yeah."


"It's not like you don't spend ANY time together."


I leveled my gaze at my girlfriend.


Dawn read my eyes and cracked up. "Okay, well, so most of your time spent together is scratching her various itches. But it's still time together."


I shook my head. "But is that all I am to her anymore? A convenient dick while she does this long-distance thing with Andrew?"


"You're her big brother. Nothing will ever change that."


"I don't feel like her big brother. We were close in high school. I kept an eye out for her, watching the guys she flirted with and being there to give her brotherly advice. I thought it would be the same now that we're together again. I expected things would be the same. But I haven't been doing those things because she's never around."


"She's not fourteen anymore. She's a big girl."


"I guess. It's just hard to let them go."


Finally, we reached the house. With the end of our walk, I put a cap on the conversation and told myself to just let it go. I gave Dawn a hopeful smile, and as I reached for the front door, I acted on an impulsive idea that I hoped would lighten the mood.


"After you, mademoiselle..." I drawled in a really bad French accent as I opened the front door. Bowing theatrically, I gestured inside. And playing along, Dawn curtsied beautifully and replied "Why thank you, monsieur" before walking past me.


She was nearly run over by a Mack truck.


"Whoa, whoa!" Dawn screeched after she and Brooke collided.


"Oops, sorry!" Brooke steadied herself by grabbing onto Dawn's shoulders, breathing fast until the both of them regained their balance.


"Hey, we were just talking about you," I began. "How are things going with classes? I know we haven't had much time to talk but I thought I could give you some advice on-"


"No time," Brooke cut me off. "I'm late for meeting the girls." She hoisted her backpack and started down the porch steps.


"Hey, don't I even get a hug goodbye?" I complained.


She didn't even stop while turning around. My little sister just flashed a grin at me as she hit the sidewalk. And then she was off, walking at double-speed.


Dawn slipped her arm around my waist, hugging herself against my side. "They grow up so fast..."





-- SUNDAY, OCTOBER 10, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



The four of us in 'The Family' took a trip into San Francisco, partially to visit Dayna and Brandi and partially to play tourist. We spent a few hours at the Academy of Sciences and had a picnic at the Palace of Fine Arts, among other diversions. The whole trip had been spur of the moment, Dawn's brilliant idea to let us spend some time with our siblings.


After dropping off Dayna and Brandi, we'd even taken a detour down to Atherton to visit Paige and little April. The newest addition to the extended Jacobsen family had arrived exactly a month ago. The elfin ears and dark auburn hair were unmistakable. And I had to admit to daydreaming a little bit when Dawn held baby April in her arms, looking serene and amazingly beautiful (Dawn and April both).


It was almost sunset when I turned the Mustang into the driveway back in Berkeley, and just as I was putting the car into park, a Honda sportbike pulled up as well.


"Hey, Kim," I said while getting out of the driver's door. The others chimed in with greetings of their own.


"Hey, guys," the leather-clad biker chick replied while pulling off her helmet and shaking out her blonde-streaked hair. She also quickly unzipped the jacket, which was great for protection but not necessarily the most comfortable garment.


While Brooke and DJ immediately headed for the house, Dawn and I walked up to our roommate. And as Kim dismounted the bike, on impulse I reached to the handlebar and asked, "May I?"


With an amused smile, Kim nodded and gestured to the bike. "Go right ahead."


Grinning, I swung my leg over the gleaming mass of black-painted metal. Instinctively leaning forward into a forward-riding position, I wondered what it would feel like to blitz down the street at 100mph, feeling the wind whipping over my face.


"Wow ... that's pretty sexy."


I turned to see that Brooke and DJ had stopped to look when I climbed onto the bike. It was DJ who had made the comment, a twinkle in her eyes.


"Mmm-hmm..." Dawn drawled, folding her arms beneath her breasts and subconsciously lifting them together.


Well that settled it. I was going to have to get myself on a bike more often. I waggled an eyebrow at my girlfriend and then shot a look over to Kim. "You're going to teach me how to ride."


Kim stood up straight. "I am?"


I chuckled. "Sure. You owe me for getting you a place to live on-campus. You didn't have to waste two hours a day riding back and forth to Sunnyvale all summer. So you're going to make it up to me by teaching me how to ride." I gave her a look of innocence, as if I'd just made the most logically obvious statement in the world.


Brooke stifled a giggle and Kim just rolled her eyes and shook her head at me. But after another moment of thought, she shrugged and said, "Yes, sir."





-- MONDAY, OCTOBER 11, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Alright. See you Wednesday." Professor Isakova closed her binder at the podium, and the room was suddenly filled with the sounds of more binders being closed, being stuffed into backpacks, and students getting up from their chairs in the lecture hall.


I was just packing up my own things when Viktoriya's voice sounded off again, this time much closer. "A very nice presentation this morning, Benjamin. Your team made some excellent points on Monetarism."


I glanced up and smiled at the beautiful Russian brunette. Her tone was casual, like any professor chatting with a favored student. But I noticed the extra glint of fondness in her blue eyes. Blushing, I nodded and then shot a glance across my teammates. "Actually, you should be congratulating Sasha. She's the one who organized most of it. The Monetarism analysis was all her."


"Indeed. Excellent work, Miss Serafian," Professor Ice stated a little more loudly, looking at Sasha warmly.


"Thank you, Professor," the comely brunette replied while blushing.


Five minutes later, my team of six was packed up and settling around our usual spot at Faculty Glade. We fished out our lunches, but before I could take a bite, Sasha set her drink aside and commented, "You didn't have to do that, Ben."


Regretfully, I pulled my mouth away from my sandwich and looked over at her. Sasha had a soft expression on her face, her big dark eyes rather doe-shaped toward me. It was an expression I didn't see very often, since she was usually very focused and intense, especially with her schoolwork. "Do what?"


"Praise me in front of Professor Ice."


"Why not? You deserved it."


"The Monetarism thing was your idea."


I snorted. "But YOU did the research. She was praising your analysis, not the concept."


"Still."


I shrugged. "It's nothing, really."


Sasha nodded and then held up her chicken bowl. She dug in while Bert clucked over Chevelle's lunch.


"What IS that?" Bert asked warily. "I thought I saw that stuff growing in the bushes outside the classroom."


"Pretty close. Want to try some?" Chevelle offered up her bowl.


"What? Gross!"


"They're just leaves."


"You pick them yourself?"


"Some of them. There's a garden in my backyard."


"Those aren't the only things growing in your backyard," Dawn drawled.


Chevelle laughed. "Every plant has a different purpose. These raw dandelion greens contain a lot of prebiotic fiber."


"Those are raw dandelions? You mean the flower?"


Chevelle laughed, and actually nodded.


"And I'll bet that stuff is steamed tree sap."


"Fermented bean paste."


"Eww."


Kim piped up. "It's miso soup."


Chevelle nodded. "Which is a fermented bean paste."


Bert took a second look, and then sighed. "Oh."


Shaking my head, I merely returned to my old-fashioned turkey/avocado/bacon croissant.


Yummy.





-- WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 13, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



It was 1:34am when the front door opened and Brooke flounced in, followed immediately by Meli Kanemura and Meli's roommate, Alexis 'Lexi' Gilmore. All three girls were giggling, but stopped immediately upon seeing me standing in the hallway. I blocked their path with my arms crossing my chest and a rather menacing expression on my face.


"Ben?" Brooke frowned. "What are you doing here?"


"Do you know what time it is?" I growled, my tone one of statement and not question.


My little sister furrowed her eyebrows, "Like 1am or something. So?"


"So?" I seethed. "I TOLD you to call me if you were ever going to be out after midnight. Especially on a school night."


"Ohmigawd..." Lexi couldn't help laughing while covering her mouth to try and stifle herself. There was a wobbly-ness to her movements that wasn't quite coordinated. And now that I got a better scent, I smelled the distinct aroma of hard liquor.


"And have you been drinking?" I snapped, focusing on my sister.


"Jeez! Gimme a break, Dad..." Brooke whined.


"Brooke can handle herself," Meli piped up, coming to her friend's defense. "This isn't-"


"GOOD NIGHT, Meli," I cut her off, turning my cold glare to the pretty Hawaiian. I also turned to the third brunette. "Good night, Lexi."


Meli tried again. "But-"


"I said GOOD NIGHT," I growled, cutting her off.


Seeing an opportunity to escape, the roommates quickly hugged Brooke and said their goodbyes. "See you tomorrow," Meli finished before going out the door.


When they were gone, Brooke whirled on me with a righteous fury in her eyes. "Jeez, the fuck was that about?"


"You're late," I replied coldly. "Period."


"So what are you gonna do? Ground me?"


"If I have to."


"Oh, come ON."


"I'm dead serious."


"Ben! This isn't HOME. I'm eighteen! I'm in COLLEGE!"


"And you kept ME up wondering where the hell you were!" I seethed. "You're not picking up your phone. DJ was home two hours ago telling me you went to some party. And it's a fucking SCHOOL NIGHT! You have class in six hours!"


"Fuck, DAD."


"I'm not DAD. But if he were here, he WOULD ground you and you fucking KNOW IT!"


"But like you said, you're not him."


"Is this what you want? You want me to call Mom and Dad and ask THEM if I have permission to ground you?"


"NO!" Brooke instantly replied, scared I'd actually do it.


"Then freaking CALL ME. Okay? You know I don't think you should be out drinking past 1am. Especially on a school night. But you're right, you're in college, and I'm not your father. But I AM your big brother and you know I couldn't handle it if something ever happened to you."


"I'm sorry."


"Do you understand what it did to me the last time I got this worried about you?"


"Jeez, I'm sorry!" Brooke whimpered, for the first time looking truly apologetic. It was enough to take the wind out of my anger.


"Just ... midnight, okay? And if it's going to be any later than that, just call me and let me know you're okay. Is that so much to ask?" I exhaled slowly. "You make me worry, little one."


"I'm not so little anymore," Brooke pouted defensively.


I sighed and reached forward, pulling my sister into a bear hug. "You'll always be to me."





-- THURSDAY, OCTOBER 14, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



It was 9:52pm when the bedroom door opened and Kim walked in. Per the directions she'd been given, she approached me and then knelt on the floor in First Position, her legs together beneath her while she sat on her heels. The pretty Japanese babe extended her chin and put her hands together as if praying. And held between her hands was the leash that attached to the leather collar adorning her graceful neck.


I muted the sound on the Warriors-Blazers preseason game. It was almost over, and a blowout for the Warriors, so I'd lost interest. I was a Lakers guy, anyway. But I checked the clock and took note of the time. "You're early."


Kim quivered, lowered her head, and stared at the floor dejectedly. "I ... I couldn't wait ... I thought perhaps you might be lenient, Master."


I wasn't Kim's master. We were just friends, and she still belonged to Viktoriya. But Viktoriya didn't have a dick, not a live flesh and blood one anyways, and Kim had been granted permission to have sex with me on one night a week, at one specific time: Thursdays at 10:00pm. She couldn't even have sex with my roommates, only Dawn when she joined us on Thursday nights. But having some fantastic orgasms helped Kim unwind after the school week, and put her in a relaxed frame of mind before going back home to visit her family on the weekends. She hadn't gotten properly laid since our LAST Thursday night session, and the poor girl was positively quivering in anticipation.


But despite my empathy for her sexual frustration, I got a bit of a power rush every time Kim and I played this game. And feeling a cold rigidity settle in my core, I waved my hand dismissively and repeated, "You're early."


Kim whimpered.


I waved over to Dawn, seated at her desk. "Do you want to play with her for a few minutes?" I asked my girlfriend.


Only now did Dawn pick her head up, so engrossed in her studies she had been. She blinked as she realized that Kim was present, and then raised her eyebrows as the question her ears had heard only now transmitted into her brain. "Oh, uh, sorry but no." Dawn then turned and packed up her book. "Actually, I'm going to have to leave you two alone for this one. I've got a test tomorrow."


I nodded and leaned back against the pillows. Dawn's test was for the one class she didn't have with me, hence my freedom to zone out to the Warriors game. Dawn hoisted her bag, and then came over to kiss me. And with an apologetic look to a still-kneeling Kim, she left the room and closed the door behind her.


I un-muted the TV. Again, the game was of little interest to me, but protocols were protocols. I glanced at the clock, noting the time, but otherwise ignored Kim's presence. And she herself remained in that kneeling position, certainly uncomfortable on the hardwood floor, with her head down in obeisance.


But then the clock silently turned 10:00pm. I saw it, and waited an extra few seconds to see if Kim would speak up. But when she didn't, instead remaining silent and respectful, I sat up and swung my legs off the bed. And feeling that power rush coursing through my veins, lighting my limbs on fire and stiffening up my prick, I pointed to my fly and stated, "You may begin."


A tiny smile tugged at the corners of Kim's lips. She crawled forward and then reached up to slide her hand through the flap of my pajama pants. And after carefully extracting my semi-hard prick, she blew on it before opening her mouth and taking me inside.


Yeah, it's a hard life.





-- SUNDAY, OCTOBER 17, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



Sunday mornings were perhaps the only time of day when Dawn and I were guaranteed to see our little sisters in private. Kim went home nearly every weekend, and our other friends didn't have much reason to stop by this early. Similarly, DJ's and Brooke's little acolytes had their own family or other things going on, and their freshmen clique wouldn't rendezvous until the afternoon at the earliest.


So it was over breakfast when I tried to reconnect with my little sister. "So how're classes treating you? Any harder than High School?" I asked.


Brooke glanced up at me, taking in my earnest expression and inane question. "Seriously? When did you turn into Dad?"


I grimaced. "I didn't mean it like that. I'm just wondering. I remember my freshman year being a lot harder than High School ever was. Between the new campus, all the diversions of college, and-"


"All the diversions of having BOTH Adrienne and Dawn under one roof, you mean," DJ interjected, giggling.


Dawn came to my rescue. "We just want to know how things are going. It's been a couple of months and you two seem to be settling into college life pretty well. But we ARE your siblings and we've been through this before. We just want you to know that we're here for any advice."


"Did Brandi and Dayna give you two this little speech?"


I nodded. "Actually, they did."


Dawn blushed. "I'll admit, it felt like substitute parenting back then, too."


"It's cool," Brooke drawled. "We've got things under control. Good grades, good friends, no boyfriend hassles. We're good." She glanced at DJ, who just shrugged.


"I'm here if you need me," I advised.


"I know, I know," she replied dismissively, turning her attention to her food.


All I could do was sigh and focus on my breakfast as well.





-- WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 20, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"I'll raise you... 50 cents." I stacked two quarters and pushed them a few inches in front of me. Then I buried my nose in my cards, trying not to look at anyone else.


"He's bluffing," Robin drawled, pushing her glasses a little higher on her nose.


"How can you tell?" Bert queried, leaning in and attempting to scrutinize my face. I sighed and gave my best friend a blank look.


Gwen began, "Easy, he's-"


"Hey-hey," I cut her off. "Bert and Robin can talk. They're still in. You already folded."


Gwen smirked, but shut up.


I glanced over at Dawn, who gave me a bemused smile.


"See, even Dawn knows he's bluffing." Robin head-nodded to my girlfriend.


"Fine. Call." Bert pushed five dimes into the middle.


"Me, too." Robin put in a quarter, two dimes, and five pennies.


I sighed wearily, but did not yet flip over my hole cards. "How'd you know?"


Robin smirked. "You're a terrible liar, you know that?"


"Only when I actually have to speak. I didn't actually say anything."


"But you still have a bad poker face."


"The odds were against you," Kim stated evenly. "You seemed to be angling for a straight draw. But the odds of you having both the needed Jack and King are only 5%."


Bert nodded and flipped over his cards. "Two pair."


Robin grinned. "Straight, Ace-high."


"Ouch!" Bert complained. "I shoulda known you had something when you kept harping about Ben's bluff."


"Yes, you should've," I admonished my friend. "But more importantly, you shouldn't have listened to her at all."


I turned over my seven and jack of hearts, to go with the Ace and Queen of hearts from the flop, along with the little deuce of hearts that had just now shown up on the river.


"Shit!" Robin complained.


"Flush beats a straight every time," I chuckled while reaching forward to collect my winnings.


"How did-? But your face was..." Robin sputtered.


"My face was fake. I was acting, and it's easy to look guilty when you know you're being deceptive."


"But even Dawn thought you were bluffing."


"I wasn't smiling because I knew he was bluffing," Dawn explained. "I was smiling because I knew he wasn't."


Bert sighed. "Okay, new strategy: Watch DAWN'S reactions whenever Ben raises. If she's smiling, get the hell out."





-- THURSDAY, OCTOBER 21, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



I turned off the ignition, feeling 150hp die between my legs. The Fireblade had as much thrust as a Honda Civic, despite weighing only a fifth of the compact sedan. I had to admit, it was quite the power trip to straddle the thing.


My forearms were trembling just a bit as I remained perched in the seat. The vibration of the engine took a second to fully go away, and that entire time I felt like I was still connected to the metal beast. Plus, as long as I was still holding the handlebars, the girl behind me kept her arms wrapped around my waist.


Breathing hard, she lifted the visor of her helmet and gasped, "I thought I told you not to go that fast just yet."


"I had it under control," I chuckled right back. "Couldn't help it though. I felt... good. That's quite a rush you get while doing that."


"I know..." There was a crooning note in her voice as she said it, and I realized that I wasn't the only one with adrenaline pumping through my veins.


Without a second's further thought, I ripped my helmet off and twisted in the seat. Kim let me pull her helmet off as well, and then I was fiercely gripping her cheeks between both of my gloved hands as I pulled her face to mine for a kiss of such intensity that it would have registered somewhere on Adrienne's nuclear scale.


A minute later, I pulled back with my lower lip still quivering. Kim's eyes were on fire, and for a second I thought about fucking her right here on the bike.


But we were in a public place, and I quickly scanned the area to see if anyone was watching us. There wasn't, and I dismounted the motorcycle. "Go upstairs. Straight to your room," I commanded. "Leave your leathers on for now."


Kim looked scared. "Really?"


I grinned. "It's Thursday."


"It's not 10pm yet."


"If Viktoriya wants to complain, tell her I'll just fuck her brains out, too."





-- FRIDAY, OCTOBER 22, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"tweet, tweet" the birds high above chirped to each other.


The creek that ran alongside the glade babbled as the water wound its way westward.


The wind rustled the leaves in the trees.


"Ben? Earth to Ben?"


I blinked twice and looked up to see my true love staring down at me, her face oriented at a 90-degree angle to my own. She grinned, flashing me twin rows of perfect teeth. And her sunny blonde hair cascaded down, just tickling my cheeks as she leaned over.


"Where did you go?" she asked mirthfully.


"Nowhere," I mumbled distantly, before my consciousness fully came back to me. Blinking, I added, "Isn't that the point? It's Friday."


Dawn chuckled. Even though we had no immediate assignment today, my project team had gotten in the habit of having lunch together every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday anyway. The sun was out, and it was unseasonably warm. So rather than discuss our project, we simply ate our lunch together and enjoyed the day.


"We need you to break a tie," Dawn explained. "I mentioned how we were watching Pirates of the Caribbean last Friday, and we're disagreeing over which guy is sexier: Captain Jack Sparrow or Will Turner."


I sat up, raising my knees and wrapping an arm around them to keep myself upright. "You're asking ME?"


"Chevelle and Kim both say Captain Jack. Sasha and I both say Will."


I glanced over at the sixth team member. "And Bert?"


"Bert refuses to choose. He's citing male indifference."


"So why don't I get to claim male indifference?"


Dawn beamed at me. "Because unlike Bert, I know you're comfortable enough in your masculinity to take an objective look at the two options and make a decision."


I lowered my eyelids halfway. "A decision about which guy is sexier."


"Right!"


I rolled my eyes. I took a deep breath, and then with a little shrug, answered, "Will."


"See!" Sasha crowed.


"No fair," Chevelle protested. "He's only choosing Will because YOU did," she claimed, pointing at Dawn.


I frowned. "While it's true that Dawn and I happen to agree, I didn't pick just because of her."


"So you actually think Will Turner is sexier than Jack Sparrow?"


I shrugged and nodded.


"Explain."


I thought about it, raising my eyebrows while collecting myself. And a moment later, I explained, "While I can understand the appeal of Captain Jack, from the whole rock star attitude and easygoing confidence, I just happen to think Will is a more empirically attractive male. As a character, he's strong, loyal, and dedicated to his woman. Will would stand by you forever, while Jack would love you and leave you in a heartbeat. Witness how all those girls kept slapping Jack after he pissed them off."


Sasha gave me an evaluative look. "You – Mr. Big Ben reputation – citing loyalty to one over many conquests?"


I chuckled and shrugged. "Don't believe the hype."


"Oh, so you're saying there's no truth to the rumors that you slept with a few dozen girls last year, especially down by Sorority Row?"


I blushed and glanced back at Dawn. But with a wry grin, I just shook my head and said, "Out of respect for any ladies, I won't comment on that. And if I may point out, you were the one that said reputations don't always reflect reality."


Sasha bit her lip and looked embarrassed.


"You're missing the point," Chevelle whined. "I'm not talking about long term relationships. I'm asking which one of them is sexier."


I blinked. "Well, I would think that long-term potential would have something to do with sexual attraction."


Dawn coughed, not quite covering up her derisive laugh.


"Okay, fine, fine," I conceded. "Lots of girls like bad boys and don't factor in long-term when it comes to raw, lustful attraction. So purely on physicality, Orlando Bloom is tall, strong, young, vigorous, and handsome. Johnny Depp is equally handsome, and in his prime might very well outdo Orlando. But this isn't 21 Jump Street. I'm 20, and to me, Johnny Depp is just... old."


"But he's sooo dangerously sexy..." Chevelle breathed, and then twinkled an eye at me. "Kinda like you."


I chuckled. Chevelle made no secret of her rather carnal desire to fuck me, that uncensored mouth of hers running off with regularity. But at least she hadn't acted on it since the aborted study session at her pot-laced house.


"Different desires. You and Kim picked Captain Jack. Dawn and Sasha picked Will Turner. If you're looking for me to break the tie, I picked Will, and I gave you my reasons." I reached my arm around Dawn's shoulders to my left, and also around Sasha's shoulders to my right. Unlike in the past, she didn't recoil from my touch, having gotten used to it over the past few weeks while realizing that neither Bert nor I was going to make an unwanted pass at her. "Three to two. We win."


"Fine," Chevelle sighed in mild disappointment.


"Hey! Get your fucking hands off her!"


Abruptly, I released both girls and turned around. Sasha's meathead boyfriend and his pal approached, climbing up the hill. She exclaimed in surprise, "Rod?"


"What's he doing touching you?"


Sasha frowned. "It was nothing! We were talking."


"Looked like you two were going more than talking."


"Oh, don't be ridiculous!"


"Ridiculous? You KNOW what this guy is capable of. Stand up! You're coming with me!"


"Rod!"


"NOW!" he barked.


With her lower lip quivering, Sasha looked down for a moment before obeying. She got to her knees, collecting her things before standing up beside her boyfriend.


The hairs on my forearms were on edge. I didn't feel threatened by Rod, even if he was bigger than me. No, I was watching Sasha very carefully, my White Knight instincts rising up. I didn't think Rod was an abusive boyfriend, not in a physical sense. But at the same time, he clearly was the dominant one between the two, and my gut feeling told me that not everything was quite right in that relationship.


Looking a little pale, Sasha turned to face the group, mouthing, "I'm sorry." She then immediately turned and started walking away.


Rod waited a moment longer, glaring at everyone but most specifically at me. And then he turned and caught up to his girlfriend, with Meathead #2 in tow.


Something told me this wouldn't be the last time I'd be seeing that guy.





It was 3:30 in the afternoon when the doorbell rang.


"I'll get it," DJ volunteered, hopping up off the couch. We were re-watching Pirates of the Caribbean on DVD (again), and it wasn't really holding her interest. Although she and Brooke spent most of the weekdays at Vivian Wang's house, much of the clique separated on the weekends and dated on Fridays, leaving our little sisters to spend some of that time with us. DJ left the room and came back a minute later with a familiar face.


"Howdy!"


I looked up from my spot on the couch to see Faye Nguyen turn the corner into the living room, with DJ following immediately after. The pint-sized Vietnamese girl was quite the physical contrast to DJ, and I mused for the umpteenth time about how they made for an odd-looking pair of High School best friends. Blonde, blue-eyed DJ stood 5'9 1/2", with a sweater-busting pair of 34DD knockers. Faye had jet black hair and dark eyes, stood only 4'11", and weighed 90 pounds soaking wet. But they'd grown up together since Junior High, and had been inseparable ever since, save for DJ's annual trip to Morris Camp. I'd even met Faye several times when DJ and I dated briefly last year.


Dawn and I both waved at the same time, replying cheerfully, "Howdy!" The others all head-nodded their greetings as well.


Politeness out of the way, Faye immediately turned to DJ and grabbed her best friend's hands. "Ohmigawd. Tammy just called me and said that Marytina's is having a big Fall sale this weekend! The stuff is flying off the racks. Wanna go?"


"Seriously? Yeah! Just lemme grab my purse!" DJ immediately turned and darted into her bedroom.


I glanced to my side and elbowed Dawn in the ribs. "Do you want to go?" I knew that all the Evans girls were fans of Marytina's. The boutique clothing store on Shattuck had originally been found by Dayna back in the day, and the styles had been passed down from sister to sister.


Dawn thought about it for a moment before sighing and shaking her head. "No, no. I shall resist temptation. I have more than enough clothes."


"Don't I know it," I grumbled. Houses built back when this one had been weren't designed with walk-in closets. Dayna had managed to find space for all her clothes because she was the only one living in the Master Bedroom. But the closet couldn't handle both Dawn's AND my stuff.


Dawn elbowed me in the ribs, somewhat harder than I had done to her.


"Okay! Let's go!" DJ appeared back in the hallway. Faye grinned and turned to leave, but just as they were about to disappear, DJ stopped herself by grabbing onto the archway. "Wait ... uh ... Brooke? Wanna come?"


Up until Faye's arrival, my little sister had been watching the movie next to DJ on the other couch. She looked up from the movie, and after a second's hesitation, shook her head. "Nah, I'm good. You two go ahead. I wanna finish this."


DJ and Faye looked at each other, shrugged, and then nodded. "K," DJ replied. "I'll call you if I see something cute you'd like."


Brooke smiled in return, and then watched her friends leave.


A minute later, I heard my little sister sigh in a somewhat resigned tone. It was almost unnoticeable, but still enough to get my attention. And I glanced over at her.


Brooke looked the same as always, staring at the screen with an unreadable expression on her face. But a few seconds later, without a word she uncrossed her legs, stood up from the couch, and went into her room.


The action in and of itself wasn't unusual. Everyone who regularly hung out in the living room could come and go as they pleased without having to explain their behavior to anyone, and often did. But I knew something was off. And as I watched my sister disappear and then close the door, Dawn nudged me in the ribs again.


I turned to look at her, and the message in Dawn's eyes was clear: 'This is your chance. Go after her.'


I nodded and got off the couch. And then I went to knock at the door.


Her response came immediately. "Come in, Ben."


Silently, I slipped through the door and closed it behind me. "How'd you know it was me?"


Brooke sat up in bed and shrugged. "Just knew. You've been looking for a chance to be 'big brotherly' for a while."


I chuckled and crossed the room. Though dressed, Brooke had moved beneath the covers of her bed for extra warmth, and she now lifted the covers so that I could slide in beside her. Once I was sitting three-quarters upright against the headboard with my lower back supported by an extra pillow, she dropped the blankets over my lap and laid her head against my chest, wrapping her right arm around my belly.


"How ya doin' kiddo?" I asked while lowering my chin to the top of her head and stroking her back.


"I'm okay."


"If you were okay, you wouldn't be in here. Is this about DJ?"


Brooke scowled slightly and then glanced up at me. "It shouldn't be a big deal."


"But it feels like one," I intoned.


She took a deep breath, and then exhaled, "Yeahhh..."


"Talk to me."


"She's my best friend, you know? Only ... I don't think I'm hers. Not for the past couple of months at least."


I nodded knowingly. "To be fair: Faye was up in the Bay Area first."


"To be fair: I've been DJ's best friend since we were born," Brooke sniped.


"So you don't like Faye?"


"No, no. Faye is ... really, really nice. I can't hold anything against her. And I can't really hold anything against DJ, either. You're right, Faye was up here first. They've been best friends 11 out of 12 months of the year for the last six years. I can't expect to just come in and supplant her."


"I know exactly how you feel."


"No you don't."


"Of course I do. Don't you think I went through the same thing with Dawn and Ryan?"


"That was different. For one thing, Dawn and Ryan had a romantic relationship. From what everyone else said, you and Dawn worked out just fine being best friends from Day One, going to class and hanging out together. Brandi told me Dawn spent more time with you than with her boyfriend."


"Oh, uh ... well..." I stammered. Brooke had me there.


"And besides, you were with Adrienne. So even when Dawn wasn't around, you had your girlfriend at the time."


I frowned, not able to come up with an immediate response.


"But me? I have no one. DJ's hanging out with Faye more than with me. Andrew is up in stupid Oregon. And I'm here all alone. None of my high school friends came up here."


"Kady's at Stanford," I offered.


Brooke rolled her eyes. "Stanford is FAR. Plus, Kady's been in college a year already, and she has her own group of friends, too."


"Well, you've got me."


Brooke sighed and laid her head back against my chest. She was quiet for a moment, but then exhaled. "You're my brother, not my friend. It's different, AND you have your own group of friends, too."


I just went quiet and rubbed her shoulder.


"I mean, I shouldn't have assumed DJ would drop everything, her entire NorCal life, to hang out with me. But I kinda did, and now I'm not sure what to do."


I shrugged. "You have other friends. It's not like you had DJ around for the past ten years. And there's what, six or seven different girls you've brought by the house?"


Brooke raised an eyebrow to me. "Scoping out your next conquests, Big Ben?"


I rolled my eyes. "Aren't you getting to know them?"


"A bit."


I took a deep breath. "Look, I was pretty much in the same boat you were when I first got to college. I didn't know many people, just Dawn and Adrienne. I had to get out there and meet Bert and Kim. And even though Gwen and Robin came with Dawn, I still got to know them as friends as well. The key is to think about it as a new experience. There's this big, massive campus for you to explore, filled with literally thousands of new people to meet. Yeah, it can be a little intimidating, but you're not totally alone. You've got connections, you've got older siblings, and whether DJ is best friends with you or Faye, she's still around. And you KNOW she still cares about you. She stopped and invited you shopping, didn't she?"


Brooke gave me a weak smile, conceding. "She did. But I didn't want to feel like a third wheel."


"You're not a third wheel. Ask her. You know DJ will say she has TWO best friends."


"Maybe, but we're still pretty separate best friends. That's why I feel like a third wheel around them."


There was something in the way Brooke had emphasized the word 'separate'. "What do you mean?"


Brooke shot me a look, hesitant to reveal whatever was on her mind. But after another moment's thought, she decided she could share and took a deep breath. "I don't just miss DJ as a friend. I miss her ... well ... you know..."


I furrowed my eyebrows, wondering what could make Brooke hesitant to just say the word. But then it hit me. No matter how ... ordinary ... we could make sex, the term always made people gun-shy. "Sex?" I chuckled. "You saying DJ's not screwing you enough?"


Brooke moped. "Well ... yeah. I mean, I'm not interested in guys right now. I really want to stay loyal to Andrew, and you're ... well ... I know you make time for me, but with Dawn and Kim and DJ..."


"I'm stretched a little thin," I conceded.


"Yeah. And with DJ in her no-dating phase while she concentrates on studies, I sorta thought we'd help each other take the edge off."


"Don't you?" I arched an eyebrow, recalling how that very morning I'd heard some pretty interesting noises coming out of DJ's bedroom.


"Sure, sometimes ... It's just, DJ and Faye, they're ... well they're not exactly girlfriends ... But for the last few years, they've been hooking up pretty regularly themselves. And while DJ tells me she's cut back a bit with Faye to make time for me ... I'm still..."


"Getting shafted?"


Brooke raised her eyebrows, smirking at me. "I think the point is that I'm NOT getting shafted enough."


I sat up straighter as realization dawned. "And Faye doesn't want to share, does she?"


Brooke shook her head. "DJ's brought up the idea of a three-way, but Faye just doesn't know me that well yet. Again, she's really nice, and I think we're friends. But I think she still sees me as the competition. It's like ... I'm you and Faye is Ryan. And we've all heard by now what Ryan thought of you."


I winced. But after taking a deep breath, I nodded. "Yeah, I know how you feel. But believe me, the relationship you have with DJ is special, just like the one between Dawn and me. And look how that turned out."


"I guess so." Brooke gave me a hopeful look and sighed in resignation. She leaned back against my chest, wrapping my arm around her waist and stroking it absentmindedly. I simply held her, reassuring my sister with my presence that I was there for her support.


Suddenly, Brooke perked up. She glanced over to the desk, and slid out of bed to retrieve her purse. "Hm. Just had an idea."


"Clearly."


Brooke turned around, then reached up and flicked a lock of dark hair out of her eyes. Tucking it behind her ear, she grinned at said, "I got it. I just need an Adrienne."


"Huh?"


"Your little friend Meli? She's been dropping a few hints to me here and there, like that party she took me to last week. I wasn't really encouraging her, since I was trying to prove to DJ that she was still my best friend. But if she's going to stick with Faye, well ... Meli IS pretty tasty, isn't she?"


There was an innuendo in Brooke's voice. She wasn't asking hypothetically; she really wanted me to confirm my opinion of Meli Kanemura's 'tastiness'. "Uh, no comment," I muttered.


"Uh, huh..." Brooke rolled her eyes, an evil grin on her face. She held her phone up, but paused before pressing the TALK button. "You know, that's one more reason to hang out with her more often. You've definitely got my curiosity up about what went on between you two."


All I could do was arch an eyebrow in surprise. But rather than try to dissuade her, I just chuckled and remarked. "Well tell you what: Come by my room tonight, and if you tell me what you learned from Meli, I'll let you play with Dawn and me. Deal?"


Brooke looked up at me with a wide smile. "Deal. Thanks for listening, big brother."


"Anytime, little one."





-- SATURDAY, OCTOBER 23, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Seriously, the next time Gwen tells you she's found this 'fantastic new restaurant', tell her to actually TRY it before she recommends it," I grumbled as I walked up the steps onto the front porch.


"It wasn't THAT bad," Dawn soothed, squeezing my right hand.


"Not that bad? My stomach is already queasy. I'm going to throw up." I removed my right hand from hers, and then covered my belly as I felt noxious gasses lurching up my esophagus.


"Okay. So it was a little greasy."


"Little?" I choked down for a moment before raising my right hand over my mouth, and then cut loose with a loud [BRAAAAAAAP]


Dawn stopped in her tracks, giving me a bemused smile while I recovered from the monster burp. Patting my back, she asked, "Feel better?"


"Ugh..." I sighed and then took a deep breath. "Actually ... yeah."


"See. It was just gas."


"Yeah, gas from that crappy food."


Dawn rolled her eyes and fished her keys out of her purse. She put them to the front door and then led us inside.


We were just passing the hallway when the door to Brooke's bedroom popped open. Startled, Dawn and I came to a halt. But we weren't nearly as startled as the girl on the other side.


"Eep!" Meli Kanemura backed into the room, abruptly covering her fully naked body with her arms. After goggling at us for half a second, she spun about and darted back into the room, grabbing her shirt off the desk chair and holding it up in front of her.


Brooke sat up on the bed, looking out in surprise. "Ben? Dawn?"


"Um, hi..." I managed to stutter.


"What are you doing home so soon? Thought you guys went out to dinner."


I grumbled and Dawn explained, "Dinner didn't really agree with Ben."


"Oh." Brooke nodded and then blushed at Meli. And while the tall, slender Hawaiian babe had begun to calm down, she was darting her eyes back and forth between us and my sister and clearly still uncomfortable.


"Well, we'll just get upstairs." I grabbed Dawn's hand and started tugging her down the hallway. But I couldn't resist glancing back straight at Meli and giving her a little grin. "Nice to, ah... see you again."


Dawn whacked my arm, then rolled her eyes as SHE now led me to the stairs and up out of the way.





-- MONDAY, OCTOBER 25, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Ben?" DJ called up the stairs. "Can you come to my room? There's something I need you to take a look at."


Her voice wasn't urgent, like it would have been over a spider or some other hazard. Most likely, some other damn thing had fallen apart in this house, like an electrical socket burning out or a wall shelf collapsing.


Dawn and I had just finished taking a shower together, and Dawn was still drying her hair. While we hadn't had sex under the spray, there had been lots of groping and fondling, and I had a throbbing erection that seemed to be physically tugging me left and right as it searched for pussy.


I WAS planning to use said erection on Dawn. It was late in the evening, and we really had no better opportunity to fuck each other's brains out. But when I looked over at my girlfriend, she shrugged helplessly and gestured out the door. DJ needed me.


"Be right there," I called with a resigned sigh before tugging on light pajama bottoms and a T-shirt. And after ogling my naked girlfriend one last time with regret, I hopped down the stairs and then knocked at DJ's door.


She called out, "Come in."


I walked through the door and stopped dead in my tracks. DJ lay on her back across the bed, her head propped up by a pillow. Her blonde hair was pulled back tight against her scalp and then tied off in a long ponytail. She wore rather severe makeup, with heavy black mascara and eyeshadow. Around her neck was a leather collar, albeit without a D-ring or other leash. And the black theme was further continued down her body with a tiny black G-string over her pubis and a matching black demi-bra with half-cups that exposed her nipples.


Right beside her, with identically ponytailed hair, makeup, and leather collar, was Brooke. Unlike DJ, my sister's more modest bosom was fully covered by her bra. But as she spread her legs to the sides, I saw that her panties were crotchless, with a gaping hole in the fabric that fully exposed her pussy and anus. Also, Brooke wore sheer black stockings connected to a garter belt around her waist.


And there was one final touch: the two scantily-clad 18-year-olds were handcuffed together.


"Wow," I croaked, my jaw on the floor. "I don't think I've ever seen this look on you two before."


Brooke grinned. "I know. Adrienne sent this stuff to us out of the Frederick's catalog. We've been saving them for a special occasion."


"Special occasion?"


DJ glanced over at Brooke, leaning forward and pecking her best friend's nose. "I realized I haven't been a very good friend to Brooke these past couple of months. She and I got to talking, and we decided to do something fun together."


"And you came up with this?"


Brooke nodded. "We've never tried the whole BDSM thing, but now seemed like a good time to do it. Just ... be careful with those toys, will ya?"


There was a folding TV tray next to the bed. On top of it were various bondage instruments, from blindfolds to riding crops and even a thin whip. I'd used all of them at some point during my rather varied sex life. But despite my familiarity, I squirmed a bit inside at the thought of using them on my little sisters, DJ included in my extended family on that note.


"Uh, I'm not sure I want to use this stuff on you two."


"That's why we want you to," Brooke explained. "Neither of us is really submissive. But we want to try this. People always talk about how a little pain can make sex really, really intense. And we trust that you won't seriously hurt us."


DJ giggled. "Besides, there's someone else to help keep you in check."


"There is?"


"There is," Dawn answered from behind me. I whirled around to see my gorgeous girlfriend dressed in her own black outfit: a boned-corset and black leather pants finished off with four-inch heeled boots. She'd put on black lipstick and wore a black domino mask over her eyes and nose. Like the others, she'd tied her hair back in a severe ponytail. And reaching forward, she picked up the riding crop and immediately slapped it against her open left palm.


"Of course, ladies," Dawn drawled with a slightly evil grin. "I think you should be more concerned with Ben keeping ME in check."





-- TUESDAY, OCTOBER 26, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



I hung up my new Motorola RAZR cell phone, slapping the clamshell shut and sliding the ultrathin device into my back pocket. I took a deep breath to try and relax my racing heartbeat. Nothing was wrong; quite the opposite. The speaker at the other end of the line had more or less invited me to dine at a buffet of gorgeous, nubile young girls who seemingly had all gotten it into their pretty little heads that me fucking their brains out was a rite of passage they were required to take.


It was quite the tempting offer. But when I stopped and thought about it, my life was pretty nice the way it was. For the past month, at least, I'd settled into a very comfortable routine: I went to class, I hung out with my friends, and I had the most amazing sex with four young women who meant the world to me. Sure, the greedy bastard inside wanted to fuck the whole world. But the realist in me remembered the past two years of school. Even though I'd gotten to fuck a half-dozen of Brandi's and Dayna's friends, worked through a good percentage of the Tri-Delt sorority, and even nailed Dawn's friends Gwen and Robin, I hadn't truly found happiness until Dawn and I finally got back together.


My life was perfect now. Why would I want to mess with a good thing?


So closing my eyes, I urged myself to push past the temptations and concentrate on what truly made me happy. And once I felt relaxed enough, I got up and headed back downstairs.


Speaking of temptations ... Seven cute girls giggled in unison while gossiping about some stupid thing or another. Four of them were Brooke, DJ, Faye, and Meli. Two others were Tammy and Beth, Brooke's and DJ's other acolytes. The two additional froshlings were pretty and popular ... and had more than a passing interest in their friend's hunky older brother.


But I easily let my eyes drift past them to the seventh beauty, the true love of my life. Dawn looked over at me just like the other six when I clunkily stomped down the stairs, and the smile on her face was all I needed to see.


With my attention drawn to my girlfriend, the six 18-year-olds all looked away from me and returned to their conversation. I was cute, but I was quite clearly taken. And unlike previous years, my being in a relationship actually WAS a detriment to having me in their bed. Two years ago, I would have let Brandi's and Dayna's friends seduce me. Nowadays, I casually flirted with the froshlings, but went no further. I may not have been 100% monogamous, but I was definitely keeping the sexual creature leashed inside.


"What did Jocelyn want, babe?" Dawn asked when I returned to her.


I winced. "It's nothing really..." I hedged. "Already told her I wasn't interested."


My girlfriend arched an eyebrow at me, and then glanced back at the younger girls. She got up and walked over to me, directing me with her eyes to move into the kitchen for some privacy.


Once we were alone, she cocked her head and asked, "Wasn't interested in what?"


"She was inviting us to the Tri-Delt Halloween Party." I felt a quick surge of hormones and adrenaline. Recent resolutions to stay faithfully committed to Dawn or not, the very thought of mixing it up with the sorority house full of hot babes went straight to the core of my sexual being. And let's be honest: Halloween makes a great excuse for girls to dress like wanton sluts for a night, and I was sure to have plenty of eye candy around.


But I'd already made my commitment. The Tri-Delts had invited me to a party (ahem, orgy) once before, and I'd turned them down. I didn't really need a bevy of hot girls around to have a good time. And even if I DID, I was pretty sure I could get Brooke, DJ, Dawn, and Kim into the Master Bedroom all at once. It hadn't happened yet, but if I tried I could probably swing it.


Dawn was thoughtful, but then with a smile, she nodded and exclaimed, "Ooh, let's go!"


I was surprised. "Seriously?"


Dawn nodded. "You said Jocelyn invited 'us', right?"


Furrowing my eyebrows, I nodded. "Uh, yeah."


"So you won't have any hang-ups about leaving me behind."


"We've been over this. You know how the night will turn out if I go over there. I'm not that guy anymore. I love you."


"Oh, I KNOW you love me. Love is love. Sex is just sex. And I know we're not going to love each other any less if you boink a few pretty brains out. It's been a long time since you've had some variety, anyway."


"Variety? Have you been around me the past couple of months? I've got plenty of variety right in this house."


"That's not what I mean and you know it." She rolled her eyes. "C'mon, you telling me the idea of a little fresh pussy doesn't stir your interest?"


Dawn had her hand on top of my crotch, and before I could even respond verbally, my cock engorged just a bit. As fantastic as the sex with Dawn, DJ, Brooke, and Kim had been since school started, it was still quite the turn-on to think of sinking my cock into a never-before-used pussy. My girlfriend arched an eyebrow once again, a self-satisfied smirk on her lips. "See?"


"I don't know..." I moaned. My loins urged me on, but my conscience held me back.


"C'mon, it'll be fun. Remember 'fun'?"


I sighed. "The last time you told me that, we ended up getting stoned at Chevelle's place. And that night didn't turn out so great."


Dawn frowned for a moment. "I never actually told you that out loud."


"But you thought it."


She blinked in realization and then smiled. "Yeah, I did."


I shared her smile as we both reveled in the momentary reminder of our special connection. But then Dawn's smile turned into a smirk, and an arched eyebrow of her own. And right then I knew that I was about to agree with her, even before she finished her argument.


Still, Dawn had to make her argument. "First of all, there won't be any Tito's present. Yeah, there will be guys there. But I'm telling you point blank: I won't have a thing to do with them. You're my everything, Ben. I've fucked other guys. I no longer have any curiosities about what it might be like to be with another man, because I've been with you, and I KNOW that there's no other male on this planet that can make me feel the way you do..."


I could feel that there was more to her statement, and while she paused to take a breath, I interjected, "No other male..."


Dawn's sky blue eyes sparkled. And instead of continuing, she just stood up straight and beamed at me. "You DO get me."


"I do." I chuckled.


Giggling, Dawn leaned in and gave me a conspiratorial look. "I'll let you in on a little secret: For most girls, oral orgasms are always better than intercourse. We enjoy the bond of penetration, the intimacy of being held by our man. But I'm sorry; a dick in the cunt can't match a tongue wrapped around a girl's clit. So if I ever want some variety from you, well, a girl with her own box to experiment on is always going to interest me more than some blockhead guy."


I frowned. "But if a girl gives you better orgasms than a guy, what does that mean about me?"


Dawn laughed and stroked my arm. "Well, let's just say you eat pussy as well as any girl I've ever met. As for coital sex, you're the exception. I don't know how you do it to me, but sometimes I think you've got a tongue on the end of your cock from the way you can stimulate my insides."


I chuckled at the imagery. "Well thanks for the vote of confidence. But that still doesn't explain why you're willing to let me screw around. We both know you would've pitched a fit if Ryan wanted to bang some other girl. And I know you've got an open mind about this and all, but I seem to remember you telling Adrienne that you wouldn't let me out quite so much. Don't we have enough extra ... uh, marital ... activities?"


"We have some fun with DJ and Brooke, yeah. And Kim and Viktoriya. But as for letting you out ... I dunno. I was a different person back then. YOU were a different person. Freshman Ben couldn't wait to tap every possible girl around you, but Junior Ben has got his libido in check on his own. I'm not worried about you losing your head about this." She chuckled. "Look at us now! I'm the one trying to talk you into getting out more."


"This is just so weird."


"Come on. I'm giving you permission. For one night at least, let's get a little wild. I've heard the stories about you and Adrienne just exploding some poor girl's mind – your Big Ben and Adrienne Experience – but I've never actually seen you in action with these sorority girls. I'm getting wet just thinking about it right now."


Dawn's eyes glittered in obvious arousal, and right then my mind was made up. I took a deep breath, and then reached out and pulled my girlfriend to me, hugging her tightly. "Okay, you've convinced me. We'll go. I just don't want you to be thinking you have to set me free or run wild or anything. Maybe monogamy isn't in my DNA, but the ability to love you and only you IS."


Dawn giggled, quickly pecking my lips and then tapping my forehead condescendingly. "Silly boy. I'm not going to the Tri-Delt Halloween party just for you. That house is full of hot chicks that I find quite bangable, and you're my ticket into their panties. I'm doing this for ME!"


She laughed, a musical lilt that lifted my heart, carrying me along with her until I was laughing with her. And when we finally managed to calm down, Dawn slipped her hand into my back pocket and pulled out my cell phone. "Good. Now call Jocelyn back right away. I can't wait for this party!"





-- SUNDAY, OCTOBER 31, 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Are you sure I can't persuade you to stay?"


I took a deep breath and forced myself to calm down before answering. The deep breath was followed by another, then another. Shit, I was panting. But I steadied my breathing and forced myself to calm down. It wasn't easy. After all, there was a gorgeous young blonde sitting in a lotus position on my bed.


Her hair was up in some weird twist and topped by a little red hat that looked like it belonged on that monkey from Disney's Aladdin. The hat was attached to some kind of pink veil that draped around her neck while leaving her beautiful face completely exposed. The pink tube top wasn't doing much to contain her BIG tits, although the red velvety half-jacket was at least obscuring the sides. And her pink pantaloons were made from some sheer material, threatening me with the view of her long legs beneath them ... and perhaps something around her crotch further up.


I'd never actually seen "I Dream of Jeannie" ... but I couldn't imagine anyone carrying off the costume better than DJ.


"Not tonight," I groaned, regretting the words.


"But I'm horny. Getting all dolled up like this ... Feeling fucking sexy ... It does things to a girl."


"So get laid tonight. No one is stopping you."


DJ sighed. "I don't just want a hookup. Haven't found anyone of quality yet. You've ruined me for other men. And even if I did find a good guy, I told you I'm too busy for a boyfriend right now. I want YOU!"


I sighed. "You HAD me last night. Remember?"


"Remember? Not really. You knocked me out cold ... AGAIN." DJ sighed, leaning forward and planting her chin in her upraised palm. The hunched over position really made her cleavage stand out.


"And I will again ... and again ... Just not tonight. Your sister is gonna need me, kiddo," I told her.


"Pssht. I know Dawn. She's gonna have her hands full with all the girls you bring into whatever room you end up in. You won't even have to touch her tonight to make her happy."


"Maybe. But I've got to keep myself going as long as I can. I don't want her party to end just because I've run out of gas."


"Fine," DJ moped sullenly. She leaned back, planting her hands on the bed behind her. The position simultaneously removed my downward angle view of her tits and gave me a new view of her boobage thrust forward.


But any lustful thoughts I was having were dashed when DJ then let out a long exhalation, a mournful tone in her hum. "I can't believe it's been a year."


"A year since what?"


DJ frowned, looking mildly annoyed with me for not getting it. "A year since your last Tri-Delt Halloween party."


Instantly, I got it. Last October, I'd been DJ's boyfriend. And last year's Tri-Delt party had been the catalyst for our breakup. "Oh, that part." I winced and began, "Deej-"


"No, no." She immediately waved me off. "Nevermind."


I just took a deep breath and made damn sure I was looking at her eyes. "For what it's worth, I'm still sorry. If I'd known how things would turn out, I never would have gone."


DJ pursed her lips, momentarily reliving her pain of last year. But a second later, she inhaled and shook her head. "No, it's fine. Our relationship was doomed from the beginning. You belong with Dawn, and I'm okay with that. We had to break up sometime."


"But it didn't have to happen the way it did."


"Doesn't matter." She shrugged. And then a wistful smile spread across her face. "Still ... I wonder what it would be like to be in Dawn's shoes tonight. Those Tri-Delts that came to the barbecue were pretty hot. If we were still together, I would have been your plus-one tonight."


DJ was lost to her momentary fantasy, and I moved to sit beside her, wrapping my arm around her uncovered waist. Instinctively, she leaned over to rest her head against my shoulder. "If it's that important to you, I'm sure we can work out other opportunities."


She took a deep breath, then looked up at me and quickly closed the gap, giving me a firm, longing kiss. But just when I felt like there might be something more to the liplock, she pulled away. "I'm okay," DJ began, rubbing her thumb across my moistened lips. "Just a bit of nostalgia. But you're right. Tonight is Dawn's night. Brooke and I will be fine."





I really didn't want to wear the Prince Philip costume for a third year in a row. Besides, Prince Philip was Sleeping Beauty's Prince; and he didn't match up with Dawn's Cinderella.


So this year, Dawn wore a white Grecian gown, with a plunging neckline to show off her bosom and an elaborate necklace to further draw one's attention to that area of her body. She'd curled her golden locks, and adorned them with a golden crown. Matching earrings and chunky bracelets accessorized the look. And the whole thing was topped off with a single-shoulder sash, also embroidered with gold, that could be used to cover her cleavage or be left draping down the side of her body. On this night, what more fitting costume than that of Helen of Troy, the most beautiful woman in the world?


Inspired by last week's argument over Johnny Depp and Orlando Bloom, I was Helen's Paris. My tunic was patterned after the Trojan armor from the recent movie. I also had the forearm greaves and blue cape. At first, Brooke suggested I should be Achilles, but then we reminded her that Achilles and Helen had almost nothing to do with each other.


It was Kim who pointed out that Paris died before the end of the war, and she didn't like the association of me with a historical figure who was something of a coward. But Dawn and I shrugged this off. We'd watched the movie a few months back, and in the movie at least, Paris and Helen remained together despite the fall of Troy.


DJ affirmed the choice. After all, she thought Orlando Bloom was hotter than Brad Pitt. Dawn agreed. Besides, I had dark hair. And like Johnny Depp, to us 18 and 20-year-olds, Brad Pitt was just... old.


It was a good thing Dawn stated her preference while we were still at home...


... because wouldn't you know it? Some dude decided to go to the party dressed as blonde Achilles.


"My brothers of the sword! I would rather fight beside you than any army of thousands!" The large frat boy with bulging biceps and flowing, shoulder-length sun-kissed hair stood in the middle of the Tri-Delt foyer. Four guys stood around him, dressed in various costumes from doctor to pirate, etc.; although at the moment they posed in unison with Achilles as if members of his war party. Further into the living room stood a gaggle of about a dozen girls, giggling as they watched 'Achilles' exhorting on his friends with a big smile on his face.


"Let no man forget how menacing we are. We are lions! Do you know what's waiting beyond that beach?" Achilles swept his hand over to the girls, who started whistling enticingly.


"Immortality! Take it! It's yours!" Achilles pointed his sword, and the four already half-drunk guys whooped joyously before heading straight over to the waiting sorority girls. And everybody laughed in good humor at the end of that little show.


But it wasn't over yet. Dawn and I had just arrived, and one of the girls gasped and pointed over at us.


Achilles glanced over, and still fully in character, he jerked his sword out and aimed it at me, proclaiming, "Trojans! Thou hast defiled my lord's honor with thy theft of his beloved wife!"


"Seriously?" I glanced at Dawn. And then I looked up at Achilles. "I think that was Shakespeare, dude."


Instantly, the guy broke character and grinned. "Whatever. The speech part was over."


I chuckled and moved forward, Dawn hanging onto my arm. "I can't believe you actually memorized that speech."


"Hey. It was a bitchin' speech from a bitchin' movie." He thrust his hand forward. "I'm Achilles, but you can call me Jaron."


I grinned. "Ah ... Uh, 'Paris'. But you can call me Ben."


"And you must be Helen." Jaron took Dawn's hand and bowed, his eyes darting to her tits before moving to her hand. He kissed the back of it theatrically, then stood up and looked my girlfriend in the eyes. "It was a bitchin' movie, but I have to say that you, my dear, put the movie's Helen to shame."


Dawn blushed but smiled. "Why thank you. Do you have a Briseis here as well?"


Jaron smirked, a twinkle in his eyes. "Oh she's here alright. I just haven't figured out which one is her yet." He elbowed me in the side and chuckled. "If you know what I mean..."


His elbow actually hurt a bit. The guy definitely had Brad Pitt's muscles, and my "armor" wasn't actually all that tough. But I smiled and nodded. "Right."


"Well, I'll let you two do your thing. I'm off to find my Briseis. Good to meet you." Jaron finally dropped Dawn's hand and with one last radiant smile, he turned to join his friends in chatting up the waiting Tri-Delts.


"It's going to be an interesting night, isn't it?" Dawn asked warmly as she reattached herself to my arm.


"Yeah..." I nodded, surveying the scene. "You can't say my life is ever boring."





"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. As usual, some 60 of them were full Tri-Delt members. Another 20 or so were pledges, hoping to earn the right to join.


I let the pledges do their thing, concentrating on mingling with my "old friends". Jocelyn Canilao (She-Devil) and Kelly Park (Luau Girl) were absolutely thrilled that I'd come. Andie Holland (Shrek's Princess Fiona, human not ogre), Tonya Brackett (Halle Berry Catwoman), and Lakhi Sharma (Naughty Nurse) all stopped by to chat and flirt. And there were others, some of whom had been double-teamed by Adrienne and me back in the day, who came over to flirt with winks and suggestive comments.


There were also two moments of mild awkwardness, although neither turned out to be a big deal. Misty Madsen saw us, and with Grace Choi in tow, came over to say 'hi'. Misty came to me with open arms, and I hugged her warmly, but when I turned to Grace, there was hesitance on both our parts before Grace finally caved and gave me a chaste embrace.


Really, Grace just sorta held my shoulders for eighty-three milliseconds while briefly leaning her cheek toward mine without actually touching. "How's Adrienne?" she asked, quickly backing away.


"She's good, she's good," I replied, my mind racing through my memory to recall how my adoptive sister and her ex-girlfriend had not had the best of breakups. And while a part of me felt that Grace didn't deserve to know what was going on in Adrienne's life, a part of me also wanted to rub Adrienne's success in her face. "Actually, Adrienne's doing really well. She's been crazy busy, so much that I haven't seen her in a while. But just last week, she told us she's been accepted on the next Sports Illustrated swimsuit photo shoot."


"Really? Sports Illustrated? Wow!" Grace's eyes popped open and she turned to share in her amazement with Misty. She seemed genuinely happy for Adrienne, and I felt my mood softening just a bit toward the pretty Korean girl.


"Yeah," I nodded. "They've got quite the whirlwind tour coming up: Bahamas, Honduras, Croatia. I forget the rest. Adrienne's not yet sure where they're sending her."


"That's so cool," Grace breathed.


Misty giggled and elbowed her friend in the ribs. "You coulda held up the magazine and said, 'That's my girlfriend!'"


Grace blushed and looked down demurely before flicking her eyes over to me. She shook her head and shrugged. "It never would have lasted this long. It was fun, but I always knew I was more into guys."


Dawn touched my arm and said sagely, "It all worked out for the best."


Everyone agreed to that point, even me. While Grace may have momentarily broken her heart, Adrienne was off pursuing a dream.


"Ah, how's Kim?" Grace then asked with a wince.


I blinked, "Kim?" I wondered for a second why Grace would ask about her before remembering that not only had Kim been a part of Grace's and Misty's circle of friends, but also Grace's submissive.


"Yeah, uh, I heard she moved in with you guys."


Blushing, I took a deep breath and then gave Grace a steady look. I was sure a world full of innuendo was in my eyes. "She's fine. She's taken care of."


Biting her lip, Grace nodded thoughtfully. "That's good to know."


Misty evaluated her friend for a moment. I watched the two of them, wondering just how much Misty had known about Grace's and Kim's prior relationship. But Grace quickly switched topics and within a few minutes, the four of us managed to get past the awkwardness and move on. And after a pleasant chat, we then went our separate ways.


But I wasn't out of the woods yet. Big, translucent wings caught my attention to the left, but it wasn't a butterfly this time. Instead, Cadence Carmichael was dressed to the nines as Peter Pan's Tinkerbell, complete with her strawberry-blonde hair in a cute bun and a sheer green mini-dress that was barely there. The 5'11" Amazon floated above the crowd, currently pursued by Mr. Achilles himself. But for the moment at least, my ex-girlfriend wouldn't give him the time of day.


Perhaps feeling my gaze, Cadence turned and looked directly at me with a quiet intensity. Her brilliant green eyes bewitched me for a moment, and all the old lustful urges I had for her came streaming back to me. It wasn't that I still had romantic feelings for my ex-girlfriend. Quite the contrary. But she was still bewitchingly beautiful enough to get me half-hard with a single glance.


For once, Cadence didn't look away. She glanced at Achilles for a moment, and then headed in a direct beeline to me. "Ben! How are you?" she called ebulliently, raising her voice so that others around turned and stared. Automatically, my arms opened as she floated directly into me for a hug.


My nostrils were immediately filled with Cadence's spicy scent. Her skin felt cool, but almost tacky to the touch, which I realized was a fine sheen of spray-on sparkles that adorned her bare shoulders and upper torso. Daintily, she kissed my cheek, and then warmly smiled at my girlfriend. "Hello, Dawn. You look gorgeous tonight."


"Uh, thanks." Dawn flustered for only a half-second before smiling confidently. She candidly ignored the possessive way Cadence draped herself around my neck, and merely asked, "How have you been?"


"I'm doing well, thank you." The gorgeous girl with big tits and a tiny waist snuggled her cheek against mine, sighing, "You don't mind if I borrow your toyfriend for just a minute, do you?"


Toy-friend?



"By all means. I'm not the jealous type." Dawn smiled sweetly, but her eyes narrowed. She caught my attention and I heard her words rattling around my brain clear as day. 'I said you could get laid tonight, but you are NOT touching this one. Understand me?'


I swallowed reflexively and nodded fractionally to my girlfriend.


Cadence sighed again. "I'm between boyfriends at the moment. So I've gone without for far too long."


Dawn's voice was all honey, yet clearly calculated. "I'm sure a girl with your beauty won't stay available for long."


"Thank you for the compliment," Cadence said in the same syrupy voice, her tone gaining an edge to it. There was a fresh tension in her arm as it wrapped around my neck. "Still, I'm but a plain Jane compared to the great Helen of Troy."


Dawn's smile thinned. It was a compliment, but there was more going on between the two girls than the words being said. "You're too modest. I know you certainly caught my Ben's attention quite well while you had him."


"Perhaps, but he deserves you," Cadence continued. "He was such a wonderful boyfriend in the short time we were together. So committed. He will always be very, very special to me, and it's good for me to know that he's well and truly happy."


"He is," Dawn stated confidently, her smile widening again. "I make sure my man is completely satisfied."


Cadence grinned, her left hand rising up off my shoulder and up to play with my cheek, drawing Dawn's attention there. At the same time, her right hand slid down and under the hem of my military tunic, finding my shorts and deftly copping a feel of my bulge.


Immediately, I stiffened and stared with wide eyes at Cadence just as she yanked her hands away, covering her mouth and giggling mirthfully. She glanced to her left. No sign of Achilles any longer. So putting the heel of her hand against her chin, she blew me a kiss. And without another word, she turned and flitted away.


I sighed. Some people never change.





// It's a dead man's party ... Who could ask for more? ... Everybody's comin', leave your body at the door...



I don't think it's possible for there to be a Halloween party without Oingo Boingo. I don't even know when the song came out, and had no clue who "Oingo Boingo" was, whether a whole group or a single English dude. But even Eden and Emma knew this song.


"Don't run away, it's only me!" I mouthed while Dawn coyly turned away, only to have me tug her right back up against my chest. She giggled as she collapsed against me, and right about the same time, I felt a pair of hands walking up my back.


Far from being alarmed, I simply craned my head around. Lots of girls had been going by, copping a feel here and there. They were always girls I'd already become intimately acquainted with, and I didn't really mind. But I was surprised this time, as Cleopatra (Carli Singer) moved in and nuzzled her cheek against mine before pulling back.


She laughed, I laughed, and the three of us finished the song out with me taking turns dancing with both girls. And when the song ended, moving on to something a little more current, I head-nodded the girls off the dance floor.


"Hey," I said loudly over the music. "It's good to see you. Figured you'd be busy with all your Pledge Mistress tasks tonight."


"Oh, I was." Carli waved me off. "All the instructions are done. Time for me to just enjoy myself."


I grinned. "How's the new crop of girls?"


"They're great." The Senior redhead smiled, glancing at Dawn before returning her gaze to me. "Almost as pretty as last year's."


I grinned wolfishly. "Their pledge task tonight anything like last year's?"


Carli's grin matched mine. "Something like that. Don't worry, I told them you were off limits."


I mock-pouted, but to my surprise, Dawn moved in. "Oh, that's not necessary."


"No, it's okay," Carli reassured her. "Plenty of guys out there."


Dawn smiled suggestively and shook her head. "No, seriously. Ben and I are looking to party tonight." There was a definite innuendo in the way she said 'party'.


Carli's eyes popped open in surprise. "Really?"


Dawn nodded. "Really."


Without a second's hesitation, Carli whistled out the corner of her mouth. Seconds later, Princess Fiona (Andie Holland) appeared at her side. "Put the word out," Carli began, staring straight at me. "Bounty is at 50 points."


Andie glanced at me with her eyes sparkling. She grinned, nodded, and then turned to leave. But Carli reached out and grabbed her arm, stopping her sorority sister from departing. And with a glint in her emerald eyes, Carli smiled.


"The bounty is on Dawn," Carli clarified. "Zero for bagging Ben."


Andie's eyebrows shot up.


"You heard me," Carli stated firmly, letting go of Andie's arm. And with a giggle, the younger girl disappeared into the crowd.


"This oughta be interesting," Dawn marveled.


Carli just flashed us a toothy grin. "Have fun tonight."





As we went up to the second floor and entered a bedroom, I had a flash of déjà vu. I'd been in this hallway of the Tri-Delt house many times before, but I was specifically flashing back to last year's Halloween party.


Even though it wasn't the exact same room, there was the same kind of whiteboard on the door with the three-Delta sorority logo drawn on it. The slender, pretty brunette leading the way stopped and wrote her initials below it. And with a glance up the hall, she took Dawn's hand and led us inside.


Last year, the brunette had been Misty Madsen, a friend of Adrienne's who had put all her eggs in one basket to get me behind closed doors. She would become the first to have what rather infamously became known across the campus as "The Big Ben Experience."


Adding to the sense of déjà vu, the brunette this year had a similar height and physical build. She even wore a sexy uniform, albeit a white nurse outfit instead of Misty's powder blue stewardess dress. But there were some very important differences. For one thing, I had been the sole target of Misty's lust last year. And even with her fellow pledge Lakhi Sharma tagging along to distract me, I'd still blown her mind and left her face down and unconscious, her body simply unable to handle the overload of sexual pleasure.


This year, the pledge had to contend with both me AND Dawn. She never had a chance.


"Please ... please..." the pretty brunette begged about an hour after entering the bedroom, sounding even more plaintive with her English (UK) accent. "No more ... no more..."


"Just one more," Dawn growled, still feeling juiced. Shifting her hands down the freshman pledge's thighs, she gripped the younger girl's legs just behind her knees, pushing them outward to spread the girl's crotch wide open. "Besides, you wanted this," she chuckled.


She was right. Nora, the brunette in question, did want this. Over the course of the evening, the born-and-raised in London freshman pledge made it clear that she was here in America to gain new experiences and break free after her stuffy upbringing. She had stated quite plainly downstairs that one new experience she desired was to intertwine her limbs with my gorgeous girlfriend and never let up on giving each other pleasure until she passed out from unbearable ecstasy. I'm sure Nora meant it as hyperbole, but Dawn and I simply took it as a challenge.


Not that Nora had been the only girl making such an offer. A few minutes after word of the bounty on Dawn spread, we soon found a dozen cute freshman and sophomore girls wearing Tri-Delt pledge pins coming by to flirt with us. More specifically, they were coming to flirt with Dawn, leaving me to feel like so much discarded meat just hanging around the side. Of course, many of them figured out they would need to butter me up in order to get into Dawn's panties, but it was still a very strange feeling to be in this house and NOT be a focus of attention.


Strange or not, I decided to take the opportunity for what it was: a chance to observe a seduction without necessarily being a part of it. Some girls tried to seduce Dawn the way they would a guy, with joking touches, batted eyelashes, and proffered cleavage. I found myself becoming interested in those girls, hoping that Dawn would pick them or that they would otherwise throw themselves at me, bounty be damned.


But other girls had a much more subtle way of flirting. They let their friends be obvious and, for lack of a better term, trashy. In the meantime, they engaged Dawn in light conversation, making pointed remarks and more subtly brushing their fingers against her arms. Nora was one such girl who truly seemed to be interested in making friends while gently probing to find out what was inside Dawn's head as much as she admired my girlfriend's outward beauty.


Of course, Dawn had to question the girl's motives. Making friends is one thing. Pretending to making friends because you want to earn pledge points is something else entirely. But when questioned, Nora shrugged and gave us both a sly smile. "Forget the points. In all honesty, every Tri-Delt pledge has heard about the Big Ben Experience. There's even a whole section on you in our orientation booklet. Although we were first told you were off-limits tonight, half the Tri-Delt pledges are creaming their panties right now to see if the legend is to be believed. Don't believe me? Look around."


I did look around. Sure enough, I caught the glitter of a dozen pledge pins in our general vicinity, with many of the girls noticing my gaze and smiling flirtatiously as soon as they realized they had my attention. "But what about Dawn?"


Nora laughed musically. "That's the best part. I'm fully bisexual; been screwing boys AND girls since I first learned to diddle my own clit. I knew what I was signing up for when I pledged the sorority; I came to this party looking to get laid tonight, as I'm sure the both of you did too. But I like girls more, and even though you're Big Ben, you're the famous Dawn who managed to tame the beast."


Dawn laughed at that.


Nora's eyes just glittered as she now quite obviously ogled my girlfriend. "And I got a real thing for blue-eyed American blondes," she drawled, her accent thick.


I moved next to Nora and joined her in ogling my girlfriend, commenting, "I can relate."


"When it came to finding someone to hook up with..." Nora trailed off, simply eyeing us both up and down with a wiggle in her eyebrows.


So English Nora led us up to the second floor. She found an available room and marked it "unavailable" by signing her initials "N.C." for Nora Cavaday. And with a glance up the hall, she took Dawn's hand and led us inside.


Well, Nora led Dawn inside. Whitney Arvidsson signed her initials next to Nora's and then led ME inside.


Did I forget to mention Whitney? The other pledge, a sophomore, was a Nordic pale blonde with paler blue eyes and a nice rack, just the way I like them. She was even dressed in her High School Cheerleading outfit. Once Carli lifted the ban on me, the hyper-excited young girl immediately came at us, doing all the completely UNsubtle things girls do when they really just want to conk a man upside the head, mount his rigid dick, and ride it until she sees stars.


Dawn and I had reminded the pledge that there were no points for bagging me, but the girl didn't care. She'd heard enough about the Big Ben Experience to want her own, and she was willing to finish dead last if she could get it.


Worked for me. I was already envisioning the sight of perky Whitney bent facedown over a bed while I reamed out her tight asshole from behind. Rather than see Whitney as competition, Nora eyed the blue-eyed blonde as fresh meat. And Dawn was all for making things a foursome.


So now we were here.





As I mentioned before, we spent an hour in varying combinations before Nora started pleading for mercy. As luck would have it, the room had two double beds. Nora and Dawn fell on one, tugging at each other's dresses as their lips locked and their tongues delved into each other's mouth excitedly. On the other bed, Whitney pretty much did exactly what I thought she would. Conking me on the head was by accident, pushing me onto the bed so hard that the back of my skull tapped the headboard. But she took advantage of my slightly dazed state, jerking my pants down, tugging the crotch of her panties aside, and sinking her soaking-wet pussy down around my rigid dick without so much as an introductory kiss.


Five minutes later, Whitney crested into her first of many orgasms while she urgently humped up and down my rod with my hands beneath her cheerleading top, guiding her motions by gripping those big tits. Dawn and Nora were getting pretty close themselves, even though neither had even gone down on the other yet. They were too busy fingering each other and swapping spit while nibbling on each other's neck and slowly stripping their clothes off.


Girls were girls, but they were going a little too slowly for my current mood. The idea of fresh pussy after these months without had me desperately craving Whitney's snatch, so after my Nordic blonde got her first cum, I pushed her off me and then pointed her to the other bed.


Dawn had rolled on top of Nora, pinning the slender girl down and nibbling on the brunette's exposed right breast while she dug three fingers into Nora's damp pussy. And I pulled my own girlfriend out of the way, surprising her.


Nora was pretty surprised too, opening her eyes and sitting up to find out why she wasn't being fingered anymore. But before she could react, Whitney was facedown in her trimmed muff, licking happily while I went to the foot of the bed, took Whitney's hips in hand and drove my dick into the blonde from behind. And Dawn finished things off by squatting over Nora's face.


A daisy-chain of orgasms soon followed. Dawn came quickly, gripping the headboard white-knuckled while she writhed and squealed atop Nora's outstretched tongue. Nora came next, her ass bouncing off the bed as Whitney's able rug-munching paid dividends. Whitney then came a second time, shrieking into Nora's crotch when I added a few healthy hand-spanks to my pelvic thrusts already impacting her ass.


We then switched positions slightly. Dawn slid down the bed and beside Nora so that they could caress each other's cheeks and kiss tenderly, Dawn licking her own orgasmic fluids off of Nora's face. Whitney crawled forward, putting herself on top of both of them so that they could all grind semi-clothed chests against each other and engage in a hot three-way kiss.


And I, worked up after an hour of partying downstairs while ogling all the sexy young babes in skimpy costumes around me and now taken to my limits by Whitney's clenching cunt along with the view of three gorgeous young coeds kissing each other all at once, busted my first nut in an explosion of hot, powerful jets of creamy jism.


It would not be the last tonight.


Once Dawn realized I'd spunked inside of Whitney, she jerked the pale blonde over to the other bed and ducked her head beneath the Tri-Delt pledge's cheerleading skirt to slurp out all my spending. Meanwhile, I sat on the bed with Nora kneeling before me, proving with her mouth that despite her stated preference for girls, she still knew a thing or two about cocksucking. But even after she got me hard again, I didn't immediately mount her. Like all girls who prefer girls, they appreciate a good amount of cunnilingus from a guy. And I had a reputation to protect. So after lifting the comely brunette back onto the bed and then peeling off the rest of her nurse's costume, I knelt between her legs and started creating a new Playbook.


Tongue to right inner thigh. Immediate quivering. She's a sensitive one. Index and middle fingers of right hand walking up her ribcage. Ooh, ticklish too. Especially at... 10th rib. Note that. Walk fingers higher, up the sternum before turning toward left breast. Circle around it, not quite touching the breast tissue. Extend index finger, tickle the nerve running beneath left breast. And while she's distracted, straight lick from perineum and up through vaginal cleft to her clitoris.



"AWAUUUGH!" Nora shrieked in surprise.


I just grinned and resumed my explorations.


Meanwhile, Dawn and Whitney were not idle. Dawn's Grecian gown now hung off one of the short posts at the foot of the bed, and Whitney's cheerleading top was nearby. The girls were in a sixty-nine, with Dawn on the bottom, gripping Whitney's bare buttcheeks fiercely as she delved her tongue deeper and deeper into the teenager's channel to get every single drop of my cum she could find. Her tongue would come back out, swiping up and down to wrap around the sophomore pledge's clitoris. But when Dawn's tongue went a little higher and buzzed over the girl's anus, Whitney tightened up and squealed, "Ohmigod! Do that again! Lick my ass!"


My ears perked at Whitney's squeal, and I briefly pulled my head out of Nora's crotch to look over. At the same time, Dawn turned her head to look at me, and when our eyes met, my soulmate's eyes danced. 'You know you're gonna fuck this girl's ass before tonight ends, don't you?' her eyes asked.


'Oh, hell yeah, ' my eyes answered.


Dawn just grinned and went back to buzzing Whitney's anus.


I went back to teasing Nora. While every girl is a little different, some things are always the same. There are standard plays that work on just about any girl, depending on their sensitivity level, and by now I was using a mix of those old favorites along with a few exploratory touches tailored specifically to Nora's unique physical responses.


For example, I knew that if I did my "paint shaker" thing as Brooke termed it, followed closely by slow, rhythmic plunges of my left index and middle fingers into Nora's vaginal channel, and then rubbed her 10th left rib before squeezing her left nipple and clamping down on her clit, I could produce quite the screaming orgasm in the young, panting brunette.


So I did the paint shaker thing. I plunged my left fingers through her vaginal channel. And I rubbed her 10th rib before squeezing her nipple.


But I didn't clamp down on her clit. Instead, I backed away from it completely, licking downward through her labia, away from her clit before turning to the side and nuzzling her inner thigh.


Nora trembled. Her legs quivered. Her entire being tensed up in preparation for an orgasmic explosion that never came. And when she finally realized that, she sagged and whimpered pitifully. "Awww..."


"Not yet," I mumbled with a grin.


Gasping, Nora clamped her thighs against my ears and complained, "That's the FIFTH time you've said 'Not yet'!" Her English accent made the whole rant even whinier. "Stop playing with me! Make me cum!"


Gently, but firmly, I reached up and pried Nora's legs apart. And with a slightly evil grin, I raised myself up so that she could see my face and queried, "Why would I ever do that?"





Mostly just to continue messing with Nora's head, but also to sate my immediate lust, I then left her alone completely while moving to the other bed. Dawn and Whitney were laying next to each other, pressed chest-to-chest with their legs scissored around each other so that they could rub their pussies against one another, Dawn's trimmed rug grinding against Whitney's bare-shaven mound.


Dawn had her back to me, and after spooning in behind her, I guided my cock into my girlfriend's juicing wet snatch from behind. The love of my life crooned as she felt me filling her up, and together the three of us undulated on the bed for a couple of minutes while Nora desperately frigged herself on the other bed in an effort to find release.


But just when I heard Nora's breathing get to that certain point, I regretfully pulled out of Dawn and gestured over to the other bed. "Keep her occupied, but don't let her cum," I ordered.


Dawn beamed at me, with twin rows of pearly teeth, before nodding and answering, "Yes, Master."


I chuckled and shook my head in amusement at Dawn's use of the term. But focusing on my task, I quickly rolled Whitney onto her back. The bubbly cheerleader was already close, and she urgently tugged my dick inside her. "Mm, fuck me ... fuck me Big Ben. Feel my slutty cunt wrapping around you and pound the ever-living shit outta me!"


Sounds like a plan. Whitney fell into the category of nymphos with hyper-sensitive nerves that produced orgasms in bunches. It was simply so easy for her to cum that I couldn't have teased her at the brink of orgasm if I tried. So I didn't try. I did just as she asked, raising the young blonde's legs over my shoulders and laying the wood to her like an expert lumberjack.


It really wasn't a nice thing to do. Poor Nora was stuck on the other bed, having experienced only the one orgasm while Whitney had eaten her out in the beginning, and having been strung along to a half-dozen near orgasms since without quite achieving that release. Even now, she had Dawn licking and suckling and titillating all the nerves of her body without quite letting her crest over into peaceful bliss. And at the same time, she was forced to both watch and hear me fucking Whitney's brains out while the perky blonde loudly announced to the entire universe just how many multiple orgasms she was capable of.


I rammed the Nordic blonde to her sixth climax while I folded her in half on the bed. Whitney got her seventh when I picked her up and started fucking her against the wall. And then Whitney got her eighth when I dropped her facedown on the bed with her feet on the floor and started drilling her from behind.


"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Whitney howled the whole time. "Ohmigawd you're such a fucking STUD! Pound me! Hammer me! Harder!"


I did as Whitney wanted, staring right past her pale blonde head and over to the other bed where Nora stared back at me with a mixture of malevolent hatred and desire crossing her dark brown eyes. The young brunette lay on her side, panting from exhaustion and tension while Dawn lay immediately behind her, fondling the brunette's tits and fingering her cunt from behind. Even though she hadn't been very physically active this whole time, it would have been less tiring for Nora to get a minimum of ONE orgasm. At least that way, her muscles would have relaxed at least once from their current state of unbearable tension.


Well, Whitney got her NINTH orgasm, the blonde's body giving out as she collapsed limply against the bed. Her pale blue eyes went glassy and a dark spot was forming on the sheets beneath her cheek from all her drooling. It was a good thing her hips were on top of the mattress, supporting her weight; otherwise she probably would have slid off it and onto the floor.


Standing up, I dragged my long dick out of Whitney's used and abused pussy. The angry, purple tool waved in the cool air, drawing the direct attention of both Nora and Dawn. The malevolent hatred was gone from Nora's eyes now. All that was left was desire. And biting her lower lip, she moaned as I finally began walking over to her.


Dawn slid to the side as Nora rolled onto her back in invitation. The pretty brunette was hyperventilating as I mounted the bed and moved between her legs. I planted my hands on the mattress next to her shoulders. I dipped my head so that I could tenderly brush my lips against hers. And I eased my cockhead on touch alone until I was nestled assuredly at the entrance to her pussy.


"Oh, God..." Nora whimpered.


I pulled back just enough to smile, replying, "Nope. Just me." And then I dropped my weight down, burying my cock in to the root.


"Awaaaauugh!" Nora groaned before Dawn's mouth covered hers, sealing it with a fierce kiss. Holding my upper torso above the pledge, I rapidly thrust in and out of her clenching cunt, taking her already primed body closer and closer to orgasm. Like a guitar string tightened and tightened and tightened until there was nothing left to tug, she was right at her breaking point. And just as she was about to snap...


... I pulled out. Chuckling to myself, I dismounted the bed and got to my feet. I rolled my neck and shrugged out my shoulders to get the kinks out. And then I circled back around to the other bed.


"FUCKING RAT BASTARD!" Nora screamed at my departing back in absolute anguish, her accent getting thick. Dawn started playing with her again, but this time the brunette just howled and thrashed in a fury, batting my girlfriend's hands away.


Yeah, that REALLY wasn't nice.


I just grinned and immediately went to the nightstand of the second bed. Last year, I'd found a convenient bottle of Astroglide there, and this year was no different. Whitney, still facedown on the bed and still drooling, was half in the dreamworld, barely cognizant of what I was doing as I greased up my pole and then squished a few dollops into her ass. But the pale blonde certainly woke up when my mushroom head notched at her anus. And her spine stiffened while her fingers clutched the bedsheets as I drove my thick prod deep into her bowels.


"Ohhh, fuuuu..." Whitney groaned, feeling me invade her asshole.


"You're next," I growled, once again looking past Whitney's blonde head over to Nora.


She'd resumed looking at me with malevolent hatred once again, but at my words, a sudden fear took hold of her irises. "Uh ... I don't do that," she mumbled hesitantly. This time, when Dawn began stroking her breasts and fondling her snatch, she didn't resist.


"Ungh," I grunted, pulling out of Whitney's backdoor until just the head remained, the mushroom cap being retained by the blonde's tight sphincter. I looked up at Nora again and grinned. "Oh, you will tonight."


"Fuuuuu..." Whitney moaned, clenching the bedsheets tighter.


"Ungh ... ungh..." I grunted. Except for the break to tease Nora up and down to her near-climaxes, I'd been fucking for nearly an hour. Even though I was used to this exercise, I was getting a little out of breath. And to be perfectly honest, Whitney's ass was tight enough and hot enough to force me to actually concentrate on not losing my load.


I wanted to cum in a girl's ass tonight ... but I wanted it to be Nora's.


"Nothing to it," I groaned, pumping generously with long, languid strokes.


"Oh, fucking ... fucking 'A' ... fucking ass," Whitney moaned, her eyes rolling up into her head. "Fuck my skanky ass..."


"See ... She loves it," I commented. I neglected to mention that after nine orgasms, Whitney was just about as relaxed as a human being was capable of being, while Nora was wound up tighter than an over-coiled spring.


"I don't know..." Nora whimpered. She was staring at Whitney's blissful face. Truly, the pale blonde was floating on cloud 9, seeing nothing, with a goofy smile that still drooled as she simply absorbed the blissful feelings coursing throughout every cell of her body.


"You want this," I intoned, gesturing down while I sped up slightly, my pelvis impacting Whitney's buttcheeks with meaty slaps. "More to the point, you want this."


Like I said before, Whitney fell into the category of nymphos. Every button I pushed was a trigger, and hers were big, obvious, and effective. I leaned down, reaching my right hand beneath the young blonde's naked body to cup her right breast. I pinched the nipple with my thumb and forefinger, and then rubbed it between my fingerpads like it was rolled up putty. A jolt of energy shot down Whitney's spine, followed quickly by the fingertips of my left hand tickling rapidly along her vertebrae.


I drove my dick to the hilt up her ass, and then rotated myself at full depth counterclockwise so that the entire length of my baton rubbed against every nerve within her colon. My left hand circled around her pelvis so that I could bracket her clitoris between my middle and ring fingers, strumming it powerfully. And when Whitney jerked her head back to scream, I clamped my right hand over her mouth and nostrils, preventing her from breathing.


One: first jerk.


Two: second jerk.


Three: Touchdown.


"Hrk!" Whitney gasped for oxygen that wasn't coming as I felt the pressure of her desperate inhalation against the palm of my right hand. Her eyes flew open and she twitched erratically for about three long seconds, her eyes impossibly getting even wider as the twitching carried down her neck and all along her spine. And she thrashed in what looked like desperate death throes as the poor girl probably climaxed harder than she'd ever done in her entire life.


When Whitney's eyes rolled up in her head, I released her mouth to let her unconscious body breathe. With my right hand no longer holding her face up, she fell like a sack of flour back onto the mattress. Her face wasn't quite in the same position as before, so a new dark spot of drool began forming beneath her cheek. But even though she was already passed out cold, her body kept twitching with mild orgasmic aftershocks.


"Holy shit..." Nora mumbled, her eyes wide, with that sudden fear back in her irises. "Is she alright?"


I chuckled, slowly extracting my still hard dick from Whitney's unresisting body. "Sure. Happens all the time."


"And you want to do that to me?" she asked, decidedly scared.


Dawn piped up. "I believe your words were: 'Intertwine our limbs together and never let up on giving each other pleasure until we pass out from unbearable ecstasy.'"


"Shit! I didn't know you could actually DO that!"


With all my muscles glistening with sweat after my exertion, I strode back around the bed. For the second time, Nora watched me approach. But whereas last time she rolled onto her back in invitation, this time she gawked in obvious trepidation.


"I don't know..." she repeated.


"Shhh..." Dawn soothed. "We're going to blow your mind."


Nora suddenly stiffened. While she'd been distracted, Dawn had retrieved the bottle of lube from the other nightstand. Now, Dawn had just shoved a lubricated finger through Nora's anus while simultaneously biting down on the brunette's exposed neck. And after getting the young pledge suitably lubricated, my girlfriend rolled onto her back, pulling Nora above her face-to-face.


"Enjoy this," Dawn cooed soothingly, still nibbling on the girl's neck while nestling their naked breasts amongst each other and rubbing their pussies together.


Breathing heavily, Nora nodded and braced herself on her knees. Though exceedingly nervous, she was also unbearably horny after being unable to cum for nearly an hour despite being subjected to all the sexual stimuli. Her lower lip quivered, and she started to cry softly in anxiety. But she thrust her ass out at me and waited for the penetration.


"Oh, God..." Nora whimpered when she felt my hands on her hips and my cockhead begin pressing at her sphincter.


I leaned forward far enough that I could whisper in her ear. "We've been over this. It's just me."





Right fingertips to right inner thigh. Left hand to squeeze left breast, with middle fingerpad rubbing the nipple. Now trace down around the globe, applying fingernail pressure to the sensitive nerve running beneath it. Now down to the 10th rib, tickling it gently. And drag the right hand down her spine rapidly before circling around and ... oh, thanks, Dawn.



Just beyond Nora's heaving shoulder, my soulmate for all eternity smiled at me. At just the right moment, she'd slid three fingers into Nora's gaping pussy and raised her thumb up to bear down hard on Nora's clit.


Three ... two ... one...


Touchdown.


"AWAUUUUUUUUUUUUGGGGGHHHHH!"



Nora's scream would have been loud enough to wake the whole house, had someone been asleep. As it was, her scream was just deafening enough to rattle my head. But I pushed past the momentary discomfort and focused on FINALLY allowing myself to piledrive my way through the brunette 18-year-old's tight bunghole and find my own orgasm.


"UNNNNGHHH!" I grunted, blasting wave after wave of scalding jism deep into Nora's bowels, an incredibly large load, even for me, after letting my balls manufacture more and more cum without any release for nearly an hour.


"Aaaaahhhh!" Dawn yelled, a little more quietly beneath us. Even though she had been the only one actually touching herself, with her own hand in her crotch, the experience of masturbating while a pretty brunette got buttfucked by her boyfriend while pressed tit-to-tit and being able to fondle said brunette all the while was more than enough stimulation to get herself off.


Nora collapsed onto Dawn's chest, completely exhausted and unable to support herself on her arms any longer. My girlfriend hugged her tenderly, rubbing her back even as I continued shooting spurts of cum through her dilated anus to lodge deeply within the young girl's bowels. But when I finally squeezed out the last few drops, I shivered and did a push up to keep my weight from crushing the poor unconscious girl.


"Ohhhh..." Nora moaned quietly.


My eyes popped open as I rolled to the side. She's still awake?


Dawn looked just as surprised as me, turning her head to get a good look at the young brunette's face. Sure enough, although Nora was teetering at the brink of consciousness, her eyes were still fluttering open and she moaned weakly.


I didn't feel bad. I mean, I was used to making girls pass out, but it didn't happen every time. Some girls could just handle the explosions of pleasure better than others.


But Dawn wasn't satisfied. Taking hold of Nora's shoulders, she rolled the girl off and into a supine position. And then with a little grin at me, she slid down the bed, parking herself between Nora's thighs, lifting her legs and leaning in to tongue up the trickle of my cum leaking out of the freshman pledge's asshole.


"Please ... please..." the pretty brunette begged, stirring just awake enough to whimper. "No more ... no more..."


"Just one more," Dawn growled, still feeling juiced. Shifting her hands down the teenager's thighs, she gripped the younger girl's legs just behind her knees, pushing them outward to spread the girl's crotch wide open. "Besides, you wanted this," she chuckled.


Three minutes later, with Dawn sucking out every droplet of cream she could get and while nuzzling Nora's clit, the poor girl had one final orgasm. And this time, she passed blissfully into the dreamworld.


When we told Carli what happened, Nora and Whitney each got 100 points.


Chapter 5: Hype


-- NOVEMBER 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"So have fun last night?" Bert turned back to look at me, looping his thumbs into the straps of his backpack as the four of us started up the hill. He was walking side-by-side with Kim, leading the way to class while Dawn and I followed a few paces back.


Dawn glanced over at me with an easy smile on her face and a twinkle in her eyes. Today's outfit comprised a navy blue hoodie over a free school T-shirt. The shirt was tucked into her jeans, the bunched-up cotton hiding her trim waist. Unlike Adrienne, Dawn went low-key with her beauty pretty often, but there was no hiding her exquisite face. She bumped her hip into mine, momentarily knocking me off balance while we trudged up the hill. "Answer the man."


"You answer him." I shrugged. "You were there, too."


Dawn looked over at Bert. "It was a Tri-Delt party. Whaddaya think?"


"I think I wish I was there, too," Bert whistled. He then nudged Kim, who was walking beside him. "You shoulda pledged with Grace and Misty last year. Then I coulda tagged along as your date."


Kim rolled her eyes. "Dream on."


"I don't mean date-date," he clarified quickly. "Just as your plus-one, so that I could get out of your hair as quickly as possible."


"Now there's an idea!" Kim enthused with a smirk. She sped up a bit, and chuckling, Bert moved to keep up with her.


Dawn at first moved to keep pace, but when I lagged, she fell back into step with me. "You okay?" she asked, despite looking into my eyes and recognizing that I was lost in my thoughts. "What's wrong? Didn't you have fun last night?"


I shrugged and put on a smile. "It was great. It was fun, sure."


"Yeah, that sounded convincing," Dawn drawled sarcastically.


I sighed. "Really, it was fun. It was nice to see all the Tri-Delts again. I even enjoyed seeing Misty and Grace and Cadence."


"And Nora and Whitney..." Dawn led me.


I smiled. "Fresh pussy."


"Fresh ass," Dawn added.


Unable to help myself, I chuckled as memory of last night's activities came rushing back to me. But then I sighed again. "It was nice, I'll agree. It's been a while since we've done something like that together."


"Psht. That was the FIRST time we've done something like that together, at least since getting to college."


"Really?"


Dawn nodded. "The legend was about the Big Ben and Adrienne Experience, or are you confusing her and me?"


"No, no, of course not," I shook my head. "But maybe that's the point. I don't really want the 'Big Ben' reputation anymore. People all over campus think I'm this infamous man-whore, and it changes the way they look at me. You remember what happened with Sasha and Rod."


Dawn nodded.


I shrugged. "Now I'm with you. And if it's up to me, I'd rather that people be able to look at me and say, 'That's Dawn Evans' faithful boyfriend'."


"You ARE my faithful boyfriend."


I snorted. "Tell that to Nora and Whitney."


"C'mon, was it really so bad fucking their pretty little brains out?"


"Of course not. Nora was so adorable and Whitney was right up my alley. But let's face it: neither of us had ever MET those girls before last night. They were total strangers, and I pretty much just used and abused them."


"Neither of them was complaining about that," Dawn pointed out. But then she thought about it and added sheepishly, "Well, once they woke up."


"But what now? It's not like I'm going to become close friends with them. It digs at my conscience, you know? I don't want people to think I'm some lothario out to hit and run."


Dawn rubbed my shoulder. "Those girls got exactly what they wanted. They knew what to expect, and what not to expect. And I don't hear any of the Tri-Delts from last year ... or anyone else you gave the Big Ben Experience to ... regretting it."


"Well maybe I'm starting to regret it. There's a certain way I feel when I'm with you ... or really ... even when I'm with someone in 'The Family'. But with Nora and Whitney, I feel like I became a different person."


"Damn straight. You were so forceful and in control. It was fucking sexy." Dawn's eyes glittered.


I chuckled, but then frowned. "Not you, too. You gonna tell me now you'd rather sleep with Big Ben than the real me?"


Dawn shook her head. "I don't have to choose. They're both you. You're right: you're different with The Family than you are with other girls. You're tender, you're caring with us. But with them, you're a fucking GOD. Even Nora thought so, remember?" she chuckled.


"Dawwnnn," I groaned.


"You're making too big a deal out of this. I love you, MY Ben, in all his shapes and forms. I love you when you're satisfying my needs and the needs of all my sisters. And I love you when you bring me to parties like last night to help ME enjoy tight young bodies like Nora and Whitney, okay?"


I managed a little smile. "Okay."


""Fun', Ben, remember? And give your conscience a rest. Those girls enjoyed themselves. You gave them pleasure. Just leave it at that."


"Okay."


Dawn nodded. "C'mon. We gotta catch up to the others."





A week later, 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 knowing we'd have to spend the next hour and a half cramped up in there, we hung outside and chatted. Dawn was even lying down, her head in my lap while I slowly brushed her hair with my right hand.


"Dude, check it out," one of my classmates muttered from the next bench on my right, nudging his friend beside him.


Curious, I turned to the right to look as a couple of beautiful brunettes turned the corner. The pair looked vaguely familiar, but I didn't immediately recognize them.


"'Sup ladies..." the guy on the next bench drawled, nodding his head and trying to look cool.


The girls pointedly ignored him. Without breaking stride, they continued past the ogling college boys. But a few seconds later, both girls turned and fixed me with big smiles.


"Hiii, Ben," the first greeted musically.


"Call me, will you?" the second chimed in.


"Uh, sure thing," I managed to grunt back, covering my surprise and trying desperately to place them in my memory. For one thing, the second brunette was under the impression that I had her phone number.


The two boys on the bench to my right literally dropped their jaws open. They looked after the departing girls, then at Dawn who was just grinning in my lap, and then back to the girls.


"Friends of yours?" Dawn asked.


"I'm trying to figure out who they are, actually."


"I know one of them," Bert piped up. "We had a class together last semester."


"Who is she?"


"Uh, Stephanie ... just 'Steph' ... Brajkovich. She's the one who asked you to call her."


I furrowed my eyebrows. "Name doesn't ring a bell."


Bert shrugged. "She's Chi Omega."


"Oh, the sorority?"


"Yep."


I rolled my eyes. "Figures."


Last semester, the Big Ben reputation had spread far and wide across the campus. After bulldozing my way through the Tri-Delt pledges (and with Adrienne, through the Tri-Delt sisters themselves), rumors of the Big Ben Experience had run rampant, especially on Sorority Row. Settling down with Cadence Carmichael for a couple of months in the spring had tempered the reputation somewhat, but it still remained. Somehow, half of the females on campus had already heard of me before I introduced myself.


Over time, however, the reputation became a mythical legend. I'd isolated myself with Dawn, Kim, and Viktoriya over the summer. For most of this semester, I'd confined my sexual activities within the privacy of my own house. So without any new stories to tell, people began to doubt the old ones. Every so often the past couple of months, I would get people doing double-takes and asking me, "Are you the Big Ben?"


I would shrug it off, reply "Those are just exaggerated stories," and people would believe me.


Like Rod and Sasha, there were still guys who were suspicious of me stealing their girlfriends, or girls afraid I would seduce them against their will. But for the most part, I'd been able to walk amongst the student population without the Big Ben reputation hanging over me like a neon sign.


That neon sign had gone dark over the past few months. But in a single night, I'd turned that neon sign back on. Apparently, I even made the damn sign flash and honk like an alarm. Word on the street was that Big Ben was back in the game, and no amount of denials from me would stop that word from spreading. And just like before, the flashing, honking sign would simultaneously drive people away from me while attracting a completely different crowd like moths to a flame.


Last Tuesday, literally two days after the Tri-Delt party, Gwen had come by the house and asked, "So has Big Ben re-opened for business?"


"What?"


"Heard you did quite the number on a couple of Tri-Delt pledges Sunday night. Girls have been laying off ever since you and Dawn got serious. But people know that I'm friends with you, and since yesterday, two different girls came up to me to ask that very question: Are you back to being fair game?"


I sighed and began, "Actually, I really think that night was just a one time-"


"The answer is 'yes'," Dawn cut me off. "Yes he is."


"Dawn!"


"Oh, come on. I'm not saying that you have to sleep with every girl who comes onto you. I'm just saying that we shouldn't, uh, close ourselves off to the possibility."


I arched an eyebrow. "Ourselves?"


My girlfriend beamed at me. "Yeah, you and me, together, just like we did to Nora and Whitney."


My eyebrows both popped. "Seriously?"


"Sure! C'mon, it'll be fun. Remember 'fun'?"


"I don't know."


"We've been over this. You don't need to force yourself into some kind of monogamy for me. And I want the variety, okay? I spent two years with Ryan. And as much as I appreciated our time together, the sex was pretty damn vanilla."


There was more than a hint of frustration in Dawn's voice, and I arched an eyebrow as I studied her reaction a little more carefully.


With a sigh, Dawn stated, "I love you for who you are, not for some fictitious concept of who you could be. And I need you to love me for who I am."


"And who is that?"


Dawn glanced first at Gwen, and then leaned into my ear. Whispering so that only I could hear her, she husked, "People think I'm this pure, innocent princess. But I'm horny, bisexual, and I've got this burning desire to suck your cum out of Nora Cavaday's cunt while you're shoving your big dick all the way up my ass. That's who I am."


It was who she couldn't be with Ryan. For whatever else the couple had together for nearly three years, Dawn's bisexuality and affinity for anal play had not been a part of it. And filled with both the recognition of Dawn's frustration over the past couple of years, along with the stimulation of the imagery she'd just put into my mind, I found myself determined to make her fantasy come true.


Turning my face to hers, I spoke with a smile, not caring whether or not Gwen heard. "Okay. Let's have some fun."


So Dawn and I had some fun. We spent the rest of the weekdays just enjoying each other, occasionally knocking boots with our roommates as well. DJ and Brooke wanted a repeat of the bondage games Wednesday night. Thursday was Kim's weekly fucking. And Friday was a date night for just the two of us.


But unbeknownst to me, Dawn had been in contact with Nora Cavaday during the week and accepted an invitation to attend a sorority-mixer at the Chi Omega house on Saturday night. We partied together. I flirted with a variety of new Sorority girls. And at the end of the night, we brought Nora back to our house, where I indeed made Dawn's fantasy come true.


And now it was Monday, back to school. Bert, Dawn, and I waited for our next class, which would begin in two minutes. And a couple of Chi Omega girls had cruised by to flirt with me, asking me to call before continuing on their way.


Bert stared after the gorgeous brunettes, then back at me. "So you do know them then?"


Dawn now sat up, looking after the girls. "We went to a Chi Omega party on Saturday. But I don't remember them."


"Me, neither," I shrugged before Steph's face suddenly popped up in my memory. "Wait, I DO remember. It was only a minute. You and Nora had gone to grab more beer, leaving the pack to descend upon me."


Dawn giggled. She and Nora had left me twice that evening, specifically to watch and see what happened. "So Steph was one of them?"


I nodded. "I think so."


"So you gonna call her?" Bert inquired.


"Don't have her number."


"She didn't give it to you at the party?"


"No," Steph's voice cut in behind us. "I didn't."


We turned to see that the comely brunette and her friend had returned back along the pathway. Steph herself held out a torn piece of notebook paper, handing it down to me with a flirty smile. I took it, noting the pretty handwriting and the hearts dotting the letters 'i' and 'j' in her last name. "Call me," she said sweetly. "Please?"


Dawn eyed the girl up and down evaluatively. For her part, Steph preened and posed, perhaps realizing she was auditioning for Dawn as much as for me. And after a moment, my girlfriend reached out and took the paper from me. "You free Friday night?"


Steph's dark eyes lit up. "Yeah, actually."


"Ben'll call you," Dawn stated confidently, then glanced behind the brunette to her friend, equally as beautiful and standing a few feet away. "And maybe you can talk your friend into coming too."





"Unnnnnh! Ohhhhhh! Unnnnnh!" The hot brunette before me had been whining and whimpering constantly for the past fifteen minutes.


I held myself balls deep inside her tight, clenching pussy. With my hands gripping her slender hips, I ground my pelvic bone against her asscheeks and pivoted my cock inside her, stretching out her vaginal walls.


Her head hung down between her shoulder blades in this doggy-style position, her silky brown hair cascading down to the mattress and revealing the creamy skin of her neck. I briefly thought about bending over and suckling at her fragrant flesh, but before I could, another brunette head moved in to do it first.


No worries, I could focus on what I was doing. I had witnessed the sight before me more times than I could count: a fully-naked, beautiful young woman on all fours, just absorbing the tingling electric pleasures I stimulated in her body. I counted the vertebrae of her backbone, having already determined the layout of her central nervous system. I watched the ridges of her shoulder blades pushing out from her back as she moved, giving me more landmarks to identify specific muscles to massage. And of course, I took in the view of her perky asscheeks being split wide by my rigid dick, more for my pleasure than hers.


It was so easy to bring a girl to orgasm in this position. I controlled the depth, angle, and power of my thrusts. My hands had access to every inch of her body, whether I wanted to squeeze her throat, tickle her spine, or fondle her swaying breasts. I could also manipulate the sensitive bundled nerves of her pussy, although in this case, I didn't have to. Dawn lay beneath Steph Brajkovich in a sixty-nine position, eagerly munching on the Chi Omega Senior's pussy and licking at my balls from time to time as well. Meanwhile, Carol Goldberg, fellow Chi Omega Senior brunette, continued nuzzling the girl's neck while tweaking her friend's nipples.


Triply-assaulted by my thick cock rubbing her insides, Carol's hands on her tits, and Dawn's tongue wrapped around her clit, Steph began her final orgasm. Her back bowed into a reversed arch, her belly pushing down onto Dawn's while her shoulders went rigid, and she thrust her ass up against me. She tossed her head back, dislodging Carol and sending that mane of dark hair flying into the air. And her scream was loud enough that my roommates would have no doubt that one of my guests was climaxing, no matter the soundproofing I'd put up in the master bedroom.


I kept rotating my dick while Steph spasmed. My right thumb left her hip and buzzed over her anus, not quite penetrating. My left hand shot forward, clamping over her mouth with the thumb raised to block her nostrils as well. And I re-started pumping my shaft in and out of her, rapid strokes designed to maximize the sheer volume of sensations assaulting the young woman's oxygen-deprived brain.


Three, two, one, touchdown. Steph's hips bucked and heaved against me as her orgasm played out. Her voice died first, and then her arms collapsed as she dropped down atop Dawn's body. Her cunt muscles were still clamped around my cock, dragging me down with her. But by the time the heavy weight of my chest landed against her back, crushing her lungs as she was sandwiched between my girlfriend and me, she was already unconscious.


"Ben! Up, Ben!" Dawn gasped beneath us.


Chuckling, I rolled to one side, withdrawing my still erect cock, slick with Steph's orgasmic juices. Dawn pushed Steph off to the other side, and then gasped for oxygen. And after picking her head up to check and verify that the pretty brunette was indeed passed out, my girlfriend dropped her head back and started chuckling with me.


"Oh, shit. You really did it!" Carol whistled in awe, staring at me with wide eyes.


I grinned, feeling my dick twitching eagerly. I could've busted my nut inside Steph's pussy, but I wanted to save it until I finished off her sorority sister. "Uh, huh. And you're next."


Blinking rapidly, Carol actually looked a little scared as I approached her, gently but firmly taking hold of her wrists and pushing the slender brunette onto her back. Dawn was beside us, grabbing onto my waving prick and guiding it like a heat-seeking missile into Carol's core. And then I pressed the Chi Omega's arms back behind her head while sliding forward to fill up her vaginal tunnel with every last inch of my thick man-meat.


"Ohhh..." Carol moaned, letting her head fall back at my penetration, the pleasure overwhelming her momentary sense of trepidation.


I reached full depth, flexing my cock experimentally to test out her tightness. And chuckling, I asked rather conversationally, "By the way, has anyone ever fucked you up the ass?"


"Oh, shit!" That look of fear was back in her eyes.





It was 6pm, and a Saturday, when the doorbell rang. Dawn poked her head out of the kitchen, where she and DJ were making dinner together. Brooke and I were watching TV, but it was boring, so I hopped up and volunteered, "I'll get it."


Opening the front door, I grinned at sight of Jocelyn Canilao, Lakhi Sharma, and Andie Holland all standing on the porch before me. All three Tri-Delt sisters wore peacoats against the cold November weather, but I could instantly see that they were wearing stiletto fuck-me heels, and their legs were either bare or covered only by sexy stockings. They were also in full makeup, with their hair done for a night out. And yet all three of them were right here on my doorstep.


"This is a pleasant surprise," I greeted warmly. "Come on in."


The girls walked past me into the warmth of the house, and I closed the door behind them. I gestured to the living room and asked, "So what brings you here?"


"Word out is that you and Dawn nailed a couple of Chi Omegas last night."


I blinked, surprised at how fast the rumor mill spun. Steph and Carol had only left the house this morning, after being passed out most of the night and then being ravaged once again when we woke up. I even popped Steph's anal cherry sometime around 8:30am while Dawn drove a vibrator up her pussy.


I sighed. "You know, what's with the double-standard that frowns on guys talking about their conquests and yet encourages you girls to share?"


The girls looked at each other for a moment before Andie shrugged and stated, "You don't count."


Lakhi now spoke up. "Can you confirm the stories?"


"That we boinked a couple of Chi Omegas?" I sighed. What was the harm? "Sure. Yeah."


The girls looked at each other and nodded, communicating something between themselves wordlessly.


I raised my eyebrows questioningly. "Uh, is that a problem?"


Jocelyn explained. "We're not unfriendly, but the Chi Omegas are still a rival sorority."


I started to understand what they were getting at. "So what? You guys are upset that I slept with them? As much fun as we have together, I'm not a Tri-Delt. I'm not even a frat guy who is affiliated with you. So it's not like there are any rules against me sleeping with them."


Lakhi shook her head. "Of course not."


Jocelyn explained, "We're not upset."


Andie started unbuttoning her peacoat while simultaneously shaking out her long, dyed-blonde hair. "But still ... the sisters would like to remind you that should you and Dawn need any extra partners, we are always here for you."


Jocelyn's peacoat hit the floor first, revealing that the slender Filipina wore only slinky lingerie in the form of a pink teddy and matching bikini-cut panties with little black bows on the sides. Lakhi was next, wearing a push-up bra that made her big tits look even more out of proportion on her petite frame. And finally, Andie showed off her gartered-stockings and black ensemble that was sheer enough to reveal her pale pink nipples already erect.


Brooke, in the living room, gasped. Dawn poked her head out of the kitchen again to see what was going on. My girlfriend just grinned when she saw the group, and waved while greeting, "Hi, girls."


Jocelyn politely replied, "Hi, Dawn."


Dawn eyed their lingerie with a knowing smile, then added, "He's all yours, but the food will be ready in a half-hour. Why don't you guys have a little warm-up, and then eat with us. DJ and I are making pasta. All five of us can finish up after dinner."


Lakhi was already dragging me to the stairs. "Sounds good!"





"So when's my turn?" Chevelle asked rather conversationally as we settled down in our usual spot at Faculty Glade.


I was in the middle of opening up my messenger bag to get to my sandwich and soda when I realized that Chevelle's question was directed at me. My eyebrows rose as I looked over at her. "Excuse me?"


The erstwhile-hippie gave me a knowing smirk, and then leaned forward, letting her unfettered breasts stretch the already low scoop of her peasant shirt. And in a demure tone, she explained, "Word out is that Big Ben is back in circulation. And I want a turn!"


"Excuse me?" Sasha put in with wide eyes. The pretty brunette had stopped herself just inches from biting into her chicken pita.


Chevelle smirked at her teammate. "You didn't know?"


Tension spread across Sasha's face as she let the new information sink in. Shaking her head, she muttered, "I ... I don't really get much campus gossip." She blanched as she looked at me, the expression on her face not unlike the first few times we'd met when she'd been scared I would jump her at any moment.


"Hey, relax," I soothed. "Nothing's changed."


Chevelle pouted. "So you're not back in circulation?"


I rolled my eyes. "You make it sound like I'm a library book, available to be checked out by anyone who wants to borrow me for a couple of days."


The blonde hippie frowned. "Aren't you?"


Although I certainly felt annoyed, Dawn laughed in obvious amusement behind me. "It doesn't work like that," she explained. "We've ... had some fun, that's all."


"But I'm NOT going to seduce you against your will," I said quickly, my eyes on Sasha. "Never have. I'm not like that."


"That's not what Leighton Barrister said," Kim interjected quietly, her eyes downcast.


I shot Kim a harsh look, but she just gave me a sly smile. There was more going on underneath that girl's shy exterior than I knew about. I wasn't even sure HOW Kim knew about Leighton, given that she wasn't a Tri-Delt herself or anything.


"Contrary to popular belief, I'm not some man-slut who sleeps with every girl who flirts with him," I stated wearily.


Bert shot me a look.


I rolled my eyes. "Not every girl. Especially since Dawn and I got together."


Dawn beamed at me.


"What Dawn and I do together is our business. Despite the rumor mill, that stuff should be private. Fair enough?"


"Yeah, give the man a break," Bert chimed in.


"Of course. Private," Sasha agreed.


"Aww..." Chevelle whined.


I took a deep breath and looked at my project team. "The point is: we're a project team and we'll stay a project team. We've got work to do, and I intend to get everyone an 'A'. Okay? Everything else is just a distraction."


Bert and Kim shrugged. Dawn smiled at me.


"Okay." Sasha nodded, looking relieved.


Only Chevelle wouldn't leave it alone. She pouted and batted her eyes at me. "But I still want a turn!"





"Ben! We need to talk."


Brooke's voice shattered the relative quiet of the living room, and after picking my own head up I realized that she'd gotten the attention of everyone else as well. Robin and Gwen had been studying at the dining table, but were studying no longer. And Dawn and Bert were now poking their heads out from the kitchen where my girlfriend had been giving my best friend some pointers on how not to burn cereal and milk.


My little sister leaned against the archway, her backpack still slung over one shoulder as she folded her arms across her chest and glared at me. DJ stood behind her, looking like she'd prefer to melt into the wall.


I didn't have a clue what was going on, so I glanced at Dawn for help. But she just gave me the same blank look back, and shrugged her shoulders.


So I turned back to Brooke. "What's up?"


"I need to talk to you," she sighed, clearly vexed.


I closed my book and dropped it onto the coffee table. Standing up from my comfortable spot on the couch, I stretched to get the kinks out of my back, and then followed her back into her bedroom.


Once inside, Brooke literally threw her bag so that it hit the floor and skidded to a crashing stop against her desk. Realizing that this wasn't going to be a quick chat, I closed the bedroom door behind me and grabbed her desk chair, wheeling it over next to her bed and spinning it around so I could sit on it in reverse and rest my forearms atop the backrest.


Brooke flopped onto a seated position on her bed and propped herself up with her hands. "You are really making my life difficult here."


"Uh, exactly what have I done?"


"More like who have you done."


"Huh?"


My little sister sighed. She glared at me for a few seconds, shaking her head in disgust without saying anything before exhaling slowly again.


On the one hand, I was completely nonchalant about the situation, not seriously thinking I was in any trouble and more just curious to know what was bothering Brooke. But on the other hand, I was starting to get frustrated at the way she would just glare at me and not speak.


"It doesn't enter your head, does it?" Brooke finally began in an accusatory tone. "What it's like for me? To be your little sister at this school?"


"Brooke, what the hell are you talking about?"


"I'm talking about you. BIG BEN!" Brooke waved her hands theatrically in the air, making it seem as if my very name was some announcement of grandeur. "You're famous, big brother, or should I say 'infamous'. Now maybe all that attention doesn't bother you, but it sure isn't what I signed up for."


"Wait, what?"


Brooke sighed. "First of all: it seems that half of all your would-be groupies think that I'm one of the ways to get to you. 'Hey, Brooke! Think I'm your brother's type? Where does he like to hang out?'"


My eyebrows furrowed.


"'Hey, Brooke!'" my sister continued in a sing-song voice, clearly quoting someone else. "'Can you give your brother my number? I'd love for him to gimme a call.'"


"Look," I began. "I'm sorry about all that. I'm sure most of these people don't-"


"That's not the worst part," she cut me off coldly. Exhaling wearily, Brooke continued quoting. "'Ooh, there goes Brooke! That's Ben's little sister! I'll bet she's AMAZING in the sack! Didn't you know that the sex gene is genetic?'"


My mouth went dry as I started to realize what was going on.


"'I'll bet she's a total nympho!'" Brooke added, still in the sing-song voice. "'If she's anything like her brother, she's probably fucking a different guy every night!'"


Ice started to chill in my veins. Pestering the people I knew to get to me was one thing. But slandering my little sister was quite another. "Who's saying this shit?" I suddenly growled. "Give me names!"


Brooke rolled her eyes at me. "No, no. You're not going to go around trying to beat up every zitface that catcalls me. That won't help anything."


"People can't just say that kind of-"


"Of course they can," she interrupted me. "It's a free country. And even if we're not in High School anymore, college boys can be just as dumb as any 13-year-old."


I sighed, raising my hand up to rub at my temple. "I'm sorry. I never meant for-"


"Of course you didn't," she cut me off again. Man, Brooke was in a really testy mood. "I can't even totally blame you. It's just ... What IS going on, huh? I mean, I kinda knew I was going to have to deal with your reputation on this campus. But when nothing really major happened for the first few months, I sorta thought the whole thing was overblown. But lately? For the last week, I can't walk ten feet across this campus without someone wanting to talk to me about you."


I grimaced, knowing what she meant. I was sure Brooke's 10-ft estimate was hyperbole, but for the past week or so, I honestly hadn't been able to take a walk across the campus without either a catcall or some girl hitting on me (or more often, some guy sternly warning me to stay away from his girl). But no matter the exact distance in feet, the harassment was obvious.


"Look, this whole thing will blow over. I'm not some sexual predator just meandering around the campus knocking girls upside the head and dragging them into my cave to have my way with them. And I'm not some free-for-all lothario looking to score at any presented opportunity. 'Big Ben' is just a reputation and it's just hype."


"So you haven't being going around sleeping with a different girl every night?"


"Of course not. You still come home to sleep, don't you? Don't you think you would've seen a stranger in the house?"


"Well, there were those two older girls from, where was it, Chi-something."


"That was a week ago."


"Only five days."


"Whatever."


"And then the Tri-Delts came by the next night."


"So?"


"And I've seen Nora and Whitney around a few times, including last night."


"Fine, fine. But that's it."


"That's it? That's seven different girls! In five days!"


I winced. "You make it sound like-"


"Like exactly the kind of hype you just told me was overblown. But it's not overblown."


I exhaled. "It's just a week. Dawn and I went a little crazy, I'll admit. Even so, we're not hooking up with random girls across the campus every other night. Five out of those seven were Tri-Delts, and you know I have history with the sorority. Really, relax. Things aren't always going to be like this."


"You promise?"


I rolled my eyes. "You want me to stop having casual sex just because you asked me to?"


"No, no..." Brooke sighed.


"Then what do you want from me?"


Tossing her hands up in frustration, Brooke flopped over onto her belly across the bed. She grabbed a pillow and sunk her cheek into it, sighing loudly. "I don't know..."


"Brooke..." I got out of the chair and rolled it back toward the desk. Moving to sit down on the bed beside her, I reached a hand out and gently stroked her back. "I'm sorry you're getting caught up in this. I never thought you'd end up getting harassed for the things that I was doing."


"It's not fair. DJ's not getting any flak, even though Dawn's been just as naughty as you have."


"I guess Dawn's not the one with the reputation."


Brooke didn't have anything more to say. She went silent, just huffing and staring at the wall while hugging the pillow.


I rubbed her back for a few more seconds, wondering what I could say to make her feel better. And in the end, all I could come up with was, "What can I do?"


Sniffling, Brooke turned her face to look back at me. She took in my expression while glaring rather accusingly at me. But a second later, I saw a light go off in her eyes and an evil smirk began to tug at the corners of her lips.


"What?" I frowned, a sense of dread spreading over me.


She barked a short laugh, unable to contain whatever twisted little idea that had popped into her head. Now fully smiling, she shook her head and then gave me a mirthful look. "What can you do? You can give me MY turn, that's what you can do." She reached forward and punched my shoulder.


I jerked my head back, whiplashed by the near 180 in her mood. But while her tone was no longer one of anger, it wasn't sexual either. "I'm assuming you don't mean right now."


Brooke rolled her eyes and jerked a thumb toward the door. "No, of course not. Especially with your friends out there. But you owe me, big brother. You owe me big time."


I managed a smile. "Okay, then. Tonight or whenever else you want, I'll make it up to you."


Now my little sister beamed at me. "Deal."





-- THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 25, 2004, THANKSGIVING --



"Another beer?"


I looked up at Jack Evans as he approached the couch, two ice-cold Coors Lights in his hands. All I had to do was smile and open my hand. He dropped the silver bullet into place and then took his own seat in the La-Z-Boy. And we both cracked the cans at the same time.


It was nice to know I was already on such great terms with my future father-in-law. As a teenage boy, you hear stories about some guy meeting his girlfriend's dad with the older man cleaning a shotgun or implementing other sort of intimidation tactic. Dayna even told me stories about the crap her own father had pulled on potential suitors.


But me? I was already family. Life was good.


"Think this one'll be any less boring than the last one?" Jack drawled, gesturing to the big plasma TV. We'd watched the Colts absolutely demolish the Lions 41-9 in the early game. Peyton Manning had thrown SIX touchdown passes in the first three quarters, and the entire fourth quarter had been a complete waste of time.


"Football games are ALL boring," Dawn drawled as she arrived with a fresh tray of finger foods, this time little sausages wrapped up in baked croissants. It was good to be in a household with so many women eager to cook.


I tilted my head back to meet my girlfriend for a quick upside-down kiss and then quipped, "Thank goodness there are so many other girls around to keep you company. That way we cavemen can be free to watch our boring football in peace."


"Sounds like a plan for our future," Dawn laughed and returned to the kitchen. I heard Dawn share our little conversation with DJ, Brooke, and Deanna, and girlish giggling soon filled the air.


Jack and I had polished off half of the pig-blanket-thingies by the time the Bears-Cowboys game kicked off. Both offenses were horribly inept at converting third downs, and the game had become boring-by-low-scoring compared to the boring-by-blowout Colts game. At least R.W. McQuarters got a 45-yard pick-six midway through the second quarter.


Thing is, I missed the interception. Drew Henson had just dropped back to pass when someone covered my eyes with their hands. I started shaking my head and was reaching up to grab the interfering appendages when a melodic voice asked, "Guess who?"


My heart jumped as I immediately recognized the voice. I jerked the hands off my face and spun around in my seat. And my jaw went slack as I looked up into the face of a goddess.


"Adrienne! You're here!" I exclaimed while literally leaping off the couch, vaulting over the backrest and flinging myself into a hug with my gorgeous adoptive sister.


Laughing, the buxom blonde patted my back and chuckled, "Hey, Tiger."


"What are you doing here?" I asked in the same excited voice.


"What?" Pulling back, she cocked an eyebrow at me and gave me a mischievous smirk. "Would you rather I didn't come?"


"No, no, of course not. But I thought you were going to be in ... I dunno, Costa Rica or somewhere right about now. Isn't the Sports Illustrated shoot this week?"


"It was. But the producers had to juggle some photographers, and we got pushed back a week. They're doing some elephant polo thing in Thailand right now."


Still shaking my head in disbelief, I quickly grabbed Adrienne's shoulders and tugged her against me for another hug. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I hadn't seen her in forever, despite her address supposedly being less than thirty minutes away in San Francisco. And the more I thought about how much I'd missed her, the tighter I held on.


"Easy, Tiger," she chuckled, stretching out her shoulders against my grip. "Better not break me just before the shoot."


"Sorry, sorry. I'm just so happy to see you."


"Hmph," Dawn griped from two feet away, although with a smirk on her face. "Don't remember the last time you were this excited to see ME."


I didn't respond verbally, instead simply rushing over and bear hugging my girlfriend, squeezing with all my strength and picking her up off the ground as she squealed loudly. Laughing myself, I held on until Dawn gasped and slapped at my shoulders. And finally, I set her back down.


"Whew," I sighed, my adrenaline pumping and a big grin plastered across my face. I could feel my limbs on fire as blood raced through my veins. And at the same time, I felt my eyes focusing on the more ... physical ... aspects of Adrienne's spectacular body.


Modeling life had been good to her. She was essentially paid to put her body into the utmost perfect condition, and she no longer had schoolwork or even a boyfriend to take up her time. Adrienne had told me that her daily routine consisted of regular exercise and a strict diet, and the beauty that had made Sports Illustrated take notice was on full display right now.


Her normally pale, creamy skin was now a light tan, after so many outdoor shoots wearing next to nothing. Her golden blonde hair fell in a flowing mane that was tucked behind her ears and pinned back by thick, black Gucci sunglasses. Long eyelashes highlighted her big, hazel eyes that dominated a gorgeous face with a high-fashion model's cheekbones.


Adrienne's body was the definition of hourglass, with perfect 36-22-36 measurements framing her 5'10" height. Of course, few hourglasses also had perfect skin, toned musculature, and a supermodel's low body fat. Even fewer still had Adrienne's F-cup tits, which presently were both restrained and put on display by her scoop-necked white tank top demurely checked on either side by a pink cashmere cardigan. Spray-tight jeans finished her casual look, but there was no doubting the sex bomb just barely contained within the dressed down shell. She looked good enough to eat, and after going so long without seeing her, that was exactly what I had in mind.


Unfortunately, we were in the Evans family home with a wide assortment of sisters and parentals around. I let myself look and ogle for a brief moment, then gave myself a mental 'down boy' and then took a deep breath to calm my racing heart. "I'm really glad you're here," I said finally.


"Me, too," she replied softly. Inhaling, Adrienne let her own eyes run up and down my body for a brief moment. She bit her lower lip, and then similarly let out a slow exhalation to calm herself. From the golden fire in her irises, I imagine she and I had briefly been on the same sexual wavelength. After all, with her recently avowed lesbian sexual orientation, plus the prolonged absence from me, the self-proclaimed nymphomaniac probably hadn't felt a real, live cock inside her for quite a while.


Dawn took that moment to lean in between us. Quietly she mumbled, "Dinner won't be ready for hours. Why don't you two use my room to get ... reacquainted?"


My eyebrows rose and I glanced over at my girlfriend. Really? I asked non-verbally.


Adrienne's own eyes darted over to Jack Evans with some concern.


Dawn grinned and shook her head. She looked both of us in the eye, and for a moment, I felt like all three of us were sharing a special connection.


Don't worry about the 'rents, Dawn was telling us. I'll cover for you.


Adrienne smiled, and then Dawn slid over the backrest and into my old spot on the couch. "So dad, can you explain to me this 'illegal formation' thing again?" she asked with a puzzled expression.


Jack Evans glanced back at us, smiling and waving, "Hello, Adrienne."


"Hi, Mr. Evans," she replied with a nervous titter in her voice.


Jack smiled and turned back to the TV. And with a dismissive wave over his shoulder, he added, "Goodbye, Adrienne."


Adrienne grinned as I took her hand. "Goodbye, Mr. Evans." And then she let me drag her away to the stairs.





Her expression was that of a little girl on Christmas morning. Adrienne's eyes danced with an inner sparkle as she dragged me by both hands into the room, backing away until her calves hit the bed.


Impossibly, her eyes got even brighter as she released my hands and raised her palms to my cheeks. And then holding my face firmly, she leaned in and gave me one of those patented nuclear kisses that simply blows one's socks off.


It was our first kiss in ... well ... I forgot how long it had been. Counting up the exact number of weeks or months or whatever wasn't exactly high on my priority list as the gorgeous blonde attempted to inhale my tongue in a fury of pent-up passion. As had happened so many times before, the universe around us ceased to exist. Indeed, even gravity no longer had a hold on our two bodies.


"Oof!" Adrienne grunted as my full weight dropped on top of her, our bodies now flat across the bed. Well that explained the gravity thing. But when I pulled back to apologize, Adrienne just smiled and kissed me again.


We spent a lot more time just making out than I would have imagined. After so much time apart, you'd think we'd both be in a big hurry to get my dick imbedded almost eight inches up Adrienne's pussy as fast as humanly possible. But we didn't rush. Indeed, the simple joy of kissing each other was so intense, so fulfilling, that anything else could wait. Adrienne wasn't my soulmate, but we were very, very special to each other. And for now, all either of us wanted was to simply BE together again.


Maybe ten minutes later, we were both out of air. Sure, we'd been taking quick breathers along the way, but those only acquired enough oxygen to continue making out for a few more seconds, and by now all of our reserves were gone. Gasping for breath, I turned my face and lay my forehead on the pillow beside Adrienne's head. And panting with her heaving chest beneath me, Adrienne slid the fingers of both hands through my hair and cradled my scalp tenderly.


"I missed you, Tiger," she whispered.


I had to catch my breath for another few seconds before answering, "Missed you too."


Nothing more was said for a couple of minutes, both of us just reveling in the feeling of our bodies pressed flush together. But eventually, we caught our breath and I levered myself up onto my elbows to look down at Adrienne's exquisite face.


"Hey," I mumbled with a pleased smile.


"Hey," she mumbled right back before glancing down between us, notably at her massive tits held upright and together by her cardigan, tank top, and bra. Her eyes flicked right back up to mine and she frowned. "We're wearing too many clothes."


I blinked a couple of times before nodding sagely. "You're right." I grinned and then immediately sat up.


Neither of us stripped for the sake of titillation. What was the point? Both of us were already turned on as hell and we were both ready to go. Adrienne nimbly unbuttoned her cardigan and then sat up to tug it down her arms. I hopped onto the floor to give her room, yanking my shirt over my head and then dropping my jeans to my ankles. Adrienne's tank top and then bra went flying into a corner, and then she flopped onto her back and thrust her crotch into the air so she could peel her own jeans and panties down her legs. And since I finished first, I grabbed onto her waistbands and pulled them the rest of the way off her feet, leaving us both bare-buck naked.


"I wanna suck your dick," Adrienne blurted impatiently, sitting back up and beckoning me to her.


"Uh, okay," I replied with a grin, climbing onto the bed and turning myself around so that we could sixty-nine.


"No, no!" Adrienne batted my legs away impatiently, forcing me to stand back up next to the bed. "Oh my gawd, I've been eaten out plenty of times in the last few months. Now just sit there and let me get at that beautiful cock, okay?"


"Works for me," I answered with a shrug. I smiled as Adrienne slid off the bed, grabbed a pillow for her knees, and then directed me by my hips to sit down on the edge of the mattress.


"Oh, yeahhh..." I hummed the moment my throbbing cock 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 forgotten how good Adrienne was at giving head. For a self-proclaimed lesbian, she sure knew her way around a dick. And I knew she'd had plenty of experience from her wild teenage years. Don't get me wrong: Dawn was an amazing cocksucker. My soulmate and I simply were attuned too well, and Dawn always knew JUST what I wanted to maximize my pleasure. But Adrienne could do things to me that even I didn't know I wanted.


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.


It felt like a blowjob from another lifetime, another era when Adrienne and I were still a dating couple instead of this weirdly-complicated adoptive sibling thing. I forgot for a few minutes that Dawn was my girlfriend, and that Adrienne wasn't. Instead, I felt like the bombshell blonde on her knees before me was the only woman in my world, and that she was reminding me of that right now.


My eyes had been closed as I absorbed the sensations assaulting my brain. But in a sensual, husky voice, Adrienne moaned, "Gimme your cum." I opened my eyes to see that she had wrapped her big tits 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.


"Oh, Adrienne..." I groaned, reaching down to cup her cheek. She titfucked me for another minute before tilting her face and sucking me deep into her mouth once again. After rapidly pumping her head up and down a few times, she took me into her throat and used those muscles to massage my cockhead. And when my buttcheeks clenched, she quickly backed away and jacked my exposed length with both hands, urgently coaxing out my load.


"I'm gonna cum!" I grunted.


With a delighted smile, Adrienne 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.


Two more spurts flew out of me, splattering a bit across her lower face and starting to run down toward 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. Her fingers squeezed my balls, coaxing out even more and more of my salty spunk. And unable to hold myself up any longer, I literally fell back across the bed as every muscle in my body turned to mush.


"Mmmm..." Adrienne hummed as she swallowed, sounding more blissful than if she'd been the one to experience a spectacular orgasm. Even when I started to go soft, her tongue licked the underside of my prick, prolonging the sensations while she gathered up every last drop of sperm. And only when I had been completely emptied out did she finally pick her head up and grin down at me.


"I forgot how tasty your cum could be," she quipped, scooping up a glob from her chin and popping it into her mouth. "And don't forget, that's the only man-cum I'll ever have for the rest of my life."


I just groaned and nodded weakly, wiped out by the force of my ejaculation.


Giggling, Adrienne then slid up my body, wiping her cheeks clean before leaning down and kissing me, this time one of the slow-burn variety. And after humming quite contentedly into our liplock for a minute or two, she pulled away with an impish grin. "Okay, NOW you can remind me that you're just as good at rug munching as any of the vapid models I've been screwing."





There was no time for romance; none was needed. The instant my re-hardened cock lined up with Adrienne's channel, she had lunged with her hips to capture me.


Lubricated by three orally-produced orgasms, Adrienne's pussy was an inferno of hot moisture. But there was no hurry to our movements. There was no conscious thought about how to best satisfy our partner. Together, Adrienne and I simply moved.


At first, Adrienne cradled my body, holding me with all four limbs to keep my dick at full depth while she simmered on the sensations of having my body on top of hers and having me inside her once again. We had another pleasant makeout session, this time without any clothes in the way. And really, it's so much more fun to make out with a hot babe while your loins are just as intertwined as your tongues.


Gradually, we sped up, the intensity of our kissing building organically as the expressions of affection expanded from kissing to petting to rhythmic humping motions. I pulled my head away to nibble at her neck. She dug her nails into my ass to drive me harder. And a full ten minutes after we'd joined, Adrienne groaned "Fuck me" for the very first time.


Slowly, I retracted my cock like the drawstring of a bow, building the tension with each fractional inch I pulled away. When the outer ridges of my mushroom head tugged at the inner edges of her entrance, I released the string, launching my cock like an arrow straight into her core, plunging myself back in.


"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 hooked up by my biceps. This spread her legs wide beneath me, and the change in her hip position let me plunge even deeper while my hands gripped her waist.


It was an old, familiar position. She couldn't move. She couldn't twist away. 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.


There wasn't much thought put into it. No playbooks, no diagrammed schemes. I didn't count vertebra or seek out pleasure nodes. I just held onto Adrienne's hips and fucked the everlasting shit out of her. She screamed and howled loud enough to announce to the entire house that I was fucking the everlasting shit out of her, and neither of us cared. So it was two in the afternoon. So three of our siblings and two parentals were right downstairs. Who cares? I had Adrienne in my arms, and around my dick, once again.


"FUCK! ME! FUCK! ME!" Adrienne chanted while I hammered her so hard that her entire body shook with each impact. Her massive tits bounced and gyrated and jiggled in wobbly orbits. Her head tossed side-to-side as our fucking motions made the entire bed quiver.


"FUUUCK! MEEE!" she howled as she climaxed. Her pussy muscles clamped down, forcing me to put that much more effort into my abdominals to continue pistoning through her tighter tunnel. Her voice suddenly cut out as her mouth gaped open in a silent shriek, the first time she'd gone silent in a long while.


The sound did not return as her orgasm passed, though her body relaxed and went somewhat limper beneath me. Adrienne pulled her legs back, causing me to release them and let her re-cross her ankles behind my ass. The new position held me more tightly within her, so that I couldn't continue the long, loping lunges. Instead, I rotated my hips in tight circles while she raised her hands once again to my face.


"I love you, Tiger. Forever and always," she crooned.


Something snapped inside me at her words, but it was a good snap. Mentally, I ALWAYS held my own orgasm at bay in a carefully sealed bag, containing my eruption so that I could give her all the pleasure I desired to give her before finally giving in and letting myself cum. With three words, Adrienne cut that seal open so fast I didn't even realize it. And all of a sudden I was groaning as my liquid love poured out of me and into her body.


Adrienne eyes widened when she realized what was happening. She too was surprised by my cumming without warning, but her smile told me she was quite pleased to have such an effect on me. "Forever and always," she repeated soulfully, gasping as she felt the renewed flow of my ejaculation pouring into her. "Forever and always," she crooned one more time, and then she squeezed me fiercely as my body collapsed on top of hers, all strength having left my body as I simply let gallons of spunk gush out of me.


A long time later, the world came back to me. I wasn't sure if I'd actually passed out or not. My ejaculation hadn't been so explosive as to knock me out, and yet I couldn't clearly recall what had happened to me for the past few seconds.


It didn't matter. Adrienne cradled my head to the crook of her neck and still had all four limbs wrapped around my body. That was all that really mattered. So I simply sighed in rapturous pleasure as I relaxed my neck, re-closed my eyes, and enjoyed the heavenly bliss of the moment.





-- DECEMBER 2004, SENIOR YEAR --



"Ben? Earth to Ben?"


I blinked twice and looked up to see the beautiful face staring down at me, her face oriented at a 90-degree angle to my own. She grinned, flashing me twin rows of pearly teeth. And her shimmering hair cascaded down, with fresh-picked flowers intertwined amidst the dirty-blonde tresses hanging over her ears.


"Where did you go?" she asked mirthfully, her green eyes twinkling.


"Nowhere," I mumbled, content to remain lying in Chevelle Morrison's lap.


It wasn't quite true. For the umpteenth time in the last week, I'd gone back to that Thanksgiving afternoon in Dawn's bedroom, lying in bed with Adrienne thinking about what might have been.


It wasn't that I was in love with Adrienne. She was off on her new adventure, in the Bahamas on her Sports Illustrated shoot at this very moment. And I was very, VERY happy to be with my Dawn. I didn't regret breaking up with Adrienne, and my adoptive sister was no threat to the relationship I was building with my soulmate. Instead, I was more thinking about how life would be if Adrienne were still here at Cal with us, and about how much BETTER my life would be to have her in it more often.


Chevelle raised an eyebrow at me, fully cognizant of my contemplative state. But she didn't press the issue. Chuckling to herself, she simply bent over, bringing her nice, unsupported breasts tantalizing close to my lips. "Told you it would be just as comfortable as Dawn's."


I smiled drowsily. It wasn't quite the same as lying in my girlfriend's lap, but it was still quite comfortable and warm. Despite being bundled up in my winter clothes, I still felt rather chilly. "It IS nice."


"Nice enough that you drifted off again. We're supposed to be working!" Sasha sighed wearily from somewhere to our left. "Now get up before I call your girlfriend."


I snorted in derision, but exhaled and did a sit-up. After working out the kinks in my neck, I surveyed my team members minus one. Dawn had caught the seasonal flu and was at home huddled up in bed. We had a group presentation on Monday, and the rest of us would just have to pick up the slack. "Go ahead and call her," I replied sardonically to Sasha.


The brunette just sighed and shook her head. We both knew Dawn wouldn't care. For one thing, the rumor mill about Big Ben's conquests wouldn't stop, and my girlfriend had shown absolutely zero jealousy on the subject. Some of that probably had to do with the side-rumors than Dawn was just as involved in most of those conquests. And if Dawn didn't mind my schtupping some random sorority girls, she certainly wouldn't care about some harmless flirting between Chevelle and me.


Especially since Chevelle's flirting wasn't exactly new.


Ever since that aborted girlfriend swap with Tito, the hippie chick had made plain her desire to take Big Ben for a whirl. There was no romance. Chevelle had no desire to poach me from Dawn or fall in love with me or anything like that. She was just a sensual young woman who felt a carnal attraction to me, lacked any sort of censor over her mouth, and believed that such a casual encounter was not outside the realm of possibility.


I'd rebuffed Chevelle's more blatant attempts to cajole me into bed with her. It wasn't that I didn't find her fuckable. It was more that I really wanted to keep my academic life strictly separate from the "Big Ben" world, and as long as Chevelle was my team member I didn't want to complicate anything. Even more of an issue was that Chevelle had a boyfriend. I'd had enough run-ins with boyfriends – most especially Brandi's ex Matt Kanemura – to know that attached girls just weren't worth the trouble, even if Tito was supposedly okay with the whole thing.


But just because I kept turning her down didn't mean Chevelle stopped flirting. And as long as nothing crossed the line, I wasn't averse to playing along. She'd goose my ass and then scamper away like it was a second-grade game. I'd just smirk and cop a feel of hers in return. Heck, she'd goose Dawn's ass too, just to play around. She did the girly things like hair flips, twirling her locks around a finger, and subtly leaning toward me. She slapped my shoulder whenever I said something particularly funny, and she never failed to bend over low enough for me to catch a glimpse of her unfettered cleavage.


For more than two months this had been going on, so when Bert cracked a joke about me missing my favorite outdoor pillow, Chevelle promptly volunteered herself and then literally dragged my head into her lap. We worked like that for about fifteen minutes, and then my mind had started to wander.


"So where are we?" I asked, after taking stock of the situation and regaining my upright balance.


"Drucker decentralization," Kim informed me.


"Okay then," I nodded. "Professor Ice's key takeaway from that is outsourcing, so we need to build on that. Whose turn is it?"


Sasha pointed. "Bert's."


Bert nodded and looked at his notes.


Chevelle piped up. "Back into the lap?" She smoothened out her skirt, a thicker, plush material due to the weather.


I looked down for a moment, letting my dirty imagination take my fictional x-ray vision beyond the skirt and underneath to what lay beyond. My frequent ass-grabbing exercises with Chevelle had proven to me that the dirty-blonde skipped her panties almost as often as she wore them, and I wondered on which side of 50-50 we'd be today. But I quickly cleared my head and returned my gaze to the pretty girl's face. "Nah. Sasha's right. We've got to work."


Chevelle pouted plaintively.


I shook my head and gestured over to Bert. "Take it away, dude."





"Hey Ben! Where're you going?"


I stopped ten feet down the sidewalk, glancing over my shoulder to see that Chevelle was walking after me. The dirty-blonde gave me a lopsided grin that matched the rakish angle of her multi-colored knit beanie. And she reached up to cinch the two halves of her knit wool wrap a little tighter against the December chill.


"Your house is that way." Chevelle jerked a thumb westward, where Bert and Kim were already halfway down the block.


"I'm picking up some soup for Dawn," I explained, pointing ahead of me toward Bancroft.


"Oh! I'm heading that way. I'll walk with you." It wasn't a question. Chevelle just came alongside me, slipped her hand into mine, and began tugging.


Smiling, I let her lead the way.


I expected Chevelle to immediately launch into her flirtatious banter, but we were quiet for a minute or so while just walking down the pathway. It was highly unusual for the erstwhile hippie, who usually chattered non-stop going from class to our group meetings. As I've mentioned before, she pretty much blurted out whatever popped into her pretty little head. And to see her staring forward with a clearly contemplative expression on her face was a little disconcerting.


In fact, I was so bewildered that I just had to ask, "Is everything alright?"


Chevelle snorted and glanced over at me. "I'm fine. Why?"


I shrugged. "Uh, well ... You're awfully quiet."


"Didn't know I was capable of shutting up?"


"Now I didn't say that."


She giggled. "Just thinking. I do that sometimes."


"Thinking about what?"


"Well you, of course."


The dirty-blonde shrugged and went silent again, walking forward casually while still holding onto my hand.


I didn't know how to respond to that. At first, I thought Chevelle would explain her comment further, again used to hearing her just ramble on and on and on. But she remained silent with that thoughtful look on her face. And again I had to prompt, "Uh ... what about me?"


She shrugged. "Well sex, obviously."


All of a sudden, I wasn't so comfortable holding Chevelle's hand. Innocent, playful flirting was one thing. But this felt more serious somehow. She wasn't joking around, and the light-hearted tone of the past few months was pretty much gone. I stopped walking and gently tugged on my hand to free it from Chevelle's grasp. And she stopped as well to turn and look at me.


This time, I didn't have to prompt her. She gave me a dead-serious look and said, "I've made it obvious what I want. When's my turn?"


My jaw didn't actually drop, but it sure felt like falling. I stuttered for a moment, trying to gather my bearings. Stalling for time, I began, "Chevelle ... I don't think-"


"What's wrong?" she asked, cutting me off. That had been happening a lot to me lately. "It can't be that I don't turn you on; I see you staring often enough. And I know a bulge when I see one."


"Of course you do," I stated quickly, knowing better than to mess with a girl's sense of attractiveness.


"And I don't think it's Dawn. She's clearly not the jealous type. Heck, I've caught HER checking me out more than a few times."


"No, this isn't about Dawn."


"I was starting to think it was the way I was approaching you. I thought you'd like it better if things happened naturally, with flirting getting into innuendoes and eventually leading to some sort of invitation to meet up or do something together. But clearly that's not getting me anywhere. So I figured I might as well just come out and say it. I want to fuck, Ben. I want to fuck NOW."


"Chevelle!" I exclaimed, startled by her bluntness, although I probably shouldn't have. She'd never been one for delicacy or tact.


"I'll do you right here if I have to," she huffed, stepping forward and reaching in to grab my crotch. I wasn't hard, and she couldn't get much of a grip through the coarseness of my jeans, but that wasn't stopping her from trying to grope and fondle me.


"Chevelle!" I exclaimed again, this time grabbing her wrist and turning it up between our chests.


"I want you," she whimpered, her lip quivering and moisture forming in her eyes. "I can't help it. I have this craving. I want you. I want the Big Ben Experience. I keep hearing about it, and so many girls keep asking me about it since we're on the team together."


"I'm sorry," I sighed, thinking of Brooke. "I never meant for anyone around me to get harassed over-"


"Did you know that I secretly eat chocolate?" she interrupted, oblivious to my statement. "It's bad for me, I know. It's processed and has all these refined sugars. Tito would KILL me if he ever found out I was smuggling Snickers bars into the house. I have to eat one every couple of days or so, just to keep the edge off. Not a big one, just those mini ones they give away at Halloween."


"What?" I asked, not understand where she was going with this.


"But sometimes I can't get away to buy some. Or sometimes I can't sneak around Tito to get to my stash," she continued. 'I go more than a few days without and I get this ... hunger. It consumes me. My stomach gets queasy with the craving and it quickly becomes all I can think about. The craving is twice as bad when I'm getting high. Munchies, you know."


This whole time, I was still holding her wrist as she simply leaned into me, breathing deeply as if to take in my scent. She closed her eyes and pressed her nose against my neck. I was so weirded out by the situation that I just stood there and let her. Nervously, I glanced around the campus, wondering what bystanders were looking at us and speculating on whether or not I was hurting her.


"I've had more chocolate in the last week than I did in the month before that," Chevelle finally said, backing away and opening her eyes to stare right into my soul with bright green eyes. "It doesn't help anymore. I still think about you when I go to sleep. I still fantasize about you when Tito's on top of me. You're in my dreams. And the craving isn't going away."


"Chevelle ... we can't."


"Why not? Please ... I need you."


I felt the tug at my heart as she inadvertently used my trigger word. The White Knight in me couldn't resist a damsel in distress. And it wasn't like I needed to dive in and fight off three guys to save her. All Chevelle really wanted was for me to fuck her, which was something right up my alley.


But that was old Ben. New Ben had his sexual urges under control. New Ben was more aware of the consequences of his actions. And the circumstances of our situation just weren't right.


"Chevelle, we can't," I stated a little more firmly.


"You and Dawn have an open relationship, don't you?"


"Well, yes. But-"


"And the rumors are true, aren't they? Tell me the truth. Didn't you sleep with some sorority girls in the past couple of months?"


I winced, my conviction not to discuss other girls' sex lives coupling with my urge never to add fuel to the fire with these rumors. But there was such desperation in Chevelle's eyes that I just sighed and admitted, "I did."


"Then why not me?"


"It's not like that. I'm not the Big Ben from the rumors. I don't just sleep with whoever comes on to me. I'm not a guy who's prowling the campus looking for his next score. I'm in a committed relationship with Dawn. And even our sex lives outside of each other ... well ... they have limits. The Tri-Delts and I go way back. The Chi Omegas were ... kind of a one-time thing. I'm not... 'in circulation' ... as you put it once before."


"And that's it?"


"That's it."


"But that's not a reason why you won't fuck me."


I winced again. She had a point. "You're my teammate. I told you before I wouldn't mess around with our group."


"Because sex would cause a distraction?"


"Yes."


"Well you're causing a distraction right now!"


I took a deep breath. "It doesn't have to be a distraction if we don't let it. Status quo. We're friends, classmates."


"And fucking each other won't change that. Please."


"And you have a boyfriend. A very big, very strong boyfriend. I swore to myself that I wouldn't get involved with attached girls anymore."


"Even though you have a girlfriend? Sounds kind of hypocritical."


"Maybe. But I don't do ANYTHING without Dawn's knowledge and approval. Does Tito know what you're doing with me?"


Chevelle diverted her eyes away from me for the first time, biting her lower lip. "Of course," she stated without any conviction.


I grimaced. "Man, I thought I was a bad liar."


She blinked away tears as she looked over at me again. "I don't ... I don't have much practice at lying."


"So Tito doesn't know."


"Oh, he knows I want to fuck you. But he expects a fair swap with Dawn. We've done it before."


I shook my head. "Not happening. Not Dawn's thing."


Chevelle's jaw continued to quiver. "He doesn't have to know."


I set my face. "NO. Absolutely not. This is exactly why I won't mess around with taken girls anymore."


"But I need you. I can't stop thinking about this."


"I'm sorry. Really..." I took a deep breath and took a full step back away from her. "Chevelle, you're gorgeous. But this is something that can't happen and you're just going to have to accept that."


The tears burst forth just then, full on waterworks that began streaming down her cheeks. Chevelle was the kind of girl to wear her heart on her sleeve, and I was amazed she'd been able to keep from crying this long.


Without another word, she spun on her heel and literally ran away, bawling all the while.


I stood in the middle of the pathway, watching her go. I knew I was doing the right thing. I didn't lead her on. I didn't use her and throw her away. But somehow, I still felt like a complete asshole.





It had been a quiet weekend. Every flu has one really evil day, and Dawn's was Friday. But lots of rest – plus having me wait on her hand and foot – had done wonders for her health. And while she was still rather weak, liberal doses of DayQuil had Dawn up and back to school on Monday.


"I still say you should've made Ben push you up here in a wheelchair," Bert cracked as Dawn struggled up the incline past Wurster Hall.


"I still say you're asking to do the team's library research on Drucker's Wall Street Journal columns for the last 20 years," I cracked right back.


"Begone, ye demon from hell!" Bert hissed and held up his index fingers in a symbol of the cross. "Release this earthly body and give me back my friend!"


Everyone chuckled, even Dawn, who found the strength to make it the last twenty feet. It probably helped that I was more or less pulling her up the hill. And once we leveled out, my girlfriend patted my forearm in thanks.


Eventually, we made it to Professor Ice's classroom. We were a little later than usual in arriving with the morning's slower walking pace. Sasha was already sitting in our team's usual spot, but she had a rather antsy expression on her face.


"Morning," I greeted. "What's up?"


Pinching her lips together pensively, Sasha took a deep breath and then head nodded to the front of the class. There were always a couple of students hovering around the Professor to ask questions, especially right after the weekend. But this morning there was only one: Chevelle.


"What's going on?" Dawn asked.


Sasha sighed. "Chevelle's dropping the class."


"What?" I blurted.


"But this is a requirement for Undergraduate Business," Bert cut in. "If she doesn't pass, she'll have to drop out of the whole Program."


"That's what I told her," Sasha stated, bewilderment on her face. "I don't get it."


My focus was on Chevelle by this point, and Viktoriya had the same bewildered concern on her face as Sasha. "There are less than two weeks of class remaining," she explained to the young student. "You will pass as long as you just show up."


"I'm sorry," Chevelle apologized. "But I have very personal reasons. I simply can't continue."


Viktoriya clenched her teeth, clearly not wanting to let a promising student drop out like this. But class was scheduled to start, and she couldn't delay everything for this one conversation. "Miss Morrison, I am not accepting your withdrawal. The add/drop deadline has long passed, and you either complete the course or get a failing grade. We need to discuss this. Can you come to my office after class?"


Chevelle turned around, seeing that her entire team had now arrived and was staring at her intently. Her green eyes flicked over to me, burning with an intense fire. For a second, it looked like she was about to start crying again. But instead, she turned back to the Professor and conceded, "Alright. I'll see you after class."


Viktoriya nodded and then gestured Chevelle to sit down. But shaking her head, the dirty-blonde simply clutched her bag and walked straight down the aisle, not stopping as she went out the lecture hall doors and into the sunlight.


My mouth agape, I watched her go in stunned silence. It may have been a little self-centered of me to think it, but in that moment I knew her dropping out had nothing to do with school and everything to do with me.


Viktoriya seemed to know it too. When I turned around to face forward, I found my professor giving me a strangely inquisitive stare. But after another few seconds, Professor Ice schooled her features and brought the class to attention.





"Ben, please stick around for a moment."


I glanced at my team, looking nervous. Our group presentation had been a near-disaster. We'd all been thrown for a loop by Chevelle's abrupt departure, and it showed in our disorganization. But a moment later I realized Viktoriya wasn't asking me to stay because of the presentation.


"I'll meet you guys at the glade," I stated to the others.


"I'll wait for you outside," Dawn offered, checking with Sasha, Bert, and Kim.


Everyone nodded and went on their way. I picked up my bag and went to the front of the lecture hall. Professor Isakova fielded a few questions from other students while packing up her own materials. But after about five minutes, I was the only student left.


"What is going on with Chevelle?" Viktoriya asked me as I approached.


"I'm not sure," I replied, shrugging.


My professor just kept looking at me, clearly waiting for me to elaborate. As Chevelle's team leader, I had to have SOME insight into the girl's personal life.


I took a deep breath and let it out slowly, composing my thoughts. "Honestly, for her to drop out of the program is catching all of us off-guard. This is completely out of left field." I didn't mention the sex stuff. Even if it had something to do with Chevelle's actions, those issues were very private and between her and me.


But my professor knew me better than that. She read something in my eyes and took a step closer. "Ben," she began, an intimate softness in the way she said my name. In this moment, she was Viktoriya again, not Professor Ice. "Did you sleep with her?"


"That's none of your business," I stated defensively, taking a step back.


Viktoriya continued to study my eyes. "Ben, I am not trying to pry into Chevelle's or your personal life. I am just trying to understand what is going on. She's a great student. She gets a little ... spacey ... at times, but there is a sharp mind in there. And she is ready to throw the entire semester's worth of classes out the window over ... what? And with only two weeks before Christmas break? It doesn't make sense."


I pinched my lips together, wanting to protect Chevelle's privacy but also believing that I could trust Viktoriya with this. "Well ... it might have something to do with me."


"So you DID sleep with her."


"No!" I stated sharply.


"So you turned her down."


My eyebrows furrowed.


"I am a woman," Viktoriya explained. "And it was not difficult to see the desire she had for you."


"It's not like that."


Shaking her head slowly, Viktoriya hoisted her bag onto her shoulder. She turned to head up the aisle for the exits, but before she actually walked off, she glanced back at me. "Maybe you should..."


I arched an eyebrow in confusion. "Should what?"





"Have sex with her," Dawn shrugged as we walked along the pathway, heading for Faculty Glade.


I rolled my eyes. "That's what Viktoriya said."


"Then you've got the same advice from two people whose opinions you respect."


I shook my head. "Do you realize how crazy this sounds?"


My girlfriend grinned at me. "Any crazier than me telling you to seduce your professor? Or how about telling you to seduce Felicia at camp? Or the Chi Omegas, or-"


"This is different."


"How?"


"The Chi Omegas were pure hookup, nothing more. Felicia was kind of a revenge thing for you and Adrienne. And Viktoriya was the result of months of mutual teasing."


"You've been flirting with Chevelle."


"But never seriously."


"Why not?"


"Chevelle's ... a teammate," I sighed.


"So?"


"She has a boyfriend."


"Actually, Sasha told me that they broke up."


"What?"


Dawn nodded.


"Well ... she's still a teammate."


"Which isn't SUCH a big deal. Yeah, it might be awkward, but no more awkward than her dropping the whole program if this is because of you."


"That's the thing. If Chevelle IS dropping the whole program just because of me, then it means this is more than just a hookup to her." I shook my head. "Chevelle wants this too much."


For once, Dawn didn't have an immediate comeback for that. Frowning while deep in thought, she processed my statement, then nodded slowly and shrugged. "Okay, maybe you're right."


I blinked rapidly a couple of times and then leaned in to my girlfriend. "Say that again? I don't think I heard you."


Dawn immediately broke into a smile that carried all the way up into her sky blue irises and giggled. "I don't think so."


"No, seriously, here," I chuckled, miming that I was clicking a tape recorder and holding it up to her face. "You said 'maybe you're right'. Say it again!"


"No!" she laughed, pushing my hand away.


"Say it! Say it!" I pushed, laughing now as I kept trying to push my imaginary tape recorder into her face.


"My brain has been slowed down by the flu!" Dawn laughed, batting my hands away. "You've caught me at a bad moment!"


I kept pushing, and Dawn kept slapping my hands away. Instead, I started aiming my jabs at her midsection instead, and our hands quickly became a flurry of tickles and pokes that had us both giggling our heads off.


Eventually, tickling turned into one gigantic hug. And eventually, a gigantic hug turned into a big, wet kiss.


It's good to be in love.





The team wasn't getting much work done. Oh, as team leader, I tried to get everyone to focus on our group project. (Plus, I'd rather the conversation didn't wind up steering toward Chevelle's obvious desire to fuck me.) But pretty much everyone wanted to speculate about why our resident hippie had dropped out of class.


As the only two team members who weren't part of my inner clique, Sasha and Chevelle had become pretty good friends, despite their radically different personalities. That meant that Sasha felt the most blindsided by Chevelle's abrupt departure, with her rational brain unable to come up with a logical explanation.


"You'll just hurt your head if you keep trying," Bert cautioned. "Whatever that girl is, 'logical' isn't part of her definition."


"She's flighty, sure," Sasha reasoned. "But that doesn't necessarily mean she's irrational. She HAS to know she's throwing away an entire semester's worth of classes, tuition, and time. If she doesn't pass this class, she has to change her major!"


"Maybe that's what she wants," Kim commented. "Perhaps she thought she wanted to pursue business, but after a semester's worth of classes has only now realized that it isn't for her. She's going to change her major anyways, so why go through the angst of two more weeks of this stuff, not to mention Finals."


"She should at least finish just to keep the credits," Dawn pointed out. "Even if the courses won't be prerequisites into her future classes, the credits will still count toward graduation. It's hard enough graduating in four years as it is."


"Whatever her reasons, they're her reasons," I interjected. "I think we should let what's private be private and move on. We still have a project to finish, and we're now one team member short."


"Oh, forget the project for one minute!" Sasha whined.


"Never thought I'd hear you say that," Bert cracked.


"Come on!" Sasha barked. "Chevelle is our friend. We have to do something."


"Like what?" Dawn frowned.


"She said her reasons are personal, and I know she broke up with Tito. What if breaking up with her boyfriend is only part of the problem? What if there's something bigger going on in her life that's making it so that she can't even function, let alone finish her classes? Shouldn't we find out?"


"It IS her personal life," Kim stated with just a hint of darkness in Sasha's direction. "Would you want people prying?"


Sasha immediately clammed up, old defensive barriers coming down in reflex to protect her own secrets.


But Bert sighed and nodded, "Maybe we don't have to pry. But I think we should at least try to talk to her. Sasha's right. Chevelle's still our friend."


Sasha nodded and fished out her cell phone. "Should we go find her right now?"


"No need," Dawn piped up, and then gestured back toward Cheit Hall. "She's coming here."


Everyone turned to look. Sure enough, the dirty-blonde hippie chick left the sidewalk and began cutting across the grass lawn, her multi-colored beanie and flowing skirts instantly recognizable.


"Hi, guys," she greeted when she arrived.


"How are you doing?" Sasha inquired.


"Did you talk to Professor Ice?" Bert asked.


"Are you still dropping the class?" Dawn queried at roughly the same time.


She didn't answer either of them. Instead, Chevelle's green eyes were locked straight onto me. And in a steady voice, she asked, "Ben, can we talk? Alone?"





We took a walk across the campus. I didn't want to bring her to my house, or to her house, or anywhere within twenty feet of a bed. Actually, I didn't want to bring her anywhere out of the public view. I'd like to think I had learned after all my teenage years feeling like something was a bad idea but doing it anyways. After all, I couldn't remember a single time one of those situations hadn't ended in complete disaster.


But I wasn't sure of myself. So despite my rock hard conviction that I would NOT have sex with her, I didn't trust myself not to give in should she really turn on the seductive charm. Fuck, I'd just thought the phrase "rock hard".


Still, I didn't want anyone eavesdropping on us, so Chevelle and I went looking for an out-of-the-way spot that was still outdoors. There were plenty of places across campus to hold a private conversation without being completely out of view.


Once we found a nice alcove, I started with the academics. "Did Professor Ice let you drop the course?"


She shook her head in the negative. "Rules are rules. We're well past the add/drop date."


"So you're staying," I said with relief.


Chevelle shook her head. "No, I'm not coming back. I can't deal with this anymore and my grade will be whatever it will be."


I frowned. "But why?"


"You know why."


"Because I won't sleep with you? That's ridiculous."


"Of course it's ridiculous," Chevelle agreed. "All you have to do is take me into the nearest room, let me pull your pants down and show you how I suck golf balls through garden hoses. And then I'd bend over and flip my skirt up so that-"


"Chevelle!" I barked.


She pouted, and then leaned back against a stone pillar of our little alcove. She turned her head to look off into the distance, a tendril of her hair falling down across her cheek with the tip coming to rest atop the swell of her bosom. Despite the cool weather, she wore another peasant shirt with quite the low-scooping neck.


"I can't handle this. It's like the worst Junior High crush ever. I want you. I want you sooo bad. But I can't have you, and it's driving me crazy."


"If it's just a crush, it'll pass."


"It would pass, if you'd just fuck me."


"That's not happening."


She scrunched her eyes shut, grimacing against the unholy anguish of rejection. I felt bad for her. I really did. But every fiber of my being told me that having sex with her under these circumstances was the wrong thing to do. And I was damn sure going to stick with my conscience on this one.


Chevelle took a deep breath, her chest expanding in such a heaving way that I couldn't help but glance down at her tits. I averted my eyes, forcing myself to look away. And apparently I was still doing so when she tried to meet my gaze. "Now you won't even look at me?" she pouted.


Taking a deep breath, I looked at her face. I saw the pain in her eyes, and it nearly made me crumble. But I stood firm. "I'm sorry."


She shook her head. "Professor Ice told me to try and talk to you. To tell you what I told her. But it's no use." She pushed off the pillar and looked at her feet. "Goodbye, Ben. Maybe I'll see you in another life."


She made it two steps away before I couldn't help myself from blurting, "Wait."


She stopped immediately, turning around to me with fresh hope in her eyes.


Angry with myself for not letting her walk away, I shook my head and asked, "What did you tell Professor Ice?"


Chevelle's face fell when I didn't immediately tell her I'd fuck her brains out. She sighed and then shrugged. "The truth: I can't handle being around you anymore. It's interfering with my whole life. I'm not sleeping. I'm not eating ... well ... except for too much chocolate. It ruined my relationship with Tito. It's torture, don't you see? Being this close to you? Always being around you? But unable to actually have you?"


"This is more than just sex, isn't it?"


Chevelle barked a laugh. "That's the crazy thing, it's not. I'm not interested in you romantically. You're just ... not my type. You eat meat. You don't really smoke up. You're too ... preppy ... for my tastes. And you're cute, but I like a guy with a little more hair and a little more ... I dunno ... a guy more like me. And that's not you."


I looked down at my polo shirt and jeans, and then at Chevelle's utterly bohemian attire. And I couldn't help but crack a smile.


"I know I sound like a crazy stalker right now ... but I just CAN'T get the idea of fucking you out of my head." With that, Chevelle started walking up to me again. She came right into my personal space, reaching up between us to put a hand on my chest. And got up on her tiptoes to bring her lips within inches of mine.


That was as close as I let her get. My left hand went up to her shoulder to hold her back, and my right closed around her wrist to remove it from my chest. "I love my girlfriend. The Big Ben thing is all hype. And even if we were to hook up, it wouldn't be what you were hoping for."


Still only inches away, Chevelle breathed, "Well, there's only one way to find out, isn't there?"


I grimaced. "Well..."


"I've got an itch, Benno. You're it. It's consuming me. It's fucking up my life is what it is. I can't study. I can't sleep. I dumped my boyfriend. And I'm ready to walk away from the program just so I don't have to be around you anymore."


"You're throwing away your academic career up to this point."


"And it's your fault," she hissed sharply.


I winced, feeling as if she'd physically slapped me.


"Fuck me, and I won't drop out," she husked quietly.


It wasn't fair. Chevelle had no right to deliver that kind of ultimatum to me. She shouldn't have been able to blame her entire academic failure on my unwillingness to have sex with her. And on principle alone, I should turn her down. After all, her life was her life, and the choices were her own.


But I didn't want to turn her down. Chevelle knew it. I knew it. Hell, I was sure that Dawn knew it, wherever she was right now. It was the White Knight in me. I didn't have the stomach to stand idly by and watch someone I cared about crash and burn if I had the capability to take action.


But if that action was to have sex with her? This was different than running in to rescue Paige from three meatheads. It was different from helping to tutor a failing classmate. It was different from bringing Adrienne home after her father's death.


For me, it should have been simple. What, like I didn't know how to have casual sex? No one was being physically hurt. Dawn wouldn't even mind. And if this really wasn't an issue of romance, that Chevelle really didn't have any long-term designs on me despite my apparently significant influence on her daily life, then what was the harm? Tab A goes into Slot B, and everyone goes home happy.


But this was no ordinary hookup. Chevelle wasn't a random Chi Omega I'd never met before, and she wasn't a Tri-Delt with whom the ground rules had already been laid down. She was a friend, a teammate, and neither of us really understood what consequences there would be for such an action. And there would be consequences.


Maybe we'd get lucky and be able to still be friends like I was with Gwen and Robin. But maybe Tito would be like Gwen's ex-boyfriend and feed me a knuckle sandwich. Maybe casual sex wouldn't have any lasting consequences. Maybe it would fuck me over in the future in some way I couldn't even comprehend right now. I just didn't know.


What I did know was that I didn't want Chevelle to avoid me forever, or to blame me for her inability to complete her academic semester. But I also couldn't see myself having sex with her under these conditions. Fuck, even if we DID have sex, I wasn't sure I'd be able to perform.


SOMETHING was going on in Chevelle's head that made her so crazy that she was going to the extremes of completely avoiding me. Perhaps she was telling the truth, and she wasn't in love with me. On the other hand, even she acknowledged that she sounded like a crazy stalker.


I couldn't agree to sleep with her. But I couldn't completely reject her, either.


So I compromised.


Looking back, it wasn't the best idea I'd ever had. But I'd been backed into a corner and in the limited time I had, I stalled. I didn't invite her any closer, but I didn't push her away, either. Instead, from just a few inches away, I said, "Okay ... I'll think about it."


After months of flirting without getting anywhere, and the last few days of outright refusal, me "thinking about it" must have sounded like she'd won the lottery. Chevelle's face lit up with glee. "You will?"


I sighed. The die had been cast. "I'm not promising anything. But ... finish the class with us. Stick around, get your grades. And after Finals are done ... we'll see."


"Really?" Chevelle looked like I'd just asked her to marry me.


I managed a smile. "Really."





Within the comfort and privacy of our bedroom, Dawn leveled me with 'The Look'.


She didn't say anything. She didn't have to. I felt myself wilting beneath her gaze alone. "So..." Dawn exhaled wearily. "You told her that in little more than two weeks, you'll fuck her."


"What? No!" I blinked in astonishment. Had my girlfriend misheard me? "I told her I'd think about it."


Dawn sighed and rolled her eyes. "You told her you'd fuck her."


"No, I didn't!"


"Yes, you did."


"I didn't! I was very careful with my words to explain that there were no promises and that I'd think about it."


"Doesn't matter. You knew what she wanted. She was ready to walk away from you. Yeah, dropping out may have cost her, but it was a price she was willing to pay. You could have let her walk away. If you weren't going to sleep with her, you SHOULD have let her walk away. Instead, you talked her into staying. There is a promise inherent to that."


My heart sank. "No there isn't."


"Yes, there is. You gave her hope. 'Stick around, finish the class, and I'll give you what you want.' That's basically what you told her."


"I told her I'd think about it," I stated emphatically.


Dawn shook her head. "We're girls. We don't hear your words; we hear your meaning. And your meaning said you'd sleep with her."


"Ah, HELL."


"Expectations, remember?" My girlfriend took a deep breath, crossing her arms beneath her breasts and turning to stare out the window. I could see the gears turning behind her irises, and I shook my own head to clear it. Dawn was trying to figure out how to get me out of the mess I'd created for myself, and I needed to do the same.


"You need to fuck her," Dawn sighed.


"What? No!" I barked. "I'm not that guy anymore."


"What guy?"


"The guy led around by his conscienceless dick. The guy who just sleeps around without consequence. I'm a better man now, more mature. And being a better man means NOT fucking girls like Chevelle."


Dawn furrowed her eyebrows and shook her head. "Actually, that's not what it means. Maturity doesn't mean you always have to turn down sex. You don't have to ignore every opportunity and stay pure and loyal and monogamous. Haven't we been over this already?"


I frowned, not understanding.


"Maturity means recognizing the consequences for your actions. Sometimes that means turning down sex because of what will result from it. Other times, you can recognize that it's all good fun, like with the Tri-Delts or the Chi Omegas."


"And Chevelle?"


"If she's falling in love with you, then no, you don't sleep with her. There are consequences and complications that just wouldn't be worth it."


"But if it's not love? If it's just pure, physical lust?"


Dawn grinned. "Then here's what we do..."





"FUCK! ME!" Chevelle screeched and then turned her head to the side, exposing her neck further so that Dawn could latch onto it and suckle like a ravenous vampire. Her left arm cinched around Dawn's head while her right reached back around my torso, trying to pull me even tighter against her back.


But I was already pressed flush against her. The only way to get any tighter would be to remove the clothes separating us, but we hadn't taken the time to do so.


Two days ago, my project team gave its final presentation in Professor Isakova's class. We all passed and got our course credit. Chevelle had immediately hugged me and whispered about how she couldn't wait until the End of Finals party Dawn and I had invited her to at our house.


Two hours ago, I was downstairs in the living room, cheering "Gan Bei!" while downing baijiu or switching to "Mabuhay" just for Jocelyn Canilao.


Most of our friends were still downstairs. I hadn't planned for this house to become a party zone the way Dayna and Brandi had run things, but I had to admit that it was a good excuse to bring a lot of distinctly different cliques under one roof. It was entertaining to watch them interact with each other when for the most part, their only links to each other were through me. And the mixer was turning out well for some of my friends, as Bert was busy making a love connection with a new froshling and Robin had taken an interest in a friend of Kim's.


For two hours, I'd kept putting off what needed to be done. I still felt weird about it. Having sex with Chevelle just didn't feel right, and even though the girl herself only got antsier and antsier as the evening went on, I couldn't quite bring myself to take her upstairs. You know how some guys say you just need to add alcohol to get a girl into the right mood? Well tonight, I needed more and more alcohol to get into the right mood.


Dawn, of course, finally instigated things. She'd sent Chevelle up into our bedroom just as the party was winding down. And then my girlfriend backed me into a corner where she proceeded to physically assault me with a tongue in my throat and a hand over my bulge, doing everything she could to rape me right there in the living room without actually removing my clothes. She got me hot and bothered and ready to roll. And my head was foggy enough that I completely forgot that Chevelle had ever been there.


Chevelle, of course, was still there when I dragged my girlfriend up into our bedroom. Dawn immediately left me to make out with the dirty-blonde hippie. Chevelle had been primed for hours, and the ferocity with which the two beautiful girls attacked each other made damn sure my alcohol-addled brain could comprehend nothing but the idea of fucking the both of them within an inch of their very lives.


As expected, Chevelle wasn't wearing any underwear beneath her sheer, off-white linen dress. So it was an easy matter to get my hands within her top to grope a naked tit, and it was even easier for Dawn to unzip me and shove my dick beneath the hem so that I could enter the dripping-wet hippie chick from behind.


"FUCK! ME!" Chevelle screeched in rhythm to my first two thrusts. Dawn worked her from the front while I rammed her from the back. And the three of us were off to the races.


Chevelle won, of course, getting double-teamed from both sides. Surprisingly enough though, the pussy ripples of her first orgasm set me off as well, and I stiffened up as I poured out my seed into her clenching cunt.


When Dawn realized I'd already popped my nut, her eyes went wide in surprise. She stopped what she was doing and backed away.


That gave Chevelle room to bend over my bed, bracing one knee on top of it while I finished squirting her from behind. "That was kinda fast," she remarked with a tease in her voice.


"Wow ... that hasn't happened in a long time," I marveled.


Chevelle chuckled. "I've heard that before."


Feeling defensive, I shook my head. "Maybe it's all this alcohol. I don't know the last time I drank this much."


"Doesn't matter," Dawn interjected quickly. "It's not how we start. It's how we finish." Tugging gently, she pulled Chevelle off my deflating cock and repositioned her flat on the bed. Lifting the dress out of the way, Dawn bent down to begin sucking my jism out of our new bed partner. And Chevelle beckoned me over so that she could blow me back to life.


"Hmm. With a nickname like Big Ben ... I was thinking this sucker would have been ... well... bigger."


I rolled my eyes in annoyance. "Get it hard and we'll see how big it feels up your ass."


Chevelle chuckled and began sucking away.


It had been a shitty beginning, possibly the worst beginning of my entire college career. Unfortunately, the rest of the night wasn't any better.


I did the best I could. Really, I did. Forget the alcohol; being drunk didn't seriously impair my sexual performance apart from the premature first ejaculation. I found Chevelle's lesser-known erogenous zones. I tickled the nerve clusters along her spine. And I tweaked her exceedingly sensitive nipples. Fuck, I did a good job on Chevelle, and Dawn and I wrung some really good orgasms from her body before we finished.


It just wasn't enough. My head was in it, but my heart wasn't. I wanted to enjoy what was happening, but I just couldn't really get engaged. Every time I tried to really focus on what I was doing to wring pleasure out of Chevelle's body, my mind kept drifting back to that one perfect afternoon with Adrienne when sex was just ... easier. With Adrienne, there had been no playbooks, no diagrammed schemes. I didn't think about it, I just made love.


It was everything that this ... mechanical ... fucking of Chevelle was not. I wasn't fully into it. I was hesitating, and the hesitation was killing my technique. It's like a basketball shot: you hesitate on your follow thru and you don't get good ball rotation. The shot comes off flat. Or like making the suicide left turn across Telegraph. You hesitate, and you're gonna get crunched. And even though I knew I was hesitating, I couldn't stop myself.


I was done when I came for the third time, squirting a healthy load into Chevelle's pussy while Dawn munched on her clit in a sixty-nine. Sweaty and quivering from her latest climax, the dirty-blonde hippie collapsed on top of my girlfriend. I pulled myself out, leaned back against the headboard, and watched as the busty babes separated and lay on their backs, panting for breath.


"Hmm..." Chevelle sighed.


Dawn recognized her less-than-thrilled tone immediately. "What's wrong?"


Chevelle immediately glanced over and put on a quick smile. "Nothing ... really."


Chevelle was a really bad liar. Dawn frowned and shared a look with me. Usually by now, a girl would either be out cold or waxing rapturously about how we'd given her the greatest sexual experience of her young life. Not so with this one.


"It was good, really," Chevelle stated politely after realizing her fib hadn't quite gone over. "The two of you are so in tune with each other. It was kinda scary to watch how you could communicate what to do without even talking. It was nice."


"Only nice?" Dawn sighed.


Chevelle smiled. "It was good," she emphasized, but there was no sparkle in her eyes. "It's just ... after all that buildup, all that tension, all that will-he or won't-he drama ... It was just..."


"Disappointing?" I offered.


Chevelle winced. "Sorry."


I shook my head. "Don't be. It's not your fault." Indeed, I felt the same.


"It's not yours, either," Chevelle mollified. "You were good."


"You keep saying that," I drawled.


"Maybe it was just the hype," she offered. "I came here expecting the Greatest. Thing. EVER. I came expecting the much talked about Sex GOD. But..."


"I'm only human," I finished.


Chevelle sighed. "I guess."


"Well ... Now you know." I exhaled, turned my gaze away. I was disappointed in myself, sure. After everything I'd done, I'd started to buy into the hype myself a little bit. I took pride in rocking each and every girl's world, and it did hurt to know that I hadn't lived up to Chevelle's fantasy.


But I was also relieved. Chevelle was right: there had been a lot of buildup and tension and question over whether or not I'd finally sleep with her. Her pursuit of me – and my reluctance to give in – had long been weighing heavily on my conscience. For better or worse, it was now done with. Sure, maybe I could have blown her mind and gotten another adoring fan who worshipped at the Altar of Big Ben. But then maybe I would have gotten a stalker who was passionately in love with me and wanted to slit my throat so that she could take my corpse home and ride it every night.


Okay, that was morbid, but I was in a weird mood. Fortunately, Chevelle wasn't even remotely that crazy, and after dressing, she gave us both relatively chaste kisses goodbye and left the house.


And that left just me and my Dawn in bed.


"What happened?" my loving girlfriend asked. "Was it the alcohol?"


I shook my head. "I dunno. I don't think so."


"You never really wanted to sleep with her, did you?"


"You know I didn't."


Dawn sighed. "It showed."


"Did it?"


She glanced up at me, a little smile on her face. "We've done this together with a lot of different girls, babe. Sometimes with family, sometimes with friends, and lately with some near strangers. You're very different in each situation, and I can always tell."


I furrowed my eyebrows. "Which was this: friend? Or near stranger?"


She shook her head. "Neither. This was: 'I don't really want to be doing this'."


"It's not that I didn't want to. Chevelle is a very pretty girl, and it certainly got me hard to think about-"


"That's not what I mean."


"Then what?"


Dawn shrugged. "You're a perfect lover, technically, but not always emotionally. You do everything right. You push all the buttons and apply just the right pressure. You're like the most well-programmed sex robot with all those girls. The difference is in how much of your heart you include. When you're with me, or Adrienne, or DJ or Brooke or anyone else in the family, you give us all of your heart. You put the 'love' in lovemaking."


I smiled.


"Your friends get a little less, but the care you show still gets through. You still have strong emotions for them," Dawn continued. "The Tri-Delts are fun; although you don't have romantic emotions, you're still quite enthusiastic. And even when you go all Seduce and Destroy – like with Nora and Whitney or the Chi Omegas – you at least have a sense of purpose in what you're doing. But just now? With Chevelle? Total robot. No feeling. No emotion, neither romantic nor enthusiastic. I don't think I've ever seen that side of you before."


I sagged. "I tried my best. Really ... Just ... maybe I can't-"


"You can't fake that," Dawn finished for me, nodding in understanding.


I smiled, reveling in the idea that Dawn was on the same wavelength with me, even at a time like this. I thought about how well she understood me, how she always got me, and how she would be ... forever ... my soulmate.


But it still didn't change how disappointing the night had been. "I guess it was all a mistake. We never should have done that."


"Oh, I don't know about that," Dawn drawled.


I frowned. "Chevelle's disappointed and I just feel ... used. You said it yourself: I didn't really want to sleep with her. So how is this not a mistake?"


My girlfriend smirked. "Well I, for one, had a pretty good time. All semester I've wanted to get inside that girl's peasant shirt. And you gave me that."


I arched an eyebrow while my girlfriend kept giggling.


"And if it's your conscience you're worried about, you can relax. Chevelle got her itch scratched, so she can go back to her normal life. You helped ensure she finished her classes and got her credits. And all it cost you was one semi-disappointing sexual encounter. You feel a little used? Maybe. But I can make that up to you."


"Huh?"


Dawn slid her naked body a little lower into the covers, a Cheshire grin spreading across her face. Surreptitiously, her hand had already begun stroking my cock, coaxing it back to life. And by the time she got down to my waist level, I was already sporting a half-hard wood.


"Think of it this way: Chevelle was just the appetizer," Dawn said while staring straight at my cock. She exhaled slowly, breathing hot air across my still moist tip, causing the stalk to twitch of its own accord. "But NOW we can start the main course."


Chapter 6: Winter Break


-- THURSDAY, DECEMBER 23, 2004, WINTER BREAK --



"Dammit, Ben. Did Adrienne not fix the shocks before she gave you this thing?" Dawn groaned from the seat beside me in the Mustang as we hurtled down the 5 freeway at 80mph.


"Um, sorry?" I winced, glancing over at my girlfriend. I then checked the rear-view mirror, meeting Brooke's eyes where my little sister sat in the back seat.


"Do I want to know?" Brooke asked.


"My ass hurts like hell and the sport shocks on this thing are NOT being very nice to me right now," Dawn groaned.


I felt a very vague sense of déjà vu. Brooke looked to me for an explanation, and I shrugged. "Uh, well, in our whole thing with Chevelle, we never actually got around to doing her ass. So after she left, Dawn wanted to be the good girlfriend and lubed herself up."


Brooke winced. "The night before a six-hour drive?"


"Oh, NOW you warn me," Dawn grumped.


Fortunately, I had an idea. "I'll make it up to you."


"Sex is NOT at the top of my wish list right now," she warned.


I chuckled and shook my head. "No, no. This is really special to me that you're coming to stay with my family for Winter Break. So as soon as we get home, I'm going to give you a full body massage and a nice bath. Sound good?"


Dawn sighed and closed her eyes. "You'd better. Or I'm going to spend the entire vacation in Brandi's bedroom."





Unfortunately, Dawn didn't get her massage and bath right away. Even though Dawn was practically family, my parents still wanted to politely greet our guest.


While not as effusive as Deanna and Jack Evans, Mom and Dad were still quite warm. Mom hugged Dawn and so did Dad. They brought us into the living room to sit down and chat. And Brooke raced herself upstairs to poach the bathroom ahead of us.


Twice, I tried to deflect the conversation so I could get Dawn out of there. Seriously, how many things could my parents ask Dawn about her parents when our moms talked on the phone like every day? But Dawn was the epitome of politeness, always ready with a smile and an alert answer. Amazingly, she also looked perfect, covering up any discomfort she must have felt from the long drive and appearing as fresh as if she'd just awoken.


Was there anything my girlfriend couldn't do?


The twins came home while we were still talking, having been out Christmas shopping. They stopped by us to say hello and exchange hugs. And both girls squeezed me a little extra tightly, no doubt having missed me that extra bit since I had not spent the past summer with them at all.


I practically didn't recognize my baby sisters at first, even though I'd seen them briefly on their way back from Camp in July. Now nearly fifteen, Eden and Emma were growing up to be quite the blend of their older sisters, with Brooke's curves built on top of Brandi's lean and leggy frame. Indeed, when a freshly-showered Brooke came down to hug them, all three of my younger sisters appeared to be the same height. And in near identical voices, they chattered on about something and moved away to another room.


Fortunately, the twins' arrival seemed to break the momentum of my parents' conversation. And at last, they let us go to get cleaned up after the long drive.


"I'm giving Dawn a bath," I informed Mom, indicating with my eyes to where the twins had gone off to. I half-expected her to veto the idea.


But Mom glanced over and shrugged. "They're almost grown up now. I'm sure they can handle the concept."


I grinned, Dawn grinned, and then tired or not, both of us hurried up the stairs.


Five minutes later, I reclined naked in our whirlpool tub with an equally naked Dawn lying back against my chest. I happily fondled her floating breasts, and together, we let the warmth take us away.





On Friday's Christmas Eve, by family tradition, we all stayed home to hang out together. Brandi had stayed up in San Francisco, so while my family had added Dawn this year, the Evanses had effectively swapped daughters by keeping Brandi for the holidays.


Even better, Adrienne had flown down for the weekend. Between her sizable inheritance and the big bucks she was making as an international model, she could afford to jet from place to place whenever she wanted. Her limitation was more a problem of time, and indeed she would have to leave again on Monday morning. But for a couple of days at least, we had her with us. After all, there was nowhere else she would rather be for Christmas.


Family poker had never been so intense. Adrienne was the expected card shark; we'd gotten wise to her skills last year. But Dawn's skills took most of my family by surprise. She always had such a serene, content look on her face. Truly, to the casual observer she seemed to be an innocent angel, thoroughly incapable of deception.


Only I knew that her look of serenity was merely Dawn's perfect poker face. She used to get Bert, Gwen, Robin, and even Kim to bite on her bluffs with that face, although my crew had learned to ignore it over the past couple of years. And tonight, she was using it to get my family to practically GIVE her all their money.


An hour later, there were only four of us left at the table: Dad, Adrienne, Dawn, and me. Five minutes after that, Dad nearly had a heart-attack when he laid down his pocket Kings only to find that Dawn had bluffed him with nothing but an empty straight. And his short stack was quickly consumed by the rest of us in the ensuing two hands.


And then there were three, which were quickly whittled down to one. Maybe it wasn't fair. Adrienne certainly didn't think it was fair. After all, love has no place at a poker table. But Dawn and I did it anyways. Mentally nudging each other with winks and other non-verbal communication, we teamed up on my adoptive sister and proceeded to sink her to the ground. The hand after Adrienne went belly up, Dawn went all in with an unsuited two and four. And I became the last man standing.


Adrienne was pissed. That was okay. We all stayed up until 12:01am so that we could open our first presents. And instead of Adrienne spending the night in Brandi's room, Dawn and I invited her into mine so that we could make it up to her.


It was a great Christmas.





-- SUNDAY, DECEMBER 26, 2004, WINTER BREAK --



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 trouper, 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 tired, like really-really tired. The family Christmas had been pretty action-packed this year, and the action hadn't stopped when Dawn and I went to bed. After all, it was only Adrienne's second night here as well.


But Adrienne had left to conk out in Brandi's room sometime around 2am. My bed at home just wasn't big enough for three adults to sleep comfortably. Now, as I turned my head to the side and cracked my eyelids open, the clock on the nightstand told me it was barely past 6am. I'd gotten little more than 4 hours of sleep, and despite the heavenly pleasure of a warm, sisterly blowjob, I wanted nothing more than to return to slumberland.


"Mmph!" a girl squeaked beside me in surprise. The second voice had not come from my crotch, and the voice was instantly familiar as NOT belonging to one of my sisters. Still with my eyes closed, I flipped my head around and gingerly re-opened them. And my vision cleared just in time for me to see Dawn half-sitting up/half-crawling out from under the covers. "What the-?" she stammered as she turned on the bedside table lamp.


"Morning!" Emma cheered from underneath my blanket, smirking as she took in my girlfriend's fully naked body. Her chin glistened in the little bit of illumination the single bulb cast, no doubt from Dawn's pussy juices. And only then did my eyes dart to the right so that I could see the face continuing to bob up and down my morning wood.


"Eden!" I hissed, reaching down to grab her head and pull upwards, but my baby sister resisted and continued making 'nom nom' noises on my erection.


"Holy shit!" Dawn gasped at the realization of who had just been licking her.


"You taste like Ben," Emma chirped. "You guys were doing it last night, huh?"


"Eden!!!" I growled with actual anger in my voice, and this time, she pulled off me with a pout.


"Whaaat?" she whined. "It's not THAT early. We waited all the way until six o'clock!"


Emma giggled. "And it's so kinky that you brought Dawn for this, too."


"For what?" Dawn gasped, still looking quite bewildered. While my girlfriend had played around with both Brandi and Brooke from time-to-time, the twins had never been a part of our sexplay. To wake up with only four hours of sleep and find little Emma tonguing her slit had to be quite the shock for my girlfriend.


Eden furrowed her eyebrows, clicking her eyes back and forth between Dawn and me. Setting her jaw into a deep frown, my sister exclaimed, "You didn't tell her?"


I blinked rapidly. "Tell her what?"


I don't think I'd ever seen Eden become so angry so quickly. Flames shot out of her ears and I seriously thought I could see ripples in the air above her head from heat waves. Her jaw quivered for a few seconds while the fury built within her. And like an exploding volcano, her entire head trembled for a few seconds before she screamed, "YOU FORGOT!!!"


In an instant, I remembered. Today was December 26. Today was the twins' fifteenth birthday.


Oh, SHIT.



Eden immediately threw aside the bedcovers she'd been hiding inside. She dismounted the bed and immediately stomped over to the door. I glanced over at Emma, who just looked up at me sadly with big doe eyes and a disappointed expression. She huddled under the covers for a little longer before sliding backwards and disappearing from view. Immediately after, she slipped off the foot of the bed and stood up, sighing heavily before turning around to join Eden by the door.


"Girls ... It's not that I forgot..." I began, grimacing and searching for the right words. "It's just ... I..."


"You forgot." Eden shook her head, still looking angry, and yet more... hurt ... than anything else. Setting her jaw, she turned and walked out of the room.


Emma looked at me glumly, and then followed after. She started to close to the door silently, but before it shut, Eden ran back and jerked on the handle, slamming the door loud enough to wake the entire house.


Now fully awake, but still in shock, Dawn turned to me with wary eyes and trembling hands. "Ben ... What's going on?"


But I couldn't answer her. I was still rather shell-shocked myself at what had just happened, and I stared at the closed door feeling a rather intense sense of dread. Dawn waited for me expectantly, but all I could mutter in response was, "Ah, hell."





My shock wore off pretty quickly, burned away by a driving sense of urgency. I had to get to the girls and explain before something terrible happened. I remembered my own teenage years, and they were often filled with gross overreactions and boneheaded decision making. And however much the twins looked grown up now, they were just barely fifteen.


Dawn sighed again, waiting for an explanation. "Ben?"


"Gimme a minute," I said hurriedly, sliding out from under the bedsheets and hopping myself into my pajama bottoms. "I'll explain, I promise."


I ran to my bedroom door, yanking it open and then sprinting down the hall. But almost immediately, I skidded to a halt, lest I bowl over the three people standing in the middle of it.


"Good morning, Benjamin," Mom said politely, but there was no mistaking the dead seriousness in her voice.


I panicked, thinking of my disheveled, half-naked appearance. Immediately, I started babbling, "This isn't what it looks like-"


"I know it isn't." Mom held her hand up for me to stop. "I know exactly what day today is. I was up early and I heard when the girls went to your room. Believe me, I would have barged in if I suspected you were going back on the decision we'd agreed upon before."


Shaking my head furiously, I stammered, "We didn't-"


"I know," Mom cut me off again. "Now if you'll excuse me, I think it's time I had a little chat with my daughters."


My eyebrows furrowed. I still felt a great sense of responsibility for what was going on. After all, I was the one breaking a promise to my little sisters. They were severely disappointed in me.


"I can do this," I insisted. "I need to apologize to them. I need to be the one to explain why..." I hesitated for a second. Even though I was sure Mom was fully aware of my carnal activity, it was never comfortable uttering the 'sex' word around a parent. Still, I finished, stating, " ... explain why I won't have sex with them."


"What?" Eden shrieked. "Why not?"


"You won't?" Emma whined at the same time.


"But you promised!" Eden yelled.


Mom's expression turned to confusion, and she glanced down at her daughters before looking back at me. "You didn't tell them? Then why are they so angry?"


"I, uh..." I blushed, now feeling even worse under the disapproving gaze of all three of them. "They're sorta mad because I kinda forgot about this day entirely."


"You forgot?" Mom arched her eyebrow skeptically.


"He forgot!" Eden complained like a tattle-tale before belatedly clapping her hand over her mouth. Perhaps she was still in the mental state where she thought she and Emma were sneaking into my bedroom for sex without Mom's knowledge.


Mom put that notion to rest immediately. "I'm going to lay this all out for you girls. I've known since you were thirteen that you were planning to lose your virginities today. I've always known that you wanted Ben to do it. But I'm telling you now that I never had any intention of letting that happen."


"WHAT?" Eden whined. Emma just pouted.


Mom took a deep breath, then glanced up and down the hall. Her actions made me realize that by now, everyone in the house had surely been awakened by the commotion and was now eavesdropping. So after exhaling, she pointed to the stairs and stated, "Downstairs. We're going to your father's office."


Cowed by Mom's imperious tone, the girls bowed their heads and immediately started shuffling away like a pair of death row prisoners with chains around their ankles walking the green mile. I found that my own head was bowed as I followed after.


"Not you, Ben."


I picked my head up. "But, I need to explain to them."


"No you don't."


"But it was MY decision," I said, anguish in my voice. "I let them down, and I need to tell them why."


"You're their big brother, but I'm their mother. Whatever else you might think, this wasn't your decision. I would never have let you do it anyway."


"But-"


"These are MY daughters. I'll handle this. Go back to your girlfriend."


It was an order, not a request. Mom just shrugged, and then turned to go down the stairs. I stared after her until they were all out of sight, and then I went back to my room.





Dawn got the cliff notes version of what happened exactly two years ago, on the twins' thirteenth birthday. Early blowjob attempts and makeout sessions had ultimately led to a promise to deflower both twins on their fifteenth birthday. At the time, I'd fully intended to keep that promise. After all, I'd given Brooke her first sexual experiences when she was fifteen, and that had turned out... relatively well. At the very least, I didn't want the twins fooling around with dumbass high school boys before they were ready.


But then last Spring Break, I'd changed my mind. I'd come to realize how old I was getting, and that teaching the twins about sex wouldn't be the same as teaching Brooke. For one thing, Brooke and I were only two years apart, whereas the twins were five and half years younger. But more importantly, I was there in High School with Brooke, nearby to continue her sexual education and also to protect her. Three weeks from now, I would be back in Berkeley, and the twins would be loose in High School with all those dumbass boys.


For obvious reasons, I hadn't told the twins of this decision. I'd told Mom and Brandi, and I'd assumed I would have nine months to figure out how to break the news to Eden and Emma themselves.


But a lot had happened in those nine months: I'd broken up with Cadence. Paige's parents disowned her. There was all the Dawn and Ryan drama. And finally Dawn and I had gotten back together. Plus there was everything I'd already gone through THIS semester. Yeah, you'd think I would never have forgotten the virginity pledge, but I had.


Plus, for over a year, I'd thought the twins had both moved on from their sexual pursuit of me. Certainly, there hadn't been any sexual activity with them since the summer I last went to camp. That meant that for sixteen months, the twins and I had done nothing beyond a sibling-level kiss. No makeout sessions. No blowjobs. Nothing other than what normal brothers and sisters did with each other.


Until this morning. I'd assumed the girls had moved on, focusing their sexual attention on boys their own age (and outside of their family). I'd assumed the girls had gotten over their childish infatuation with me, and perhaps recognized that the age gap and time apart were important factors that couldn't be ignored.


But I'd assumed wrong. I had no one to blame but myself. Mom had certainly drilled into my head enough times that to assume was just to make an 'ass' of 'u' and 'me'.


Now I was the ass. And I was going to have to find some way of fixing things...


... without having sex with the twins.





Quietly, Dawn and I got dressed and went downstairs to get some breakfast. It was still early, but neither of us even thought about going back to sleep. Mom had bought a big box of Costco pastries for the week, and coffee was easy to make. I settled down in the family room, waiting for the rest of my family to arrive with the expected avalanche of questions.


Turned out, I was expecting wrong. It wasn't an avalanche that dominated that morning, it was a tsunami. Around the same time last night that Dawn and Adrienne were quaking orgasmically, so were the tectonic plates off the coast of Sumatra. The resulting tidal waves had destroyed coastlines across Indonesia, Thailand, and India. And several hundred thousand people were missing and presumed dead.


It was like 9/11 all over again, with blanket wall-to-wall coverage on all the morning news networks. Mom had family in Southeast Asia, and she was quickly on the phone trying to get a hold of distant relatives.


For some reason, I found myself surprisingly engrossed by the coverage. Perhaps I was just trying to avoid the Eden/Emma matter for a little while. Perhaps I was maturing and becoming more aware of world matters. Certainly, I hadn't paid much attention to 9/11. I had just started my Senior Year of High School at the time, and I was far more worried about my long-distance relationship with Dawn and the beginnings of my "nottogether" relationship with Adrienne.


I wasn't the only one distracted by the Asian Tsunami. Brooke made only one comment of "So you didn't go through with it?" before turning her own attention to the TV. Adrienne seemed quietly proud of me, though she didn't say anything. And even the twins distracted themselves by joining in the family conversation over the "global disaster"...


... to a point.


Eden couldn't contain her anger with me, and after making a call, she announced that she was going out with friends. She made a very deliberate point of hugging everyone goodbye except me. She even hugged Dawn. All I got was glare.


"Just give her some time," Dawn reassured me quietly, after Eden had stormed out and deliberately slammed the door (again). "She'll get over this."


I just pinched my lips and nodded my agreement, hoping she was right.


Curiously, Emma didn't go with her. After all, Eden's group of friends was also Emma's. But then Eden had always been the headstrong one while Emma was more deliberate and thoughtful. Indeed, rather than run off in a fit of pique, my youngest baby sister came up to me, took my hand, and asked, "Can we talk?"


I glanced at my Mom, who had noticed Emma's approach and was watching us intently. And then I returned my attention to Emma and nodded. "Always."





Emma took my hand and led me upstairs to her bedroom. I hesitated just outside the door, but my baby sister smiled at me and said, "Relax. I'm not going to jump you."


I wasn't totally convinced, but I nodded and followed her inside.


For a moment, I looked around the room and marveled at how much it had changed over the years. I still remembered when the twins were in elementary school, sharing a white bunk bed that had been placed against the far wall. It had created extra space in the middle of the room where they could sit and play on the floor. Now, the room seemed almost evenly divided, with a desk and bed on each side. Eden's mostly green bedspread and accessories gave way to Emma's yellows halfway through. Various stuffed animals that I knew to be near and dear to the twins' hearts had been pushed into dark corners in favor of music and movie posters that now adorned the walls.


The rugrats had grown up.


Emma, herself, had certainly sprouted. Even though she was much younger, my baby sister was already as tall as Brooke's 5'7", and would likely surpass Brandi's height before she was done. She still had a gangly teenager's frame, but her hips and bosom were definitely expanding. And when she turned to face me after closing the door, little Emma gave me a smoldering look befitting a mature seductress that belied her earlier pronouncement that she wouldn't jump me.


"Emma, you just said..."


In a flash, the sultry look was gone, replaced by a youthful grin. "Sorry, closing the door to leave the two of us alone just gave me a momentary fantasy." She looked down at her feet, reaching up to brush a lock of her long hair back and over her ear before demurely looking back up at me.


Even though it didn't seem like she was still trying to seduce me, the effect was quite dramatic. One thing I'd noticed as the girls grew up was how beautiful they were becoming. The twins had our mother's almond eyes, just like Brandi, although their irises were a slightly lighter shade that seemed to glow with an inner brightness. Their hair, too, was a noticeable shade lighter, and combined with their stronger cheekbones, they had an exotic beauty that set them apart from their older sisters. They seemed to get all the best physical attributes from our family, from height to curves to lengthy frames, and I knew that my baby sisters would be quite the stunners as they became adults.


If I'd been a horny 15-year-old boy, I'd have been all over Emma. Even now, as a fully-formed 20-year-old who got WAY more than his fair share of sex, I was terribly attracted to the willowy teenager. So I knew with certainty that the twins had been getting a whole lot of male attention. It must have taken some restraint for them to maintain their purity for this long.


I sighed rapturously, realizing that my baby sisters had gone and become young women. I thought about what it must have been like to be in Emma's shoes: basking in all the male attention, boiling in my own hormones, aching for total and complete sexual release ... and then having your long-planned deflowering not happen the way you'd been hoping for. I empathized with the crushing feeling she must have inside, and I held my arms open with an apologetic face. "I'm so sorry, Emma."


A wellspring of emotion popped up behind my sister's eyes. She fought back a sniffle and then rushed over to me. I caught her easily against my chest and hugged her fiercely while she buried her nose against my shoulder and began sobbing.


Nothing was said for a full ten minutes. We just stood there, in the middle of her room for a long time, me holding and her crying. There was still some tension between us, sexual and otherwise. But my hands never roamed beyond her shoulders. She never tried to kiss me. I was just her big brother, and she just my baby sister.


But at long last, Emma's tears dried up and she began to slow her breathing. Deep, deliberate inhalations eventually turned into calm breaths. And with red-rimmed eyes, she tilted her face back to look at me.


"It's okay," Emma said softly, looking straight into my eyes. "I understand."


I blinked quickly, not quite sure how to react.


Emma continued. "Mom explained. I don't like it. I..." she choked up a bit. "I really don't like it. My heart feels crushed into a million pieces right now. But my head understands."


"Emma ... baby..." I took a deep breath. "I never meant to hurt you."


"I know."


"This isn't because I don't... want to ... You know you're really sexy now." I winced, not sure how to explain sexualizing my baby sister. It was somehow still different to me, with Brandi and Brooke being so much closer in age to me.


She smiled at the compliment anyway.


"I just ... I can't. I mean, if I was going to be sticking around. If I was going to be here more than just a couple of weeks then-"


"I know, I know-" she cut me off. "Eden was really mad about this particular reason. She still thinks that one hour would have been enough. But ... I think we both understand that there's more to our virginities than just having sex once. This is a big step. It's something important. It's something special."


I nodded. "There's no going back."


Emma's lips trembled, and I thought she was going to start crying again. "I love you, big brother."


"I love you too, little one."


"I still wish it could be you."


"We both know it can't."


"Why not?" she pouted quietly, and suddenly I felt her hands tightening their grip on me. "Ben ... Please? Just ... right here. I'm ready. I've been ready. I've been waiting for this moment, and now I have you here. Please, big brother. I NEED you."


I closed my eyes and turned my face away. I couldn't look at her, couldn't take the tension. It felt like such a moment of déjà vu, in a way I couldn't explain. A beautiful girl wanted me to sleep with her, wanted it to be the greatest, most perfect moment of her young life. But my conscience knew better.


And then I suddenly remembered. Had it only been a few days ago? Was it really so recent that I let myself ignore my conscience and give in to Chevelle?


And hadn't it been the biggest disappointment?


My own hands tightened around Emma's shoulders, and I firmly but gently pulled her away from me. She whimpered, but only gave me momentary resistance before letting me take her face in my hands and tilt it to look up at me. "I'm sorry. Really, I am."


Her lip trembled, but now she looked resigned to the decision.


I tried to put on a smile. "Look, I know that in a moment like this, you're probably not going to believe what I'm saying. But sometimes you can overhype a moment."


Her eyebrows furrowed in confusion, and she backed away from me.


I let her go, and then asked with a smirk, "Okay, let me put it this way. How long have you and Eden been thinking about today?"


"About today? Well... forever."


I chuckled. "Maybe not forever."


She shrugged. "You promised us when we turned thirteen. So two years, I guess. Feels like forever."


"I know that even though you and Eden backed off me for a while now, even though we haven't really done any, uh ... stuff ... together for more than a year, this day was something that the both of you have been thinking about ever since you were thirteen. That's a lot of time to build something up in your head. That's a LONG time to be formulating a fantasy. You're convinced that this is going to be the BEST. THING. EVER. And the reality is: it would be almost impossible for the real thing to measure up."


"You never know until you try..." she ventured with a faint note of hope.


I shook my head. "This had disappointment written all over it."


"Like I'm not disappointed now?"


I sighed. "I'd rather you be disappointed and nothing happened than to have gone through with it and come out disappointed."


Emma looked away and bit her lip. "Well ... I might've been okay with some disappointment if we still could've-"


"Emma..." I warned, cutting her off.


She sighed wearily. It had become fully clear that nothing she could say would get me to go through with it. And at last, she just took a deep breath and shook her head. "Okay, okay."


"I really am sorry that it came down to this. But I would have regretted it more if we had."


Emma was already done with this conversation. "Okay."


"And I'm sorry about 'forgetting'. It's not that I really forgot. It's just ... I mean ... you and Eden kinda stopped coming after me more than a year ago."


Emma frowned. "It's not that we didn't want to. But you've been away at college and we've been messing around with boys here. Is that it? You thought we'd lost interest?"


I nodded.


"No, never. I mean, we kinda knew you wouldn't let us do any stuff beyond what we'd already been doing. You were never totally comfortable with us. And with the boys at school, we knew we could kinda do whatever we wanted." Emma broke into a smile. "Besides, you were always away at school the whole last year. And the only times you came home, Brandi, Brooke, and Adrienne kinda monopolized you."


I chuckled, thinking of the past few breaks from college. "That they did."


"It's not fair," Emma whined, looking up at me, the color gone from her eyes. "They all got you. Only Eden and I get left behind."


"Sometimes that's life, little one. We're all grown up, and you're still in High School."


"S'not fair," she repeated, pouting even further.


I pulled her into another hug, and this time she was completely limp. There was no more sexual tension left. Patting her back, I stroked her hair like I'd done for my little sisters since they were just babies and sighed. "It's just the way it is."





Eden returned home after lunch with about as much subtlety as she'd left. That is: she slammed the door upon her return, made a point of walking up within a few feet of me, and then deliberately gave me the cold shoulder as she turned 90 degrees to stomp off toward the stairs. Even though a few hours had passed, my little sister was clearly still quite mad with me.


Dawn squeezed my hand to reassure me, and I fought to relax and keep my attention on the TV.


But Mom looked after her baby girl with quite the look of concern. She'd been in the kitchen with Adrienne, teaching the blonde some recipes for quick and easy meals for a girl on the go. With only a short, "Excuse me," Mom quickly left the kitchen and headed after Eden.


That prompted me to get up off the couch as well.


"Ben, let your mom handle this," Dawn soothed, grabbing my hand and arresting my departure.


I shook my head. "I have to talk to her."


Realizing that I wouldn't be able to let this go, my girlfriend sighed and released me. I headed to the stairs myself.


Halfway up, I heard Mom knocking insistently at the twins' bedroom door. "Eden, let me in."


"Go away!" came the plaintive reply.


"You're acting like a child!" Mom scolded. And she was right. Eden may have been 15 now, but her petulant behavior was pretty juvenile. Of course, that was easy for me to say now that I was 20. When I was fifteen and in love, I'd probably acted just as immaturely from time to time.


"Just leave me alone," Eden complained.


"I'm not leaving until you let me talk to you," Mom insisted.


There was a pause, and after a moment, the door unlocked. But just when Mom and I started to relax, Eden burst through and sliced right past us, heading for the bathroom. "I'm taking a shower. We'll talk later."


"Eden!" Mom wheeled around, too late to stop her daughter before the bathroom door shut and locked as well. Soon, we heard the sound of the shower water running.


Mom looked over at me, wide-eyed, with a shocked and pained expression on her face. She looked really upset by what was happening, and I reached over to touch her shoulder. "I'm sorry. This is all my fault."


Still shell-shocked, Mom just stared at the door for a few seconds. It was as if she hadn't heard me, but a moment later, she began shaking her head slowly. "No, it's not. I knew this day would come. If you'd gone ahead and slept with her, that would have been your fault. This ... this is something else..."


I frowned, hearing a rather haunted tone in Mom's voice.


In disbelief, Mom shook her head again, staring at the bathroom door as if her heart had just been ripped out. She closed her eyes and hung her head as her entire body seemed to sag. I bit my lip, now really worried for my mother. In a matter of seconds, she'd become... old ... or something. I didn't get it. Mom was taking Eden's cold shoulder routine rather harder than I thought she would.


But before I could really ruminate on that, Mom took a deep breath and then turned to go back for the stairs. I watched her go, and then looked back myself at the bathroom door.


What the hell do I do now?



Staring at the door, I tried to figure out what I would say to Eden. Already, I knew that apologizing and getting her to understand why I'd decided what I did was going to be much harder than with Emma. The younger twin had always been more laid-back, more flexible. She was more ready to accept what was happening and just deal with things as they came.


Eden, on the other hand, was decisive, stubborn, and steadfast in her own sense of how the world should work. She didn't forgive easily, and I knew she was quite capable of giving me the cold shoulder for the rest of my winter break if she really wanted to. I wondered if I was ever going to get a chance to talk to her.


As it turned out, I needn't have worried. Only a few minutes after she'd gone into the bathroom, the shower stopped. I was still standing there when the door opened, and Eden poked her head out to scan up and down the hall.


"Mom?" she asked neutrally.


"Went back downstairs."


"Uh-huh," Eden nodded. With a towel wrapped around her torso and her clothes bunched up in her left arm, she took me by the hand and nodded. "Let's go."


"Huh?" I wondered aloud, getting pulled off balance as Eden simply began dragging me down the hall.


She didn't answer. She just pulled me all the way to her bedroom and then closed the door.





For the second time that day, I found myself looking around the twins' bedroom. As I took in the neat divide, I wondered why one of them hadn't just taken over Brandi's or my room. They certainly would have had more space. But then the door latch clicked behind me. And as I realized Eden had just locked us in, I turned around in some alarm.


Wearing nothing but a towel, my little sister stood a little nervously by the door. She looked down at her feet, reaching up to brush a lock of her damp hair back and over her ear before demurely looking back up at me.


Immediately, I realized it was the same coy move Emma had given me this morning. But I was still taken aback at how effectively seductive the look was. Despite my firm decision not to do anything sexual with my baby sister, I felt my heart rate speed up, the blood specifically pumping southward to the wrong parts of my anatomy. Eden stood up straight and gave me a clear 'come hither' look, stretching out her shoulders and inviting me to drink in the view.


Her delicate limbs and frame spoke directly to all my naughty fantasies about seizing and powerfucking some poor, unsuspecting girl who didn't realize what was about to hit her. I couldn't help but notice how her growing curves stretched out the towel in very specific places. And then I really couldn't help but let my eyes bug out as Eden flipped open the tuck in her towel between her breasts, allowing the damp white terrycloth to slide down her body and puddle at her ankles.


My baby sister's tight, toned, naked body was a teenage wet dream. She had a golden tan and a rich glow from the shower. Her dark hair was damp and slicked back against her scalp. Her breasts were healthy mounds, full B-cups. And I couldn't help but feel a twitch in my groin when I saw her bare-shaven pussy.


I gulped involuntarily, but quickly reasserted mental control over my libido. Turning my head, I stared pointedly at an empty corner of the room and ordered, "Eden, put some clothes on."


"Bennn..." Eden whined plaintively.


"Now," I stated coldly, struggling to keep my voice even.


"Look at me. Just look at me."


"No."


"I'm a woman now."


"You're fifteen."


"That's not what I mean." Eden took a deep breath. I heard her pinching her lips, gathering herself to say what was coming next. And in a shaky voice, she repeated, "I'm a woman."


It took me a few seconds to realize what she was getting at. At first, I thought Eden was just trying to emphasize that she wasn't a little girl anymore. She wanted to tell me that she had grown up, and had the breasts and hips and hormones of a developed, fertile, potentially reproductive female of the human race.


But then everything clicked for me. The shell-shocked expression on Mom's face when Eden had raced past her in the hallway. Eden's abrupt departure this morning without Emma and return only a few hours later. And lastly, her hasty shower.


My jaw dropped, my eyes opened wide, and in abject horror I turned to look at my baby sister's naked body. She saw the realization on my face, and gave me a knowing smile that was years more mature than her actual time spent on this Earth.


"Ohmigawd..." I gasped. I'd known Eden was impulsive, but THIS?


Eden nodded as she recognized my realization. With a little smile, she slowly approached me. "I'm a woman now. Don't you see? The whole virginity thing doesn't matter anymore. So there's nothing stopping us. I want you, Ben. I want you sooo bad." And with that, she closed the distance between us.


"Eden-" I mumbled, still in shock. But before I could say anything else, she grabbed my head and planted a fierce kiss on my lips. My eyes jerked even wider as I felt her warm, still slightly damp naked body mold itself against mine. And I felt her leg rise up as she began to rub herself over the rough crotch of my jeans.


But I snapped out of my shock quickly. "Mm- NO!" I grunted as I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her away.


"Ben, please!" Eden whimpered and tried to kiss me again.


"No! No!" I half-shouted, unable to control my voice as I continued to hold her at bay.


Eden fought me, batting my arms away with her hands for a few seconds before simply stretching her arms to the sides so that I unintentionally put my palms right against her naked breasts. She grinned with the minor victory as I jerked my hands away from her perky tits like I'd just touched hot lava.


"Eden, NO."


Finally, she let me back away. She planted her hands on her hips, cocking her head and daring me to stare at her body.


I averted my eyes again and stammered, "When? Just now?"


She sighed, folding her arms across her chest. "It ... it doesn't matter. Does it?"


"Eden..." I warned.


"Fine, yes. I've been holding out on my boyfriend for months. So we did it like an hour ago. That's why I had to take a shower."


"What, and you thought I'd want sloppy seconds?"


"It's not like that. You think I wanted Albert to be my first? I wanted YOU. But Mom ... and you ... made it abundantly clear that you wouldn't take our virginities."


"Eden, it wasn't JUST about virginities. I can't have sex with you, PERIOD. Don't you understand that?"


"Why NOT?"


My mind raced through all the reasons I'd discussed with Emma, and what Mom had certainly discussed with both twins. About overhyping things and about how I wouldn't be there to support and guide them through the rest of their High School years. But I already knew Eden wasn't going to listen to reason right now. She was in full-on stubborn mode. She knew what she wanted and she was determined to get her way.


"No. I can't. I won't. Not like this."


"It's just sex."


"NO! It's NOT just sex. This is a BIG DEAL."


"My virginity was a 'big deal'. But that's history. That's out of the way."


I shook my head. "You're my baby sister."


"So? You had sex with Brooke when she was fifteen. AND you even took her virginity. It's not fair!"


"Don't even whine about this. If you're trying to convince me you're all mature, then whining like a little kid about 'fairness' isn't going to help. The thing with Brooke was a completely different situation."


"But I'm horny. And I want you!"


I shook my head again. "It's not that simple."


"Why not? Come on. I've been dreaming about this for YEARS."


"I thought you just tried to tell me this isn't a big deal?"


"You don't even have to do anything. Just lay there and let me hop on. Please?"


"Ohmigawd!" I gaped. "Do you even hear yourself?"


"What?"


I took a deep breath, several of them in fact. I closed my eyes and clenched my jaw, willing myself to calm down. And after shaking my head slowly, I finally opened my eyes and gave Eden a very measured look. "You're my baby sister. I'm your big brother. And our relationship is about MORE than this."


Her jaw quivered, and it looked like I was starting to get her to listen.


"Think about this. You don't like guys treating you like a sex object, do you? Well neither do I. 'Just lay there and let me hop on?' Is that all I am to you? A piece of meat?"


"I didn't mean it like that."


"Eden ... we can't do this."


"Of course we can," she pouted. "Please ... I want this. I NEED this. It's like a craving that just won't go away!"


I closed my eyes, and for the second time today I was taken back to Chevelle's desperate pleas. The memory only strengthened my resolve. "It's not happening."


"Come on ... I want YOU. Tell me you don't want me, too."


"I don't want you," I stated immediately, still with my eyes closed.


She paused for a moment, not expecting to hear such blunt conviction in my voice. She posed again, pulling her shoulders back to thrust out her bosom, and cocking one hip to the side. "Look at me and tell me that."


Shaking my head in disbelief, I nevertheless brought my eyes up to stare directly at my baby sister. "I don't want you," I repeated dully.


She frowned, clearly confused. "No ... Of course you do. Of course you do. You just didn't want to deflower us ... because ... because you're our brother ... I mean, this isn't fair! Fuck! I KNOW you took Brooke's virginity!"


"Not like this, Eden," I stated wearily. "And certainly not after ... after..." I grimaced, thinking about my baby sister giving it up to her boyfriend only an hour ago. The thought did NOT get me aroused, and in fact just made me want to track Albert down and beat the living shit out of him.


"But ... but..."


"Oh, fer crying out loud. Here!" I felt moisture in my eyes, and impulsively I unzipped my own jeans and jerked them down to my knees. I raised my shirt up out of the way and showed Eden my completely lifeless penis, as shriveled up and seeming as small as an 8-year-old boy's. "No, Eden! I didn't want this. I DEFINITELY didn't want this!"


She just stared at my junk in shock. All sense of seduction was gone from my sister. Instead, her jaw quivered and she looked ready to cry. Her entire sense of the world seemed to be crumbling around her, and I couldn't imagine what was going through her head.


But I couldn't comfort her. Not right now. I now understood the absolutely gutted expression Mom had shown in the hallway, because I felt exactly the same way.


What had happened to my baby sister? Where had her innocence gone?


Still in this state of shock, I pulled up my pants and walked past her, going straight for the door. I tried valiantly not to cry, and quickly I was out in the hallway and going down the stairs. Eden didn't try to follow.


Dawn caught me as I was going out the front door. "Ben? You okay? What happened?"


"I'm going for a walk," I mumbled, not even turning around to look at her.


"I'll come with you."


"NO," I barked, more harshly than I intended. Dawn flinched and retracted the hand that had been about to touch me. I closed my eyes, squeezing out a few droplets while taking a deep breath. And when I opened them again, I stated evenly, "I want to be alone for a little bit."


"Please ... Let me come with you..."


The anger I felt over Eden's loss of virginity suddenly roiled up in my core. Wheeling on my girlfriend, my eyes breathed flames as I stared her down. But despite my wrath, I did my best to keep it in check as I gritted my teeth, biting out deliberately, "I. Want. To. Be. Alone."


This time, Dawn took me at my word. She nodded and backed away.


And I left.





There was a park close by to our house. Actually, there were a LOT of parks nearby; it was something our community was known for. But this particular park was in a little out-of-the-way corner of the neighborhood, surrounded by houses and lacking any sort of playground that would normally attract a bevy of kids.


There was, however, a covered landing with a wood pergola for shade, a barbecue stand, and two tables physically chained down to the concrete. The surfaces of the tables were dotted with little burn marks from teenagers with cigarettes, but it was otherwise mostly clean. Those tables were my destination. And upon arrival, I sat down with my thumbs over my eyelids, trying to scrub away the vision of Eden losing her virginity to some acne-ridden dweeb.


I didn't have much time alone. I was still rubbing my eyes when I felt the bench seat sway beneath me as someone else sat down to my right. Confused, I cracked open an eye and sighed in mixed relief and annoyance to see Adrienne beside me.


"I told Dawn I wanted to be alone."


"I'm not Dawn."


"I still want to be alone."


"Not happening."


My residual anger was still there, and I clenched my teeth, commanding, "Leave me alone."


Adrienne shook her head. "You can give those ultimatums to girlfriends. Theoretically, if they don't do what you want, you can dump them. I'm not your girlfriend anymore. I'm your sister, which means you're stuck with me no matter what."


I rolled my eyes, "Adrienne..."


"I'm here, Tiger. Talk to me."


She wasn't budging, and I suddenly didn't have the energy to fight her anymore. Turning to face forward, I dropped my elbows onto my knees and my chin into my palms. "What's going on back home?"


"Mom and Emma both went upstairs to talk to Eden after you left. Brooke, Dawn, and I were wondering what was going on. I decided to come after you."


I shook my head and stood up. "For what? To pester me when I just wanted to be alone with my thoughts for a while?"


She stood up with me. "Why? So you can beat yourself up over something that isn't your fault?"


"And how do you know it isn't my fault? Do you even know what happened?"


She gave me an honest expression. "No, I don't actually. I think I can guess, but why don't you just tell me?"


I looked at Adrienne skeptically. She just folded her arms over her chest and gave me a matching look, not backing down one bit. We had a tense standoff for about three seconds, but then my resolve broke and I sighed. "It's ... Eden, obviously."


"Obviously."


"She didn't take my refusal to sleep with her that well. I guess she'd been bound and determined to lose her virginity today, so when I wouldn't do it, she went and got her boyfriend to."


Adrienne winced. "How'd it go?"


I frowned. "You think I stopped to ask?"


"Sorry." She shrugged. "Then what?"


"Well, I went up to talk to her. She basically stripped down and tried to mount me. I walked out."


There was the faintest smile that immediately spread across Adrienne's lips. Although she'd become quite comfortable with the idea of me having sex with Brandi and Brooke, and even accepted my initial playing around with the twins, her own sexual abuse at the hands of her brother were always at the forefront of Adrienne's mind. For me to walk away from Eden must have pleased her.


Adrienne let my words simmer for a minute. The break seemed to calm me, as if the simple act of saying out loud what had happened with Eden let the stress and anger evaporate away a bit. And then without a word, she reached forward and took my hand into hers.


A minute later we were out on the sidewalk. We came to an intersection and thinking I should return home, I made to turn to the right. But Adrienne squeezed my hand and tugged me left, indicating with a head nod that she wanted to go in that direction.


"Being a teenage girl is a funny thing," Adrienne began once we crossed the street. "I can't expect you to understand, given that you've never been one. But it's a riot of conflicting emotions, conflicting expectations, and murderous social pressures."


I bit my lip to keep myself quiet. She obviously had something to say, and I was going to let her say it.


"We're expected to be pure and virginal. Boys get applauded by their peers when they have sex. You guys keep score, and the most points wins. Ask any dad, really. If their son comes home and admits he's no longer a virgin, that dad's first impulse is to buy him a beer. But a girl? Tell that same dad that his daughter had sex, and he's liable to lock her in her room for a month."


"A boy can't come home pregnant."


"A boy can still come home having impregnated a girl. Yeah, maybe he can walk away, but it can still ruin his life."


Not for the first time, I wondered what Allie Sanders was doing. I took a deep breath and tried to read where Adrienne was going. "This isn't about limiting Eden and Emma from having sex. I always knew they'd become sexually active when they turned fifteen; it was a wonder they managed to wait this long. I'm not their dad, and I don't want to lock the twins up in their room for a month."


Adrienne smiled at me enigmatically. "I didn't say you did."


"Then what's your point?"


"I don't have a point. I'm trying to figure out why you're reacting the way you are."


I frowned, not quite following.


Adrienne continued. "A boy sleeps with three girls and he's a hero. A girl sleeps with two guys and she's a slut. I'm not asking for fairness. We both know it isn't fair."


"Come on. You know I don't think of a girl as being a slut just for having sex."


Adrienne squeezed my hand and looked over at me. "I know you pride yourself on being open-minded about this. You certainly didn't judge me. But let's be honest, here. How many girls outside of 'The Family' have you banged since you and Dawn got together."


I shrugged. "Uh, I'm not sure." Viktoriya, Kim, Nora-


"I don't need you to count them up, Tiger," Adrienne chuckled. "But how many men has Dawn had in the same time?"


I shrugged. "Zero. But that's different. Dawn has repeatedly told me that she's not interested in-"


"Oh, I know, I know," Adrienne interrupted me. "Believe me, I of all people can understand the appeal of wanting varied pussy but not being all that needy for different cock."


I smiled at that thought.


"But let's make it simple: What if Dawn DID want to sleep with another guy? How would that make you feel?"


I scowled before even realizing it. Memory of the 'almost' swap with Tito and Chevelle popped into mind. But I quickly fought it off. Adrienne was right: I had to be fair. Maybe I wouldn't like it, but I had to grant that someday, Dawn might very well want to have sex with another man. "I'd ... deal," I said finally.


"Okay..." Adrienne said slowly. I could see the wheels turning in her head. Abruptly, she stopped walking and tugged on my hand to get me to stop as well. "How does it make you feel to think of Eden sleeping with her boyfriend?"


This time my scowl set into my jaw. The vision that had finally exited my brain came rushing back. And no amount of rationalization was going to pacify my anger.


"Why is it that you can accept, however grudgingly, the idea of your girlfriend having sex with some other man, but you can't stand the thought of your little sister having sex with her own boyfriend?"


"Of course I can," I stated defensively.


"Can you?"


I shrugged, tugging my hand out of Adrienne's grasp. "Of course. I never had a problem with Brooke and Kenta or Andrew or whoever else. Brandi had Matt and other boyfriends."


"Then why not Eden?"


"Eden's only 15!"


"What, and that's too young? Brooke and DJ were only fifteen when you first slept with them."


"Eden's barely fifteen."


Adrienne shook her head. "That's not the problem, and you know it. You just told me two minutes ago that you weren't the twins' dad. You said you always knew they'd become sexually active."


"But not like this. Not on a spite-fueled impulse. Maybe Eden would have slept with her boyfriend eventually. But she shouldn't have done it this way, angrily storming out of the house this morning and doing it just to have done it."


Adrienne shrugged. "Sometimes we girls are impulsive. Maybe losing her virginity under these circumstances was a mistake. Eden's a teenager; she's allowed to make mistakes. You and I were pretty fucked up teenagers, weren't we? And we've survived."


"We didn't have big brothers or sisters around to guide us in these choices. Brandi was already in college by the time I started really fucking things up."


"So are you."


"Not today. I was here. But instead of helping Eden NOT make the mistake, I fucking caused the mistake."


"Is that why you're so upset?"


"Yeah..." I said, latching onto the idea. But even though I'd just said it was the source, I knew it was a lie. Yeah, not coming through for Eden as a big brother made me feel bad for letting her down, but it wasn't the biggest reason for my current mood.


Adrienne recognized my hesitation. "Are you sure?"


Frustrated, I turned away from her. There was a pressure against my brain, not enough to make it hurt but enough to make my head ache. I closed my eyes and grimaced at the sensation. But then I felt the soothing touch of Adrienne's hands across my shoulders, massaging me ... relaxing me...


"Let it out..." she stated softly.


I knew the answer to her question, or at least my subconscious did. I was aware that I knew exactly why I was so upset, even though the reason itself wasn't at the forefront of my brain. The fact was: I didn't want to face it. I didn't want to accept the truth. So I kept blocking it out.


"Let it out..." she repeated.


I opened my eyes, staring straight ahead at nothing. But something in my vision clicked a memory, and perfectly happy to go along with any distracting tangent right now, I followed it. The picture in front of me came into focus, and I realized just where Adrienne and I had stopped on the sidewalk.


"This is your old house," I muttered.


Adrienne's hands stopped moving. I heard her inhale deeply behind me, holding it in before exhaling very slowly. I reached my hand up to cover hers, and slowly turned while continuing to hold her hand. And we stood there in silence for a long minute.


"They re-painted the front door," Adrienne finally said. "And that satellite dish is new."


I nodded. The house had been sold to a young family after Adrienne's father died. It wasn't that I'd gone out of my way to avoid this house, but with Adrienne no longer living here, there just wasn't any reason to walk by. Today was my first time standing in front of it in years.


It was perhaps the same for Adrienne. She stared blankly at the architectural assemblage of wood, steel, and glass, not really seeing it. I was sure her eyes were peering back into her past, to her deceased family and everything that had happened to them.


I couldn't imagine what was going through Adrienne's mind. But knowing that whatever she was facing was certainly worse than my own fears, I forced myself to address exactly why I was so upset right now. I felt guilty about it, even more so because of where I was standing and who I was standing with. But I had to face the truth.


"I'm sorry," I began, apologizing.


"For what?" she asked quietly.


I tilted my head and pinched my lips together. "For ... for being evil, I guess."


Adrienne turned away from the house, frowning at me. "You're not evil, Tiger." She gestured forward. "Adam... that's evil."


I blinked slowly, wincing as Adrienne had pinpointed my worst fear exactly on the head. "Maybe I'm not so different from him," I said quietly, my tongue thick.


"How can you say that?"


"Because I know why I'm so upset about Eden," I said, sighing heavily. "It's not that she had sex with someone else. She's a 15-year-old girl, living her life. Like you said, if she were a boy, I wouldn't have a problem with her age or with her having sex. We knew she'd be sexually active by now, and Mom even put her on the pill in preparation for this. And she's no slut. She just had sex the one time, with her boyfriend."


"Then why?"


I closed my eyes. "I'm upset because ... it wasn't me. I'm upset ... because ... even though I said I wouldn't deflower her ... even though I turned her away when she came to my room this morning ... I ... I sorta still felt like her virginity belonged ... to me."


Adrienne squeezed my hand.


"It's like ... she told me two years ago she would wait for me. That made me feel like I ... like it was MY right to deflower her. Even though I-" I stopped, unable to continue.


Adrienne just continued squeezing my hand.


I grimaced. "I'm her big brother. I have NO right to something like that. That's what makes me evil."


Adrienne took a deep breath, then turned and held my face in her hands. I blinked away tears that I hadn't realized were forming. And my jaw quivered along with the rest of my body as I trembled in abject shame.


"You're not evil, Ben," Adrienne said very deliberately, staring right into my eyes. She moved her head to hold my gaze when I tried to avoid hers, and she continued to peer straight back into my very soul. "You're not evil. You're a guy, you're protective, and yeah, your little sister promised you years ago that her virginity would be yours. But you didn't take it."


"I could have ... I wanted to ... I took Brooke's."


"Brooke was a completely different situation. She gave you hers of her own free will, and you were there to support her in the aftermath." Adrienne squeezed my cheeks a little tighter. "Look at me. Look at me."


Whimpering, I focused on her big hazel eyes.


"You're not evil," Adrienne repeated. "You recognized that the time and situation wasn't right for you and the twins. You recognized that, and you resisted your impulses. You did the right thing. You are the exact opposite of Adam, don't you see? And I'm proud of you."


My eyebrows furrowed. I not-so-secretly resented that I hadn't gotten Eden's cherry and Adrienne was proud of me?


"You're you. You're a sexual creature. And I've seen the hormonal impulses that drive you. I was there for the past four years. But it's not what you think that matters. It's your actions that define you. And today ... you did good."


"Then why don't I feel good?" I managed to blubber.


"Well ... like I said: you're YOU. Big Ben is used to getting laid, and I think you've gone completely without today."


Oh, right.


"But no worries," Adrienne beamed at me. "It's my last night here before I have to fly off. You let me take care of the rest."





[ding-dong]



"Pizza's here!" Brooke enthused.


"I'll get it," Adrienne called, raising my arm up from around her shoulders and getting up from the couch.


"Ooh, my spot," Brooke cheered as she dismounted the wing chair and came to take Adrienne's place. Snuggling up against my left side, she reached up and pulled my arm down and around her waist.


"Only until the food is on the table," Dawn warned from my right side. "Or are you not planning to eat?"


"I'll eat Brooke's share," Emma offered from the loveseat.


"That's fine. People already know you as the 'fat' twin," Eden laughed from right next to her. Emma immediately turned around and slapped her sister's shoulder.


"Hey, you're talking over the movie!" I complained.


"Aww ... is big brother getting all bent out of shape over a chick flick?" Brooke teased. The movie in question was Brooke's DVD copy of Love, Actually.


Using my left arm, I simply lowered my hand and started tickling her. "I haven't seen it before!"


Brooke squealed with laughter, and then turned around to try and start tickling me back. That made me jump and jerk enough so that Dawn couldn't continue reclining against me, and soon it became a 2-on-1 tickle fight that Brooke was destined to lose.


My little sister was just about to ask the twins for help when Adrienne returned with two big boxes. "That's funny. The guy left before I could give him a tip."


Dawn took a break to glance back at the busty blonde. "That's because your boobs have mind-wiping powers." My girlfriend then tilted her head to the side, miming a slack-jawed, eyes bugged-out face. She added a dumbstruck "Duhhh..." and very nearly drooled.


The twins cracked up over that one, and a recovered Brooke reached for the remote to pause the movie while we started digging into the pizza.


"Ohmigawd this is good," Dawn sighed after her first bite.


"Told ya," Adrienne grinned.


"Better than even Blondie's?" I asked.


"Mmm-hmm..." Dawn swooned. "What's the name of this place again?"


"It's a secret..." I shushed with a mysterious look on my face.


"The name is on the box," Brooke cracked.


"Mom and Dad are gonna wish they weren't going out tonight," Emma sighed, relishing her own bite.


"You kidding?" Eden giggled. "Dad's taking her to Orange Hill."


Emma shrugged. "Orange Hill is overrated anyways."


"Is it?" Mom suddenly asked from somewhere behind us. Everyone except me shut up and immediately turned around. I shut up, but I was scrambling for the remote to pause the movie before I missed anything else.


Emma shrugged again. "Food is food. That place is expensive."


"It's a nice atmosphere and a great view," Dad said defensively. "More importantly, there aren't any kids around to annoy us."


Eden blew a raspberry at Dad.


"My point exactly," he deadpanned.


"Have a great time," Adrienne offered politely.


"Stay out of trouble," Mom advised, with a glint of something in her eye.


Adrienne shared a meaningful look with Dawn, then returned to Mom and nodded.


After saying goodbye, our parents gathered their things and departed. We kids returned to our pizza. But I held off from re-starting the movie just yet.


"What was that about?" I asked Dawn.


"What?"


"That look you and Adrienne gave each other. What's going on?"


"Oh ... nothing..." The twinkle in Dawn's eyes belied her words, but I didn't press her. The explanation already seemed complicated and I really wanted to finish the movie. I un-paused it, and returned to my food.


But not everyone else joined me. Eden put her plate down and said, "Adrienne ... Thanks for getting this all worked out."


Adrienne frowned, and then quickly swallowed her bite before covering her mouth and replying, "Getting what worked out?"


"Getting Mom and Dad out of the house. I ... I sorta thought Mom would end up grounding me for a month while hovering outside my door just to stand guard. I was beginning to think she'd never leave me alone."


Adrienne shook her head. "It's nothing, really. Mom will be fine. She just needed to step away from the situation and get her head cleared. Dad taking her out to a nice dinner will help."


"That's not the only reason you got them out," Brooke muttered under her breath with a little smile.


"Shh!" Adrienne shot a look over to my little sister, but couldn't help smiling as well.


"What?" Brooke replied innocently, but with a knowing smirk.


Adrienne rolled her eyes. "Way to blow any suspense."


"Wait, what?" My interest was now piqued and I re-paused the movie.


"Later, later," Adrienne said while waving the girls off. She then popped another bite into her mouth.


"What's going on?" I asked, turning on Dawn.


Dawn giggled and averted her eyes. I didn't need any special connection to know that something was going on.


Adrienne glanced over to Brooke and sighed. "You did that on purpose, just to get us started, didn't you?"


"Of course she did," Emma drawled.


Brooke just blushed bright pink.


"WHAT is going on?" I asked in exasperation, upon realizing that I was the only one not in on things.


Adrienne sighed. "Fine. Finish your pizza and then lets go upstairs."





The directive to go upstairs was apparently for the girls, because they let me stay downstairs to finish the movie.


Let me clarify that: all five girls headed upstairs, with Adrienne and Dawn expressly ordering me to STAY downstairs and finish the movie.


Now, I was into the movie. I hadn't expected to enjoy the chick flick as much as I was, but it was pretty funny. I liked that English guy's situation in Wisconsin. And the porn couple stand-ins were really cute together.


Unfortunately, I didn't get to finish the movie. Things were just coming to a head as characters from a wide variety of threads somehow ended up at this grade school Christmas play when the first girl returned, and I suddenly wasn't able to focus on the TV anymore.


"Hi, big brother," Emma commented dryly as she sidled up to the screen, leaning over to rest one hand on top of it while cocking her hip out to the side. The motion in and of itself was quite sultry, clearly designed to attract male attention and flaunt the curves on her developing 15-year-old body.


"Oh, hell." Instantly, I felt like I was back in the twins' bedroom, desperately forcing myself not to gawk at Eden's naked body fresh from the shower. But Emma wasn't actually naked. She stood next to the TV wearing relatively modest lingerie, all things considered. Her top was a slinky pale yellow camisole without a bra, thin enough for her hard nipples to dent the material but solid enough to fully cover her. Her bottoms were matching yellow boyshorts, far more demure than a thong or some other trashy lingerie. But the mere fact that she was dressed so in the family room, not to mention the way she was posing herself, made it clear that sex was at the forefront of my baby sister's mind.


"You like the view better on this side?" Eden chimed in as she arrived on the other side of the TV, mirroring Emma as she rested one hand atop it and cocked her hip as well. Eden's pastel green ensemble was more revealing than her twin's, with a bare tummy bordered by a lace push-up bra above and bikini-cut panties below. Her hair hung loosely, giving her a more wild look than Emma's ponytailed innocence.


"Girls..." I began gingerly, trying to stare at the TV screen between them so as to avoid looking at either of their scantily-clad bodies. "We've talked about this."


Brooke's musical laugh grabbed my attention from off to the left. "We haven't talked about this."


I turned my head to see my 18-year-old sister approaching from the stairs. Whereas her younger sisters were dressed sensually, but modestly, Brooke had gone completely sheer so that she may as well have been naked. Her pink babydoll nightie was made of such a fine material that it was completely transparent, showing off her C-cup tits completely absent any other bra-covering. Her panties, likewise, looked more like a few pink strings that merely surrounded her bare-shaven pussy without covering it. Only closer inspection would later prove there was a sheer panel of fabric connecting them together.


"Oh, shit," I gaped as the implications sunk in. Yeah, I'd been pretty distracted by the movie, but that's no excuse. I certainly should have seen this coming. But I hadn't, and I was still in shock when Brooke simply vaulted into my lap, wrapping one arm around my neck and tugging my face down into her cleavage, the thin fabric separating my nose from actually making any skin-to-skin contact.


"Hey, don't make him blow his top too fast," Dawn drawled. "More to the point: move over. Being the girlfriend should give me some precedence."


Frowning, Brooke moved aside, which gave me an unobstructed view of Dawn's approach. I felt my heartbeat quickening as I saw that my girlfriend wore an oversized coat that completely covered her body, even dragging on the floor to obscure her feet, with her arms crossed over her chest to hold the thick garment closed. Building the suspense, Dawn stopped just a few feet in front of me, paused for a few extra seconds just for the extra torture, and finally opened the heavy coat and let it drop to the ground with a flourish.


Only twenty years old, in peak physical condition, and I damn near had a heart-attack. Still, there are worse ways to go.


So far, the girls had dressed in ways that were provocative, but still in keeping with my own assessment of their personalities. Emma's outfit was cute and sexy, but age-appropriate and girlish. Eden's was a little more edgy, but nothing too vulgar. Brooke's getup was more obvious and inviting. And I'd already begun to imagine what Dawn's ensemble would be.


She was my angel. She was my princess. She was beauty and grace personified. Pure white, perhaps? Pink was unlikely, given that Brooke already wore that color, but perhaps a pastel blue? I imagined a lace brassiere along with matching garter and stockings.


But I'd been wrong. Dead wrong. That's why I nearly had a heart attack. My Dawn, my Angelic Miss Perfect, had shocked the hell out of me. It started with her fur panties ... that's right, I said fur. Cherry red, the fuzzy material was about the same dimensions as an ordinary Victoria's Secret staple, albeit with a short-cropped layer of fuzz all over. And then there was her bra, or rather, the lack thereof.


Not that Dawn was completely topless. Blunt nudity wouldn't have been titillating enough. Instead, Dawn wore a set of furry suspenders – green with white trim – that looped over each shoulder and clipped to her red panties. Each suspender was only about an inch wide, and had been carefully positioned to cover each nipple. But the woeful lack of any additional fabric left both horizontal hemispheres of each D-cup breast bare to my view.


Dawn's legs went on forever, and finished in four-inch heeled furry boots, decked in red and green with white cuffs to continue the Christmas color scheme. Lastly, she perched a red and white Santa's cap on her pretty head with sunny blonde ringlets of hair cascading around her shoulders. And with a cheery, "Merry Christmas, babe," my girlfriend thrust her bosom out while planting her hands on her hips.


"Breathe, Ben," Brooke reminded me quietly.


My dick had started to twitch involuntarily when Emma showed up. It had gotten harder with Eden's arrival, although I'd quickly started forcing myself to deflate. The blood had reversed course to return to my prick when Brooke jumped into my lap. And now that Dawn posed in front of me, I found that I had become as rock hard as ever in my life.


My skin temperature had risen ten degrees. My mouth watered. I found my legs tensing to bring myself off the couch so that I could simply grab my girlfriend, throw her to the floor, and have my way with her. I was so completely turned on, and Adrienne hadn't even come down yet.


I'd missed this process the past summer, having not attended the family trip to Morris Camp for the first time in memory. That initial parade of beautiful young teenage girls showing off their new bikinis had been a highlight of each summer, topped off with Adrienne's X-cross and DJ's Wicked Weasel last year. With one more girl to go, I wondered just what the hell Adrienne had up her sleeve (or lack of sleeves) to top Dawn's costume.


"Hi, Tiger."


I turned my head and burst out laughing. My mind flashed back more than two years, to the last time I'd seen Adrienne in her High School cheerleading uniform, and I realized that some things hadn't changed a bit.


"You like?" the golden blonde goddess asked with a megawatt smile, holding up her pom-poms and posing the same way as she'd done a thousand times on the football field.


"Wow..." I breathed while nodding. "It's like déjà vu all over again."


Indeed, Adrienne's uniform fit her just as perfectly as it had when she was 18. As an early-developer, she'd more or less fully matured by that age. If anything, the constant exercise and careful diet of a full-time supermodel had her body in even better shape than as a teenager. And she'd even added the sparkly face-glitter and tied school-colored ribbons into her ponytailed hair.


"This part is new." Adrienne smirked and raised the front of her pleated skirt, showing off her naked, shaven pussy absent the thin bloomers that the cheerleaders normally would wear.


My grin just got even bigger. "So how does this work? Are we going to play some version of hide and seek where I get to chase after you all and have my way with you?"


"In that case, I won't be hiding," Eden drawled.


Emma laughed and slapped her sister's shoulder.


Adrienne shook her head. "Nuh-uh. You remember that time I invited you to stay with us in Big Bear three years ago?"


My eyebrows furrowed as I sifted back through my memory. "Three years ... that condo with Candy and the others?"


Brooke dropped a dining table chair onto the floor three feet away from me. And Dawn dangled a black blindfold right in front of my eyes.


My heartbeat slowed down to a crawl and my shoulders sagged immediately in utter dejection. "Ah, hell."





"Can you move?" Dawn asked quietly from somewhere to my left, the blindfold preventing me from seeing her.


I wriggled my arms, testing the bonds holding my wrists together behind the chair back. I stretched my knees to the sides, feeling how firmly my ankles were similarly attached to the chair legs. I took a deep breath and sighed, shaking my head. Rather mournfully, I said, "No."


I was fully naked, and right then I felt the hot breath of a girl exhaling across my exposed prick. But rather than excite me, I felt the tenseness of nerves tightening my spine. "Adrienne..." I asked cautiously. "I know the twins are still here. We talked about this ... They're my little sisters."


"Trust me," Adrienne stated from somewhere behind me.


"Adrienne," I warned. Her little 'trust me's had backfired almost as many times as they'd gone right over the past couple of years.


"Trust me," Dawn urged steadily from my left.


With Adrienne behind me, and Dawn to my left, I knew it was a younger sister kneeling between my legs right now. I knew that blowjobs were something the twins and I had already done before, when they were younger even. I knew that if they were around tonight, they would be doing at least that much to me.


Still, for now at least, I desperately hoped it was Brooke exhaling across my dick.


But I didn't know.


"Ungh!" I groaned as there wasn't any more time for wondering as a warm mouth surrounded my semi-hard prick. With soft lip pressure, she lightly massaged my glans while slowly retracting backward as if to stretch out my erection and leave only hardness behind. Opening her mouth, she pressed forward to surround my base again. And just as slowly as the first time, she pulled back, sucking all the way.


"Relax," Dawn cooed into my ear, turning my head to hers before sealing my lips with a kiss. We had many different kinds of volcanic kisses. This one was a Hawaiian eruption, the slow but constant effusion of energy that seemed like it would go on forever. Its steady power and passion did much to slow down the rapid beating of my heart, even as the nimble mouth around my prick did its best to stimulate me. And through my true love's gentle touch I began to find a nice equilibrium of sexual excitement without excessive worry.


Then the mouth in my nether regions pulled away, quickly followed by a new one. This new mouth was more eager, humming and sucking and licking aggressively. I felt my heart rate spiking again, wondering, 'Is this one of the twins?' But Dawn continued to slowly kiss me, stroking the back of my neck soothingly, keeping me grounded.


Two more mouths surrounded my prick, one with lustful abandon and the final one with a more sedate calm. All the while, Dawn remained kissing me, and my dick was experienced enough to realize I'd been in four completely different mouths, and not two or three of them trying different techniques.


All four of the others had just put my cock inside their mouths. No matter what order they'd come in, Eden and Emma had both just given me blowjobs. The ice had been broken.


Dawn finally left me to take her turn. I felt my face being pulled against a pair of firm breasts to my right, the sheer fabric against my cheeks telling me it was Brooke and her transparent nightie holding my head. I panted softly as my girlfriend lavished oral adoration upon me, using her hands to caress my balls and trace the sensitive nerves lining my prick. I imagined her in that scandalous Christmas outfit, wishing my hands were free to part those ridiculous suspenders and palm her tits while she continued blowing me. And I groaned as Brooke tilted my head back so that she could give me her own passionately fierce kiss.


The sucking mouth left me as Dawn pulled back. My wet rod waved in the air for a few seconds. But only those few seconds after, two thighs rubbed the outsides of mine as a girl straddled the chair, took my dick in hand, and guided me into an ultra-tight pussy.


"Oh, shit," I grunted, pulling my mouth away from Brooke's. I tensed up again, still caught in the limbo of not knowing exactly who was fucking me. With Brooke to my right, that left the percentages 50-50 that I had been mounted by a 15-year-old twin, percentages that went even higher when I realized that I didn't feel Adrienne's cheerleading skirt between us.


"Just relax," Dawn soothed from my left.


"Ohmigawd," I groaned, my eyebrows shooting upward. Brooke to my right. Dawn to my left. The lack of Adrienne's cheerleading skirt. Three down, only two left.


Involuntarily, my hips surged upwards as far as they could go, driving my cock deeper into the ultra-tight pussy. Instantly, I sagged away in shame. This isn't happening. This isn't happening.


But you want it to happen.



No!



Admit it. You WANT the twins. You said it yourself, only hours ago. The twins belong you YOU. They promised their virginities to you. And now you're getting them.



It isn't right.



Fuck 'right'. It's happening. It's not your fault. Adrienne set up this scheme, and it's already happening. Just take it. Take it and enjoy it.



Ungh, no!



"Something's wrong," Emma blurted quietly, her voice not distant, but certainly not only a few inches in front of me. One twin down. That meant it was Eden on me.


Or was it? Surely Adrienne could have removed the skirt before mounting me. Yeah, the pussy was extra tight, but Adrienne had been off and modeling for months without getting regularly laid.


You fucked Adrienne last night. Did she feel this tight? Stop lying to yourself.



"Just relax..." Dawn soothed into my ear.


I'm panicking. Of course Adrienne could feel this tight.



"Tiger, calm down," Adrienne urged from my right.


OH, SHIT!



Told ya.



"Trust me," Adrienne repeated.


FUCK TRUSTING! EVERY SINGLE FUCKING TIME I TRUSTED YOU I FOUND MYSELF IN DEEPER SHIT THAN-



"It's me, Ben," Brooke hummed from two inches in front of me. She clenched her pussy muscles around my prick and rubbed her cheek against mine before kissing me softly. "It's me. Just relax."


Like air rushing out of an untied balloon, I felt the panic inside me flowing away. Someone removed the blindfold, and I blinked several times against the sudden brightness before focusing in on my younger sister's face, just not the younger sister I'd been worried about.


Fully naked, Brooke stopped humping me and just steadied herself in my lap. She leaned forward, rubbing her breasts against my chest before kissing me. And as I calmed down, I turned to look around.


Dawn stood beside me to my left, with Emma next to her watching in rapt attention. Adrienne was to my right. And as I craned my head around, I saw that Eden had shed her bra and put Brooke's pink babydoll on, carrying out the deception of which little sister had been rubbing my face in her cleavage.


"Why?" I asked, my tongue feeling thick.


"We had to know how you really felt about the twins," Adrienne stated.


"Hadn't I made myself clear?" I asked, feeling the anger rising up inside me. Of all the freakin times Adrienne had asked me to trust her...


"This isn't Adrienne's fault. I had to know how you really felt," Eden spoke up, circling around to come into view in front of me. "I really thought you wanted us. I was so sure of it. I knew that your conscience would get in the way if you saw that it was me from the beginning. You already showed me you'd run away in that situation. But if it wasn't in your control? If ... well ... if it was already too late? If you were already inside me?"


"He certainly jumped when he first thought it might be one of you," Brooke stated softly.


"Of course I want you, but more of me doesn't," I said wearily. "It's not right. And to have had your first time with me like this would've ... well ... you guys remember Ana Ramirez."


"Annnd there goes that..." Brooke sighed and stood up, letting my completely limp prick plop out of her always tight pussy. I was as un-aroused as ever, despite all the nubile flesh around me.


Eden stared at my limpness, and then pouted briefly. "Are we that disgusting to you? Not only are we not arousing, we're the exact opposite of arousing?"


"Hey ... it's not that," I sighed. "You both are beautiful young women."


"I hear a 'but' coming..." Emma sighed.


I winced. "But you're my baby sisters. I just can't think of you girls like that."


Eden sighed, nodding. She seemed accepting, but still rejected nonetheless. Turning, she went over and took hold of Emma's hand. "C'mon. I don't think we can ever really be a part of these parties."


Brooke called, "Hey, wait..."


Eden just waved her hand dismissively, and the twins ascended the stairs. When they were gone, Brooke, Adrienne, and Dawn all looked at me.


"I'm sorry," I said.


"I understand," Adrienne reassured me, and for once I wasn't even staring at her body.


Dawn exhaled slowly and looked at the other blonde. "Man, it's your last night here and the things end on such a downer."


"I knew this might happen ... would probably happen," Adrienne rationalized.


Dawn sighed. "I thought Ben would balk at the idea of having sex with the twins. Honestly, I wasn't sure how much I wanted to play around with them myself. But I thought we'd get past it and go on to the games, just with a few ground rules about contact. Those stories you told me about the things you guys did in High School were really, really arousing."


"Those days are long gone," I explained.


"Hmph," Dawn pouted, looking seriously put out. "I feel like I missed out on wild-anything-goes Ben. Things certainly seemed more fun in the days when you let your dick do the thinking."


"Seriously?" I couldn't help but chuckle, thinking of all the trouble I'd gotten into in those days.


"I was really looking forward to the five-on-one orgy!"


"I'm sorry," I apologized.


"Say 'sorry' to ME," Brooke whined. "I got all worked up and I'm left here high and dry."


I grimaced and began to apologize, but before I could, Dawn interrupted. "Hey, hey, the night's not over yet," she explained.


Adrienne raised both eyebrows and Brooke arched a single one.


Dawn smiled and picked up the remote. "You were at the school play scene, right? We can finish watching from wherever you left off, and by the time the movie ends, I promise you'll feel in a better mood."


With that, Dawn slid her suspenders off, finally exposing her tits in all their nakedness while she knelt in front of me, taking my still slick cock in between her fingers.


Adrienne picked up on the vibe, shucking her cheerleading top to expose her own naked bosom, grabbing my head again and pushing my cheeks into her F-cup cleavage.


And Brooke grinned, flopping onto the couch next to us. The wet digits of her right had were already stirring her honeypot.


"Um..." I began, tugging at my bonds with all four limbs. "Can somebody untie me?"


Dawn hit 'Play' and then dropped the remote onto the floor. "Nope," she stated coolly, and then ducked her head to slurp my cock into her mouth.





-- MONDAY, DECEMBER 27, 2004, WINTER BREAK --



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 trouper, 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 tired, like really-really-really tired. Dawn, Adrienne, and Brooke had collectively worn me out the past three nights, none more so than just last night. I was rock hard by the time the movie ended, and in an exceptionally good mood by the multitude of happy endings. And then the three hot babes took turns attempting to wear my pencil down to the nub.


There had been a particularly exciting little adventure when Mom and Dad came home. All four of us were naked in the family room, having completely lost track of time. Quick-thinking Adrienne had merely killed the lights while Dad's car was still in the garage, and she urged everyone to just shut up in the darkness. But Dawn was having a hard time keeping herself quiet with my dick flexing inside her pussy and Adrienne had to bite her lip since impish Brooke refused to stop fingering her adoptive sister's clit.


Of course, all four of us shut the hell up and listened hard when parental erotic moans wafted in from the hallway. Mom and Dad were making out pretty heavily when Dad suggested he take her right then and there on the floor. Mom worried that 'the kids' were still awake and might walk in on them, though Dad assured her we were all in our rooms by now.


Ultimately, Mom's sense of control won out and the 'rents went up to their own bedroom to continue. And after recovering our bated breath from the close call, we all assembled in Brandi's old room to resume our own activities.


Unfortunately, that was my final round. The girls may have considered me superhuman, but even I had my limits. Dawn took me back to my bedroom after slurping my latest creampie out of Adrienne's twat, and she delicately put me to sleep before returning to the other two girls in Brandi's bedroom.


Dawn never returned to me last night. When my mystery blowjob artist woke me, I first noticed her dark hair and then checked the bed beside me to recognize that I'd been alone. And in my current state of exhaustion, I was rather too tired to care. I was sure Dawn was safe and sound somewhere in this house, perhaps even cuddling with Adrienne on the blonde's final morning with us.


Absentmindedly, I slid my fingers into my sister's hair. She hummed and continued bobbing on me, showing considerable skill in modulating her pressure so that her grip was neither too tight nor too loose. I sighed in rapturous pleasure as my conscious mind slowly awoke. And as my brain booted up, so did the automatic process of wondering exactly who was giving me such agreeable fellatio. Brandi? Not here. Brooke? Probably. Eden or Emma... ? Well, quite possibly.


Remarkably, I found that I didn't mind the possibility that a twin was giving me a blowjob. Part of me was just too bone-tired to care, perhaps. But when I really thought about it, the concept of a baby sister giving me a blowjob wasn't much of a concern anymore. It wasn't like the girls were novices. I knew for a fact that they both had two years of practice under their belts. And it wasn't like WE had never done this before. Heck, I'd even given the twins lessons.


All of my earlier trepidation this weekend had stemmed from the girls' desires to lose their virginities. Eden had actually succeeded, albeit not with me. But that matter had been resolved this weekend, for better or worse. The twins both knew without a doubt that I absolutely would NOT have intercourse with them ... not now at least ... And removing any ambiguity about that particular decision seemed to also have removed the worry from my mind.


Yeah, one of the twins might be giving me a blowjob at this very moment, but at least we both knew that things wouldn't be going any further.


Still, I wanted to confirm the identity of my fellatrix. Taking a deep breath, I cracked my eyes open and raised my head to take a look. Sensing my movement, the girl also raised her head, rolling her eyes up to look at me. And Eden (of course) smiled a toothless grin around my cock.


"Morning, little one."


She popped her head off. "You must be really tired. I was doing this for five minutes before you even woke up."


I grimaced. "Been a long weekend."


"Figured. Who is this I taste? I know it's not Brooke."


I chuckled. "Uh, all three of them are mingled in there somewhere. But I think Adrienne was last."


Eden nodded with a smile. "She's yummy." And then my little sister dropped her head back down, resuming her oral attentions.


I laid my head back down as well, closing my eyes to simply enjoy the blissful feelings coursing throughout my body. My arms and legs felt like they were full of lead. Even though there were no ropes or handkerchiefs or anything, I still felt like I was tied down to the mattress.


Not that I would have moved away. This felt too good to interrupt. So I lay there, just accepting whatever Eden wanted to give me. She'd gotten better since the last time I actually let her do this. One would expect that with a couple of years of practice. Then again, I didn't really want to think about that part. It was reassuring to know that my baby sister was a somewhat matured, sexually experienced young woman in the sense that it negated any trepidation I might have had about messing around with someone so young. But at the same time, I didn't want to ponder exactly where or with whom Eden had picked up her new tricks.


That was the point, wasn't it? Brooke had learned with me; Eden hadn't. The twins had lived their own lives, going through High School with Brooke's guidance to some degree, but I was not a part of their teenage development. We could mess around ... a little ... but this was our limit. In a couple of weeks I'd return to school, leaving the little ones behind.


And it wasn't like Eden was that little anymore. If you'd told me a few years ago that one of the twins looked sexy, I'd have punched your teeth out. But Eden was now a sultry little vixen, taller and curvier than quite a few "adults" I knew. Her heart shaped face was the definition of youthful beauty, and it looked even more alluring with my mushroom head denting her cheek from the inside.


Her skill showed off her experience. She flexed her wrist as she squeezed and pumped my shaft. I felt the teasing touch of her tongue as it danced around my cockhead. And just as I approached the boiling point, I felt the tickle of her fingertips beneath my balls while she sucked powerfully, hoovering out my cumload.


"Oh, Eden!" I warned, gritting my teeth. "Hrk!"


She relaxed her neck, accepting the involuntary thrust off the bed as my hips bucked. Again, she'd relaxed her throat and accepted the lunge, even holding me inside her throat as the first jet left my body and spurted straight into her belly. I fell back to the bed, and she sealed her lips around me so as not to lose a drop as I pumped out several more shots that sprayed against her tonsils.


Eden swallowed everything and then sat back on her heels, quite proud of herself. "Mmm, protein..." she sighed, and I had that sense of déjà vu once again. "You think Mom will let me skip breakfast if I tell her I already got all the nutrients I need this morning?"


I rolled my eyes. "You learned that one from Brooke, didn't you?"


Eden just grinned. Then she sat up, brushing her hair back from her head. I saw now that she was wearing the pastel green version of the same camisole Emma had been wearing last night, the fabric opaque but thin enough to show the twin dents of her hard nipples.


She noticed the angle of my gaze and reached up to tweak the buds from the outside. "Yeah, I'm all revved up. Will you return the favor big brother?"


I hesitated, raising both eyebrows, so Eden quickly added, "No farther. I promise."


Relaxing, I nodded and lay my head back, gesturing her toward my face. "Climb aboard."


Eden gleefully got up to her knees and stripped her panties, quickly bending down to give me a soulful kiss that was full of tongue and all the longing she had for me. I felt a strange rush coursing through my veins, both sexual and protective. Kissing Brandi always just felt naughty, with pure lust spiced up by the illicitness of our actions. Kissing Brooke had always been a mix of devoted love and affection. Kissing Eden now was ... confusing, feeling even naughtier than kissing Brandi in a way that was actually a little scary.


But before things got awkward, Eden picked her head up and quickly straddled my face. And staring down at me between her own tits, with her pussy hovering just an inch above my lips, she hummed, "Take me to heaven, big brother."





The clock showed that it still wasn't 7am. The whole house was asleep, and both of us were naked and cuddling post-orgasm. Though my cock had been sated by the morning blowjob, it recognized it was pressed up against perky asscheeks and was slowly engorging once again. But I kept a lid on my arousal and just enjoyed the feeling of spooning behind a beautiful girl.


Eden, on the other hand, wasn't feeling quite so blissful. "I'm sorry," she said quietly, turning her face into the pillow.


Her words caught me by surprise, and I picked my head up before planting an ear on my open palm. "Sorry? For what?"


"For ... Albert," she said slowly, her voice cracking. "For not ... for not waiting for you."


"Eed ... We've been over this. You don't need to wait for me. This is YOUR life."


She shook her head, briefly burying her face into the pillow so much that I couldn't hear her first words. " ... stupid thing to do," she finished as she came back up for air. "It was horrible. He didn't have a clue what he was doing."


"It happens. Next time maybe he'll have learned something. Maybe you can teach him," I said, not believing I was giving my baby sister advice about how to have sex with someone else.


"It's just ... I'm always going to remember that my first time was with him."


"Is that such a bad thing? He IS your boyfriend, right?"


"Right."


"How long have you been together?"


"Eight months."


"That's like an eternity in High School. It's not like you put out on the first date or something," I reasoned.


"Maybe ... It's not like remembering forever that my first time was with you."


Back to this. "Eed-"


"I know, I know..." she sighed. She glanced back at me for a moment. "I just realized you're calling me 'Eed', not some pet name like 'little one' or 'kiddo'."


I smiled. "Emma calls you that all the time. Just felt natural."


"Like I'm a grownup, not just your baby sister?"


"Well, I don't know about that."


Eden chuckled and then turned away from me again. At the same time, she shuffled herself backward, pressing her back against my chest so that we could spoon a little tighter. She sighed mournfully and her voice went quiet again. "I just ... I feel like I made a mistake."


"Losing your virginity?"


She nodded.


"It ... it happens, I guess. I've heard a lot of stories of peoples' first times."


"How did you lose yours?"


I immediately thought of Keira, and from her to baby Colin. Sighing with nostalgia, I took a deep breath and collected myself before saying, "That kind of stuff is private."


"C'mon. I'm family."


"Not talking about it."


"Was it Dawn?"


"Not commenting one way or another, period."


Eden sighed, settling down. It was so easy for her to go off on a tangent, but she came back to her original topic. "I know Albert's going to want to do it again."


"Do you?" I asked carefully.


"I don't know. I feel like I have to now that we've crossed this line. I'm not sure we can ever go back."


"Well, you can't unring a bell," I stated. "But that doesn't mean you have to do anything you're not comfortable with. If you're not ready to do it again, you're not ready. Tell him so. If he's a halfway decent guy, he'll understand and he'll wait."


"I hope so. But then ... I dunno. This is just High School. Why bother? For all I know, after Albert and I graduate, we'll never see each other again. What's the point?"


"The point is to learn and grow and experience whatever you want. These are great years. I certainly remember them fondly."


"But how connected are you to them anymore? I remember some of your best friends from back in the day, I haven't heard much about them since, though. Doesn't everyone say that people just forget about their High School friends and just move on with their lives?"


I winced, thinking about how I had drifted away from a lot of people. "Adrienne's still around, isn't she?" I hedged.


"That's different. You hang out with anybody else?"


"Maybe not so much," I sighed. "But think about it this way: Your High School friends are people you've grown up with for the last ten, fifteen years. I've been at college for only 2. Yeah, there's been some drift, but no matter how far apart you may drift, there's a TON of history behind those relationships. You never really forget the important people from your past. Maybe Albert will be one of them."


"Really?"


I nodded. "Really-really. In fact..." I stopped and smiled as I imagined my old crew. "I'm about to see MY High School friends again real soon."


Chapter 7: Old Friends


-- TUESDAY, DECEMBER 28, 2004, WINTER BREAK --



Daniel and Elaine were getting married.


Yeah, Daniel Chen and Elaine Fukuhara were still in college, only halfway through their careers at UCLA. Yeah, 20 was pretty young to be getting married, but with these two, age didn't matter. They were soulmates. They had been each other's one and only since they were fourteen, and their friendship dated back to being 2-year-olds in the same Montessori pre-school class. The day we'd all graduated from High School, Kenny Doyle had cracked that the pair should send us all their wedding invites in a few weeks. Well, more than a few weeks had passed, but absolutely no one was surprised that they were the first of our friends to be getting hitched.


The Wednesday date was a little strange for a wedding, but it was practical on many levels. First, the midweek date in the middle of everyone's winter break from college ensured that we'd all be able to attend. Second, financially well-off but fiscally conservative Daniel got the really swanky Tustin Ranch Golf Club for a really good price. And third, getting married before the end of the calendar year meant that he and Elaine could do their taxes as "Married Filing Jointly", saving even more.


Romantic, right?


For Daniel and Elaine, it was perfect. Elaine wasn't the most girly of girls who needed some elaborate "June at the Plaza" kind of wedding. Even in December, SoCal weather was pleasant enough. And the important thing was that all of their best friends were able to attend.


But first, the Bachelor Party.


Kenny Doyle wanted a wild Vegas weekend. But most of us were only 20 and besides, that wouldn't have been Daniel's style. Instead, we guys were being rounded up by a stretch Towncar limo and taken off to a day filled with golf, sushi, and yes, a strip club. Our only rule was that Daniel had to be home by midnight in order to get plenty of sleep for tomorrow's nuptials.


Tee time was at 10am, letting all the hardcore golfers go ahead of us early in the morning while we amateurs screwed around the course. The limo came by to fetch me at 9am, and Dawn escorted me to the door to wish me goodbye.


"Dude, you suck."


I frowned, arching an eyebrow at my one-time best friend. "Uh, nice to see you too, Kenny."


Kenny Doyle wasn't looking at me. He was staring to my left, gawking at my girlfriend. "Dude, you fucking, fucking suck."


My frown deepened, and Dawn looked at me with a nervous expression.


"Wow, she's real." Sung Joon nodded with an impressed expression, standing next to Kenny.


"Guys, this is Ben. Are we really surprised?" Daniel laughed.


"Megan, Cassidy, Adrienne, and now her? Fuck you, man," Kenny shook his head and walked away, heading back to the limo.


Sung cracked up. "Don't mind Kenny. He's in a bit of a funk. His last girlfriend dumped him just before finals." Schooling his face, Sung stuck out his hand and bowed his head politely. "You must be Dawn. I'm Sung. Very pleased to meet you."


Recovering quickly, Dawn blushed and shook Sung's hand. "You too." She then shook hands with Daniel and said, "Bring my boyfriend back in one piece, will you?"


"Don't worry about me," I cut in, wrapping an arm around Daniel's shoulders. "Pray for this guy. When we get through with him tonight, he's going to be wishing Kenny had dragged him off to Vegas."


Everyone chuckled at that, and I broke away to peck Dawn's cheek. I fought the urge to ramp up the PDA – just to make the guys extra jealous – and she waved us goodbye.


Back at the limo, I shook hands with Tony Lai, Daniel's best man. We still had one more pickup: Shin Murata, Daniel's other friend from UCLA. And then the six of us guys would be off to Tustin Ranch.


Kenny was staring out the window. "The mythical Dawn..." he sighed.


"Not so mythical," Daniel pointed out.


"I hate you," Kenny drawled.


"No you don't," I commented, elbowing him in the arm.


"Sure I do," Kenny spat, and then turned to me with a grin, smacking my arm back. We all got a good laugh, except Tony who looked at us in bewilderment.


Daniel recognized his friend's face and commented, "Sorry. Old story. Ben here has something of a reputation as quite the ladies man."


Sung chuckled. "Just watch: wherever we go tonight, somehow the hottest girl in the room is going to be all over him."


I rolled my eyes. "Clearly, I've got a girlfriend," I stated, jerking my thumb back toward the house.


"Like that ever stopped you before," Kenny laughed.


"Yeah, well, it's a good thing you're here," Daniel reached over and clapped my back. "The last thing I need tonight is temptation."


"Temptation?" Kenny leveled Daniel with a look. "Clearly, you've never been to Bliss."


"I'm 20," Daniel pointed out. "Of course I've never been, or to any strip club for that matter."


"Well, that all changes tonight. It's a Bachelor Party. How could it be complete without strippers?"


Daniel shook his head. "How the hell are you getting us in again?"


Kenny just grinned. "Worry about your golf game."





Golf is much more fun when you aren't keeping score. Golf is even more fun when you've got six guys just screwing around AND who have beers with them. Daniel was in the first group with his two UCLA buds while Kenny, Sung, and I hung back in the second group, occasionally "encouraging" the first group with the errant ball launched in their direction. One time, Sung even hit Daniel's golf cart.


There was also a classic moment when Shin fired a shot back, bouncing close enough to Kenny that my friend feigned being hit and he collapsed to the ground.


I clapped my hands to my cheeks and squawked, "Ohmigawd! You killed Kenny!"


Sung chimed in, "You bastards!"


We settled down a bit when a course marshal told Kenny to shut things down, but it was still a pretty good time.


Sushi was at a new kaiten place in Irvine that hadn't been there when I left. Those colored plates are supposed to tell you how expensive your meal is getting, but it quickly turned into a competition to see who could stack their plates the highest. Given the total cost we were racking up, and how fast we were emptying their conveyor belts, restaurant management overlooked our somewhat boorish behavior. Sung won, although since his wallet took the biggest hit, I'm sure he considered it a Pyrrhic victory.


And then came Bliss.


I started getting nervous as the limo approached the front door. It was a classy place, with a high-end reputation and a complete lack of neon lighting. Word out was that the staff was a mix of full-time professionals and early-twenties girls drawn mostly from the nearby community college. Nevertheless, there was no mistaking the exterior signage with the words "Nude Girls" underneath the club's name. And no matter what sexual experience I'd had in my life, it was still MY first time at a strip club.


A doorman actually came out to open the limo door as we rolled to a stop. He waved us inside and Kenny took the lead as we approached the counter, staffed by a bored-looking young woman with dyed-black hair who wore elaborate tattoos, a deep-cut push-up bra, and way too much eyeshadow. She didn't say a word, just looking at us expectantly.


"Is Heidi around?" Kenny asked. "She's expecting us."


The girl raised her eyebrows then swiveled around her stool, still not saying a word. She went to the back of the room and opened a door, poking her head out for a minute.


Kenny openly gawked at the girl's ass, neatly outlined by her black miniskirt, but then stood up straight when she turned around. "Over there," she pointed. "Heidi'll be out in a minute."


The six of us stood aside in silence, and I felt more and more nervous the longer we waited. Two new patrons entered, pulling out their wallets and sliding driver's licenses and twenty dollar bills across the counter without saying a word. Tattoo girl checked the licenses and took the money just as silently, then handed both men printed receipts and waved them to the far doors.


The lobby was way too quiet. Thumping music from behind the far doors filtered in, but the absolute lack of conversation was unnerving. All the other guys seemed as uneasy as me, even Kenny, which was really worrying. But then a side door opened and a beautiful, bombshell curly blonde stepped out wearing a strikingly sexy ensemble of bedroom lingerie.


"Kenny! Hey, you made it." She made a beeline for our friend and opened her arms, chastely hugging him without actually bringing their chests together, lest some of her makeup and body glitter rub off on his shirt. She did peck his cheek, though.


"Hey, Heidi. Good to see you again," Kenny exclaimed with relief.


"It's been too long." She nodded and stepped back.


Sung leaned into my ear, whispering, "How the hell does Kenny know her?"


I shrugged, as clueless as my friend.


Heidi then turned to survey us. "And which one of you is the groom-to-be?"


Tony actually pushed Daniel forward with a stiff hand to his lower back, and Daniel shot his best man a harsh look before blushing pink, visible even in the dim lighting. "That's me."


Heidi laughed. "Oh, hell. We're going to have to get a few cocktails in you, young man. Loosen you up a bit."


I smirked at the 'young man' comment. Heidi looked the same age as us, if not younger. At the same time, though, her eyes carried a weighty maturity that spoke of a lot more life experience than what most of us had gone through.


"Well, come on then," Heidi finished by waving us toward the far doors. "Just follow me."





I thought I knew what to expect. Even though I'd never been in a strip club, I'd watched plenty of movies over the years. Catwalk, poles, dim lights, and wolf- whistling guys with beer bellies, right? Well all of those things were in place, and more. A beautiful, skinny girl with dyed-blonde hair obvious over dark eyebrows bumped and gyrated on the main stage. Her fake tits were near-perfect spheres on her chest, but still large and quite pleasing to the eye. There were two additional dancers on mini-stages elsewhere around the room, both topless as well. That mean there were six bare breasts available for view, and Sung seemed to be getting whiplash next to me as he tried to look at all of them at once. That didn't even count the scantily-clad waitresses scurrying about.


But even though the image of the strip club was pretty much what I'd been expecting, the feeling of the place was just ... weird. And my sense of unease only got worse as we took our table, sat down, and began to take in the entertainment.


It's not like I wasn't used to being around a lot of scantily-clad young women. Between the parties Dayna and Brandi had thrown in the Berkeley house and my experiences with the Tri-Delts, I'd certainly been in similar atmospheres before.


But this was different. This felt ... unreal, and I didn't trust it. For one thing, I never questioned things when a girl in Berkeley would flirt with me. There were no ulterior motives, no hidden agendas. Perhaps she knew about the Big Ben reputation and just wanted a ride. Perhaps she was flirting just for the sheer fun of it. Either way, the flirting just felt honest.


But this strip club? Every girl who came by subtly asked if I wanted a lap dance (for only $20). Every girl who paid me a compliment not-so-secretly also wanted ME to pay HER in some fashion. Despite supposedly being an establishment built around sex, none of the interactions actually felt like they were about sex; they were about money.


Money, we had. We all came from fairly well-to-do families, and we'd all stacked up on twenty dollar bills. And once the word spread that we were a bachelor party in attendance on an otherwise quiet Tuesday night, we found ourselves with an abundance of female company.


But despite the money spent ... it still felt a little cheap.


The girls hanging around my friends and me weren't here because they enjoyed our company. They weren't here for our scintillating conversation. They weren't even here for my Big Ben reputation. They wanted money. And as I sat there, staring at the very attractive young women giving me quite delightful glimpses of their nubile bodies, I found myself wishing I was back in Berkeley: joking with the Tri-Delts, lounging around the house with my roommates, or even just at home watching a chick flick with my sisters.


Time after time, a beautiful young woman came by to chat with me. Not wanting to spoil the mood, I politely engaged in conversation. But I made it clear that I wasn't interested in anything more. After all, why would I pay for a lap dance from one of these girls when I could have a half-dozen fully naked babes like Dawn, DJ, and Kim writhing in my lap. More to the point, those girls in Berkeley would let me put my hands on them (and my cock into their pussies) at the same time.


But apparently I was the only one turning down such offers. All five of the other guys got lapdances, Sung, Tony, and Shin even disappearing for ten minutes or so into a back room for the more private versions. Thong-covered pussies were ground against jeans-covered hard-ons. Bare breasts were rubbed up against warm cheeks. And honey-tongued innuendoes were whispered into excited ears.


"What's your story?" a silky-smooth voice practically purred into my ear.


I turned my head, looking into some of the brightest blue eyes I'd ever seen. Even in the dim lighting of the club, those irises sparkled with a self-illumination that was almost catlike in its eeriness. And as I pulled my focus backward, I took in the prominent cheekbones, pale skin, and flowing red mane of an absolutely stunning young woman.


She was beautiful enough to catch me off guard, but after steadying my breath, I arched an eyebrow and asked, "What do you mean?"


Wearing a slinky black cocktail dress with a matte finish that highlighted the pale skin of her exposed limbs, the redhead slipped into my lap and wrapped her right arm around my neck. She was not the first girl to do so tonight, and I was sure she wouldn't be the last. "I mean you. I've been watching you."


"That meant to make me feel special?"


She pouted, hurt. "I'm not just delivering a line here."


Instantly, my face softened. "Sorry, that came out harsher than I meant." An hour's worth of fending off would-be suitors had worn down my polite veneer.


"Why is that? Aren't you having a good time? Your friends certainly are."


I glanced around at my buddies. Kenny had been the latest of us to disappear to some back room. Two of the others were currently engaged with other girls. Only Tony and Shin were currently alone, but Shin was flirting with Sung's current 'date' while Tony was eyeing my redhead quite enviously. "I'm enjoying myself, certainly," I said.


"But not as much as you could be." Her hand came up and traced along my cheek.


I smiled and leaned into her touch, which was quite pleasant.


She beamed and shifted position, bringing her torso up to face me a little more directly. The motion also pushed her cleavage together, spectacular Double-D's that wanted to burst out of the confines of her cocktail dress. My eyes dropped to them automatically, and she caught my gaze.


"Would you like a closer look?" she purred.


"Of course," I replied before immediately adding, "But no thank you."


"And why not? A matter of a few dollars?" Without waiting, she turned and looked across the table. "Anyone want to buy your friend here a dance?" she asked loud enough to be heard over the music.


Still staring at us, Tony immediately raised a twenty.


Shin chimed in, "Yeah! Homeboy here is harshing my mellow!"


I shook my head and stated, "No, thank you."


Sung laughed, "C'mon, Ben! Just do it!"


"I'll take it if he doesn't want it," Tony stated breathlessly.


I gestured the redhead over. She already had an interested customer. But in a sweet voice, she apologized to Tony, "Maybe a little later, honey." And then she returned her attention to me.


I shrugged and suggested, "I'll buy HIM one." And then I started digging into my pocket, not easy with a hundred-something pounds of woman sitting on your thighs.


"Maybe later," she repeated, arching an eyebrow at me quizzically. She held the look for a long while, scrutinizing me carefully. I felt those glowing eyes peering back into my soul, searching for something without any luck. And with a sigh, she frowned. "I meant what I said before: I've been watching you. I'm trying to figure you out."


I cracked a smile. "Not much to figure out. This just isn't my scene."


"Married?"


I grinned. "No."


"Gay?"


I chuckled. "No."


"Hopelessly in love."


I shrugged. "Sure, actually."


"And you don't want to betray your soulmate?"


I snorted. "Uh, not exactly. She'd probably invite you home for a threesome."


Redhead's eyebrows popped at that. "Hmm ... Tempting."


I laughed. "But not tonight. We've got a big day tomorrow."


She turned around once again. "Ah, right. Heidi told me one of your friends is getting married."


I nodded and gestured to Daniel, who currently had a busty brunette shoving her tits into his face while grinding herself down on his crotch. "The lucky groom," I pointed out.


"At least he is getting into the idea of things."


Briefly, I let my eyes yo-yo back down to the redhead's bosom as the idea of motorboating myself amongst that lush titflesh entered my head. But I smirked and brought my gaze back up.


She caught the look again. "Clearly, you want to. But just as clearly, you're not going to. It's not the money, and you say it's not your girlfriend."


I shrugged. "I'm an enigma."


"That you are," she hummed, with more than a hint of interest. There was a sly smile crossing her face, and whether intentionally or not, I'd certainly captured this beautiful woman's attention.


Standing up then, the redhead reached out to my hands and started tugging. "Come on," she stated, telling me more than asking.


I resisted her pull and furrowed my eyebrow. "I'm sorry, but I have to decline."


She shook her head and then leaned down to whisper into my ear. "I'll make it a freebie. No charge."


"It's not about the money," I whispered right back. "I just ... don't need this."


She looked at me again, her eyes shimmering even brighter. And then with a silly grin, she leaned in one more time and whispered, "I just want to talk to you a little more privately. I won't make a move on you. I promise."


I arched an eyebrow and looked at her in surprise.


She smiled mysteriously and said, "C'mon. It'll get your friends off your back about not indulging yourself."


I glanced over; Daniel, Shin, Sung, and Tony were all watching us intently. I sighed: she had a point.


Shrugging, I nodded and let her pull me up. Without another word, she turned while still holding my hand and led me away,





The redhead pulled back a thick velvet curtain and led me into a small room. At table height was essentially a flat, cushioned mattress that ran from corner to corner. With a smile, she pushed me against it and kept pushing until I was flat on my back.


Reaching down, she began unbuttoning my dress shirt, which caused me to raise my hands to her wrists. She didn't flinch when I stopped her. In a low voice, she stated, "Just go with it. My boss wouldn't be happy if he caught me slacking around back here."


I felt a little misled, but figuring I wasn't in any real danger, I let her remove my shirt. She left my undershirt in place as she started to rub my chest. But she quickly released me to hop up onto the makeshift 'bed', straddling my lower body and reaching back to begin unzipping her cocktail dress.


"You promised," I said quietly, while at the same time my eyes went wide as the black material tugged downward, exposing inch after inch of creamy Double-D titflesh. The redhead truly had spectacular breasts, capped with perky pink nipples that were just begging for a suckling.


"There are closed-circuit cameras above us. I have to make it look good," she stated.


I shook my head and then reached up, taking hold of her torso where her dress still covered her skin, gently pushing her away as I sat up. "No. I told you I didn't want this."


"Don't tell me you're afraid of a pair of boobs."


I rolled my eyes. "Hardly."


"Then what is it?"


I gestured around to the little cubicle we were in. "I don't do this."


"With girls you've never met before?"


I chuckled, thinking about my rather sordid past. "Not a problem, actually."


"Okay..." she whistled speculatively. "Then ... you got something against lapdances?"


I shook my head. "I love lapdances. As warm-ups. As foreplay. But you don't know me. I'd have a pretty hard time stopping if you really got me going."


"Tough talk."


I smiled confidently. And in a deadly serious voice, I stated, "It's not just talk."


The redhead's eyes sparkled. The sexual fire had actually increased, and she was looking at me as if for the first time. "You really mean that, don't you?"


Keeping my head up, I nodded slowly.


"So what ... You'd rape me against my will?" There was a breathlessness to her voice.


I frowned. "No, no, of course not. I just don't see the point in doing all this warm-up and teasing without getting down to the main event. Like I tried to tell you outside: this isn't my thing. If I wanted a lapdance from a ridiculously hot babe, I could get one anytime I wanted without all this."


"Your aforementioned girlfriend."


I smiled predatorily as I got off the "bed" and stood up beside her. Leaning in, I put my lips right to her ear. And in a deep voice, with quiet confidence I stated, "And many others."


That got another eyebrow raise. "You really mean that," she said quietly, watching my face intently.


I nodded. "I do."


"So if there weren't any cameras, no burly bouncers to interrupt, and I slammed you back onto that platform there ... If I stripped down this wispy little dress and cupped my supple breasts together, feeding my nipples to your lips and grinding my soaking wet panties against your belly you'd-"


"Flip you over," I interjected casually as I stood behind her, putting my hand on her hip as I continued speaking directly into her ear. "I'd clamp my hand over your mouth and pin you down with one knee. I'd growl into your ear about how I was going to use your body. And then I'd shove two fingers under your soaking wet panties and strum you to the precipice of orgasm inside three minutes."


"Tough talk," she challenged again, although her voice was a little shaky.


I just grinned and continued in a soft tone. "Like I said: you don't know me. I've done it to literally dozens of different girls; I know what I'm talking about. You'd be humming right at the edge of climax, unable to go over it, when I'd flip you onto your back, seize your head in my hands, and then shove my tongue halfway down your throat."


"I don't kiss customers."


"Who said you'd have a choice?" I sneered, starting to get worked up. Leaning in with my hips, I allowed the bulge forming in my pants to push against her still-covered ass. "I'd impose my will over yours, making you understand that for the next hour or so, I would be your Master. I'd bite your neck and grope your perfect tits with one hand while the other resumed pressing your love buttons until you were absolutely quivering with uncontrollable desire. I would tweak sensitive nerves and erogenous zones you didn't even realize you had, turning you into a drooling, twitching mess of a human being that cared for absolutely nothing in this world but the blissful release of orgasmic pleasure."


She shivered visibly. I now rubbed my rock hard erection against her backside while my left hand rested on her shoulder. I wasn't actually touching her anywhere sensitive, not in any threatening way that would be bring in the burly bouncers from their closed-circuit cameras. But my lips stayed at her ears as I continued verbalizing my fantasy conquest.


"I'd enter you at a time when you least expected it. The sudden thickness filling up your very core would be the catalyst for your climax, a monster orgasm that would well up from the hidden depths of your soul. It would radiate out with such force and energy that beams of light would feel like they were streaming out of your eye sockets and the tips of your toes and fingers while a shriek of exquisite ecstasy tore its way out of your throat. And even then, I would only have just begun to destroy you."


"Bull ... shit..." she panted, hanging her head forward even while leaning back against me.


"I've done it before," I stated matter-of-factly, raising my right hand to the small of her back to keep her from leaning against me. And then half-muttering to myself, I added, "I am a sexual creature."


"Then do it to me now," she breathed. Her long, extension-laden eyelashes fluttered rapidly. "Now, do it. Please."


"I can't," I answered quietly, right into her ear. "Closed-circuit cameras. Burly bouncers. I'm sorry."


And with that, I grabbed my dress shirt and opened the curtain, letting myself out.


"Wait," she called after me, but not before five seconds had passed and I'd gotten a good ten feet away from the small room.


I turned around to see her jerking her dress up around her bosom while coming after me, her hair a little in disarray. Even though I'd barely touched her, the redheaded beauty looked rather disheveled.


"Can you..." she began in a shaky voice. "Can you really do that?"


I just grinned. And without another word, I turned and went down the hallway to take me back to the main room.


"There he is!" Kenny cheered as I returned to my friends, having come back before me and been briefed by the others. "How was she?"


I snorted and rolled my eyes. "No comment."


"WHERE is she?" Tony asked desperately, scanning the room. "I'm not leaving until I get a dance from her. Seriously, that chick is the hottest thing I have ever SEEN!"


"Well now's your chance," Shin piped up, looking past my shoulder. "Here she comes."


Furrowing my eyebrows, I picked my head up and glanced back. Sure enough, the redhead made a direct beeline for our table, walking stiffly. Tony was fumbling with his wallet to pull out a stack of twenties, but when she arrived, she simply knelt down next to my chair and seized my hands in a desperate grip.


"Come home with me," she pleaded.


My eyebrows shot up. I glanced at Kenny, and he stared back at me in surprise.


"Please." The redhead jerked on my hands, bringing my attention back to her. "Come home with me," she repeated.


I didn't know how to respond to that, and the first thing I came up with was a joke. "Mom told me not to leave with strangers. What's your name?"


The redhead smiled, showing off twin rows of pearly white teeth. "Destiny."


I smirked. "What's your real name?"


"Sydney," she said quite seriously. "Please."


I looked up, now finding that all the other guys were gaping at me. Poor Tony's jaw was practically on the ground.


Shrugging sadly, I said, "I can't. We've got a wedding tomorrow."


Sydney pouted and then lifted up the little purse she had dangling from one elbow. Fishing in it quickly, she produced a pen and a slightly-worn twenty dollar bill. Scribbling quickly, she wrote her name and a 714 area code phone number. Then shoving it into my hands, she got up and dove at my face, locking her lips onto mine and giving me an intense, white-hot kiss that rivaled Adrienne's for pure nuclear ferocity.


A moment later, she pulled back breathlessly. "Call me. Please," she gasped. And without another word, she walked away, tottering a little off-balance.


"Dude ... What the fuck did you do to her?" Tony gasped in amazement.


"Did SHE just give YOU a twenty?" Shin asked, flabbergasted.


Sung just laughed, a drunken, happy bellow. He clapped Tony on the back and snickered, "I told ya."





Kenny refused to believe I hadn't fucked Sydney in the short time I'd been gone. He was dead certain it was impossible to produce such a reaction in a girl without fucking her. I tried to 'no comment' the whole issue for about five minutes before simply pointing out to Kenny that a woman left wanting in need was far more likely to appear so desperate than one who had completed a sex act.


"That doesn't mean you didn't fuck her. It just means she didn't finish," Sung pointed out.


I shook my head. "These places have closed-circuit cameras manned by burly bouncers, don't they?"


"Oh, right," Kenny sighed. His head perked up and a silly grin crossed his face. "What I wouldn't give to see the camera pointed at Heidi and Daniel right now."


Our groom-to-be had apparently left while I was occupied. After doing her own set on stage, Heidi had returned to our group, chatted with Kenny for a minute, and then delicately asked Daniel to go to a back room with her for an "extra-special" surprise.


When the guys told me, I arched an eyebrow at the 'extra-special' term and asked, "She's not going to actually DO something to him, is she? Daniel and Elaine have been each other's one and only for all this time. You don't go fucking with that the night before his wedding!"


Kenny laughed, "No, no. Nothing like that. You said it yourself: nothing like that can happen in one of those rooms."


"Well, hang on a minute," Shin posited. "You've got to figure the camera is in an overhead corner, right? Let's think about the geometry. If she keeps her dress on, and straddles him while he's lying flat on his back, then technically the camera wouldn't be able to see their crotches and any undulating would appear to be part of the normal-"


"No fucking way," Tony interrupted. "Daniel would never do it. He loves Elaine."


"Right, right," Shin nodded with a sigh.


"Hey!" Sung perked up. "That means that you and that redhead really could have-"


I was in the middle of holding my hands up to ward away that particular line of thought when Daniel himself returned, a silly grin on his face. Indeed, I recognized that kind of face: It was the face of a man who had found his orgasmic relief.


Frowning, I found myself scrutinizing Daniel's physical appearance, noting that his dress shirt was misaligned by one button. At the same time, I worked around in my head Shin's theory about the physical geometry of the room and likely placement of any cameras. And after looking back at the goofy grin on Daniel's face, I leaned over to my best friend, saying, "Kenny, you swear to me that you didn't-"


"Relax, relax. Heidi's not like that. She's a good girl."


"How exactly do you know Heidi?"


He darted a glance over to me, a wistful expression on his face. In a quietly serious voice, he sighed, "That's a long story, my friend." Just then, Heidi herself reappeared from the hallway, dressed in her slinky bedroom lingerie, and came over toward us with her eyes right on Kenny.


I watched Kenny staring back at her with clear adoration and affection in his eyes, and allowed myself a smile. Even if I never found out the whole story between them, I'd seen enough to put a warm, fuzzy feeling in my stomach.


Daniel flopped down into his seat, looking for all the world like his spine had been turned into jello.


"How ya' doing, man?" Tony thumped his best friend on his knee.


"Happier than ever in my life," Daniel sighed.


Shin cracked up. "Gawd, I hope not. You gotta get married tomorrow!"





-- WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 29, 2004, WINTER BREAK --



"Ben? Who is Sydney?"


"Huh?" I turned away from the mirror in my bedroom, my hands halfway through the knot of my tie. Dawn was holding up my wallet, since I'd asked her to double-check that I put the directions to the Tustin Ranch Golf Club inside. The limo had taken us yesterday and I hadn't been paying much attention to the street signs.


But she wasn't holding the directions in her hand. Instead she held a slightly-worn twenty dollar bill, and I cracked a smile. "Oh, that. She's a stripper at the club Kenny took us to last night."


Dawn smirked. "And why did she give you her number? Did you two get up to something dirty you're not telling me?"


"Quite the opposite in fact. She wanted to; I didn't." Shrugging, I returned to my tie.


"Was she not hot enough?"


I shook my head. "Actually, she's pretty stunning. Flaming red hair. Porcelain skin. Big boobs."


"Then what went wrong?"


"It's a professional club. Cameras. Bouncers."


"So bring her home."


I chuckled to myself as I finished my tie, just squaring the knot up a bit. How many guys in this world could have their girlfriend find a hot stripper's phone number in their wallet and wind up with their girlfriend suggesting he bring the stripper home?


Rolling my eyes, I turned around and replied, "Yeah, my parents would LOVE that."


Dawn sighed. "Oh, yeah. This was easier when we were in the Berkeley house."


I shrugged. "Anyway, we'd better get going. We're already running late."


"Not MY fault," Dawn sighed. "SOMEONE woke up a little frisky this morning."


"Not MY fault," I shot back. "SOMEONE was rubbing her perfectly formed ass against my morning wood this morning."


Dawn giggled and sidled up to me, turning around and deliberately running her butt against my crotch.


"Hey, stop that," I admonished, slapping her buttcheek. "I filled up one hole, and unless you want me to fill up the other, we'd better get going."


"Okay, maybe not now," Dawn conceded. "But I'm sure to be all fuzzy and excited after the wedding. Maybe we can seduce some bridesmaid and tag-team the ever-loving shit out of her, sound good?"


Yeah, it's a hard life.





"Hi, I'm Dawn."


"Hi, I'm Dawn."


"Hi, I'm Dawn."


For what felt like an hour, those were by far the most common three words coming out of my girlfriend's mouth. We'd arrived about fifteen minutes late, not the last ones to arrive, but late enough that most of the assembled guests had already made their greetings to one another. That meant that most of them were engaged in conversations, and any of them that weren't had nothing better to do than come over and meet the "Mythical Dawn".


"See, not so mythical," Kenny pointed out to Abbie and Allie Sanders as they came over.


I'd been waiting for this moment, so I whipped out my High School tape recorder and pressed play: "Yes, she's real."


Everyone cracked up at that, and Allie quickly came to hug me. The petite brunette hadn't gained any height in the intervening years, but her skinny body had filled out some and she'd lost some of the baby fat from her cheeks, giving her a more mature-looking face. I held her hug just a little longer than normal, not quite letting her go when she finally pulled away. There weren't any meaningful words exchanged between us, but there was a lifetime of intense thought and feeling in the few seconds we stared at each other.


Still, I let Allie go before her boyfriend started giving me the stink eye. I stepped over with an outstretched hand and introduced myself to him as well.


Meanwhile, twin sister Abbie exchanged pleasantries with Dawn before returning to HER boyfriend, and then Kenny finally stepped forward with a proffered hand. "Hi, I'm Kenny. I don't think we were properly introduced yesterday."


Dawn giggled, remembering how Kenny had stalked off muttering about how I "fucking sucked", and now shook his hand. "Hi, I'm Dawn."


The group of us chit-chatted for a bit before Megan Kwan came over. I quickly leaned down and picked my first girlfriend up off the ground, squeezing her tightly as she giggled before setting her back down. "Hey, where's Kaito?" I asked with a frown.


"Ah..." Megan winced before putting on a brave smile. "James and I broke up. A few months ago."


"Oh, I'm sorry," I apologized. "I've kinda been out of the loop."


"Don't be, we've both moved on," Megan said while nodding positively. She then turned to my girlfriend. "Hi, I'm Megan."


"Hi, I'm Dawn."


They shook hands. "It's really nice to finally meet you. I know you've been an important part of Ben's life since he was little."


"Since birth, practically," Dawn commented. "And you, too. Ben's spoken very highly of his first girlfriend. He says you were his conscience for a long time."


"Not a very good one," Megan said with a giggle. "Couldn't keep him from getting into trouble."


"Well, neither can I," Dawn laughed.


"So how're things going?" I asked. "With the wedding I mean. I'd have thought the Maid of Honor would be scrambling around making sure everything was just perfect.


"We're pretty settled right now," Megan said with a sigh. "Elaine hired a top-notch wedding planner, so we're just about set. The only thing is that the morning tea ceremony is running a little late."


"Tea ceremony?" Dawn inquired.


"Asian tradition," Megan explained. "In this case, Daniel's parents are hosting things where the young couple pays honor to their elders and family. Mostly, they offer their relatives tea and their relatives give them red envelopes filled with money."


"Ooh, good idea," Dawn cheered, looking to me. "We're doing a tea ceremony."


I chuckled, "Okay."


Megan added, "These things sometimes have a lot of rituals, and sometimes they run late. That's where we are now."


"How late?"


Megan sighed. "Last time I talked to Daniel's sister, they should be here in ten minutes or so."


"Oh, okay. That's plenty of time."


"Should be. Oh, hey. These are some of Daniel's and Elaine's friends from UCLA. Let me introduce you."





"It's time," the wedding planner said after tapping Megan on the shoulder.


The petite Chinese girl nodded and then tugged on Cassidy O'Leary's hand. "Gotta run."


Cassidy had been in the middle of some hyperfast compliment about Dawn's beauty and old times with me, mixed in with the typical 'can-you-believe-it' fascination over Daniel and Elaine getting married so quickly and so young. She paused a moment to catch her breath before flinging her arms around me in a fierce hug, exclaiming, "Ohmigawd, Ben! We have sooo much to catch up on!"


"We will, we will, Freckles," I laughed, patting her back.


Cassidy gave me a heartfelt look of longing as she stepped back. Her coppery hair fluttered in the wind, her arms folding tightly across her lower abdomen as if hugging herself. Her bright green eyes shimmered with moisture as she glanced over at Megan. And then without another word, she turned and headed off for the bride's room with Megan and the wedding planner both in tow.


"What was that all about?" Dawn asked, sliding her hand into mine and intertwining our fingers.


"Cassidy? Oh, she was always a passionate one."


"Passionate about you. She couldn't stop talking about your High School days."


"Good times..." I chuckled before really thinking about it and adding, " ... and bad."


"Well, they're all good from the way she seems to remember them." A little light bulb seemed to go off in Dawn's mind, and a sly smirk began to cross her face. "Hey, you remember what I said this morning about seducing a bridesmaid?"


I arched an eyebrow. "You don't mean-"


"What?" Dawn gawked. "Cassidy IS a bridesmaid. And she's beautiful."


"She's straight, for one thing. 100%."


Dawn sighed, staring off the way the girls had left. "I've heard that before."


I shook my head, wondering just when Dawn had become such a nymphomaniac. From Viktoriya to Nora to Chevelle to now, she'd certainly become quite the predator. Not that I was complaining, of course.


But before I could really comment, thumping footsteps grabbed our attention. I turned around to see Shin Murata racing down the hallway, turning as soon as he saw us. "Ben! Ben!"


I immediately picked my head up. "What's going on?"


"It's Daniel. He needs to talk to you!"


"To me? Why?"


"I don't know!" the groomsman squawked, splaying his hands open.


I took one look at Dawn, telling her, "Go sit down. I'll come find you." She just nodded.


And then I returned to Shin. "Okay. Let's go."





"Ben! You're here," Daniel sighed with relief, leaning back on his hands against the vanity dresser behind him.


Shin closed the door to this little "groom's room" and I turned back to look at my high school friend. "I'm here. What's going on?"


Daniel glanced at first Tony then Shin, taking a deep breath before asking, "Uh, can you guys give us a minute?"


The two UCLA friends looked at each other, shrugging before going back out the door and closing it behind them. The room went silent, and Daniel just kind of stared into space for a minute before I repeated, "What's going on?"


"Did you fuck that stripper last night?"


I blinked rapidly and jerked my head back at the unexpected question. Did Daniel really just ask me that?


"I ... uh..." I fumbled, still recovering from my momentary shock. "That's not really something I talk about."


"You did, didn't you?"


"That's none of your business," I stated defensively.


"So 'yes', then." Daniel sighed, pushing off the vanity and heading for the window to look outside.


I frowned, confused about where he was going with this. But I forced myself to look at the situation rationally. This wasn't an ordinary conversation. This was Daniel, a guy who had always respected my privacy in the past. This was a guy about to get married in just a few minutes, and for some reason, he wanted to be alone with me and ask me this question right now. So taking a deep breath, I stated evenly, "No, I didn't."


"But she wanted to, didn't she? That's what all the guys were saying last night."


"The guys were all drunk last night."


"Doesn't change the facts. They said she pleaded for you to go home with her, and gave you her real name and phone number. Did she or didn't she?"


I bit my lip, taking a deep breath and wondering why he was asking me this. Although I'd never experienced it myself, supposedly the last hour before getting married was the most introspective of a man's life. With only minutes to go, and left all alone with the poor sap, it was my responsibility to get Daniel's head screwed on straight.


So even though I didn't see how the matter was relevant, I resolved to do whatever I could for the guy. And with another deep breath, I answered, "Yes, she did."


Daniel was silent for a while, and I knew the clock was ticking. After all, he was supposed to be getting married in about ten minutes. So I stepped up next to him, semi-looking out the window myself as I queried for the third time, "What's going on?"


He didn't answer, so I resolved to push the conversation forward. For a guy about to get married, at the forefront of his thoughts would likely be the "should I or shouldn't I go through with this" dilemma. So I asked quietly, but firmly, "Do you love Elaine?"


He turned away from the window and looked at me with cold eyes. "Of course I do."


"Do you want to marry her?"


"Of cour..." he stopped, wincing instead of completing that sentence. "I'm not sure right now."


Now we were getting somewhere. "Why not?"


He didn't answer. Instead, he glanced at the floor before looking back up at me and asking, "Are you happy with your life?"


Back to the questions about me? I shook my head. "This moment isn't about MY life; it's about yours. Are you happy with yours?"


He shrugged. "Happy enough, I guess."


"You like the way things are going? School?"


"School's fine."


"Elaine?"


"Elaine's great."


"Then what's the problem?"


Daniel took a deep breath, folding his arms across his chest and leaning against the wall. His eyes took on that vacant stare again, and he exhaled slowly. "Am I rushing into this? Lots of people have said I'm too young to settle down. I'm only 20, for cryin' out loud."


"Lots of people get married at 20."


"Farm hicks in Podunkville, maybe," Daniel snorted. "Do you know how many married 20-year-olds there are at UCLA? I sure as hell don't know any."


"So? You and Elaine have been together for what, six years already? That's like a third of your life."


"So much gone..." he mourned.


I frowned. "You're regretting the last six years?"


"No, no, of course not. It's been great. It's just ... it's been..."


I stayed quiet, waiting him out.


"It's been routine," he finished.


"Nothing wrong with routine."


"Isn't there?"


"What, do you feel like you're in a rut or something?"


Daniel nodded. "I feel like everything in my life has been leading to this point. Our parents joked about us getting married when we were toddlers in preschool. The Daniel and Elaine songs about sitting in trees K-I-S-S-I-N-G started in fourth grade. I think the only reason we didn't start dating even earlier was because I didn't hit puberty and had no hormones until I turned 14."


I smiled, thinking of how my relationship with Dawn had gone pretty much the same way. "I can relate."


"Can you? I doubt that."


There was venom in Daniel's voice, an edge that I'd never really heard from him before. For a second, I thought he was angry with me, but that didn't make any sense. Why would he want to spend these last few minutes before his wedding with a guy he disliked?


But when Daniel looked away, it clicked for me. He didn't hate me; he was... jealous of me.


"How many girls have you slept with?"


I winced, half-expecting that sort of question but still surprised to hear it. Multiple times in the past few years, different guys had tried to get me to give up my number. Some were near-strangers just in awe of the Big Ben legend. Others were close friends who were simply curious. Kenny had gone out of his way to ask every time he saw me. "I don't think that's relevant."


"Of course it's relevant. Please?"


"There've been a few." I nodded noncommittally.


"How many?"


I frowned, wondering how to deflect this line of thought.


"Twenty?" he asked before I could say anything.


"Daniel."


"More?"


I knew the answer was 61, Chevelle being the most recent addition to 'The List'. My eyebrows popped as I turned that number over in my head. Sometimes it felt like I'd lost count, but as I looked back on my life, I'd made it a point to remember each and every girl I'd slept with. It's not that I wanted to tally up the number of notches on my belt for bragging purposes. I just felt that the physical act we'd shared merited my memory at the very least. I owed them that much.


"I'm not discussing numbers," I stated with finality. Just because these were Daniel's final minutes before the wedding didn't mean I had to tell him everything.


"More than twenty then," Daniel sighed, pushing off the wall and going back to the window. "Do you know how many girls I've slept with? One, Elaine. In my whole life, just one."


"That's something to be commended."


Daniel snorted and glanced over at me. "Don't feed me that bullshit, Mr. I've-slept-with-more-than-20-girls."


"I'm not trying to..." I sighed, collecting myself a little better. This wasn't an ordinary conversation. "What's your point?"


"My point is that YOU have apparently lived a much fuller, more rewarding life than I have."


I frowned. "I think that's debatable."


"By what metric? I've been getting the same blowjob and the same missionary fuck with the same woman for the past six years. How about you?"


"This isn't about me."


"No, it's about ME, and about how I don't think I'm quite satisfied with the way my life has gone up to this point."


"You've been happily in love with a wonderful, wonderful young woman who wants to spend the rest of her life with you," I reasoned.


"Is that what you would want?"


"Yes!" I stated honestly. "And I think I've finally found it." Despite the tension of the situation, a little smile tugged at the corners of my mouth while thinking about Dawn.


"Perfect then. You're with your soulmate. Everything is happy and the future is bright. But you still got to spend the last four years or so screwing your way through half the student body!"


I paused and took a deep breath, thinking about my next words. Again, I tried to steer him away from my sex life. "Daniel ... What happened? Yesterday, when we were talking in the limo and on the golf course and at dinner and everything, you couldn't seem more excited to get married. You couldn't WAIT for this day to come. Now it's here. Elaine is waiting. What the hell is wrong?"


Daniel turned away from me, planting his hands down on the vanity dresser and hanging his head. In the mirror, I could see that his eyes were open, although he wasn't doing anything but staring straight down at the polished wood surface.


"What's wrong?" I asked again, moving up and gently putting my hand on his shoulder.


"She wouldn't fuck me. Heidi."


My eyebrows furrowed. "The stripper?"


Daniel nodded. "I offered her a thousand bucks cash right there if she would just put me inside."


My eyes went wide. "Uh ... okay..." I mumbled in shock.


"I've never done that before, offered money for sex. Then again, I'd never been in a strip club before. Didn't seem like such a big stretch going from twenty bucks to rub her titties in my face to some higher dollar amount for sex."


"Um, it kinda is."


"That's what she said. She told me it's a slippery slope she's seen other girls go down, but she's not like that."


"Okay."


"I don't even know why I did it."


"You were drunk."


"It was more than that." He shook his head. "I didn't want to get married knowing that I'd never have another woman in my whole life. Do you know that last night was the first time I've even touched another woman intimately? Period. For the first 20 years and some-odd months of my life, the only pair of breasts I'd ever come into physical contact with were my mom's as a baby and then Elaine's. And then last night I got no less than four incredibly awesome pairs rubbing up against my cheeks. Fact is: every one of them had a better rack than Elaine's."


"They're professionals," I said lamely.


"How many have you rubbed up against?"


I shook my head. "We're not getting into that."


"Are Dawn's going to be the only ones you have for the rest of your life?"


"Daniel," I sighed. "You're not going to live MY life, under any circumstances. You can only live YOUR life."


"Why is that? Why has your life been so much better than mine?"


I reached up and brushed the scar across my cheek that would never go away. "I got SHOT, man. My life hasn't always been a picnic."


He shook his head. "We went to the same schools. We hung out in the same group of friends. It's not like you're any smarter than me, or really any better looking. I dated Elaine and you dated Megan. Everything was just about even ... ish."


"Superficially, maybe there are some similarities. But we're still very different people."


"You broke up with Megan. You took the opportunity when you had the chance to sample other girls."


"'Sample'? Daniel, are you listening to yourself?" This was SO not the loyal, sweet guy I knew in High School. I doubt HE would have recognized himself at this point.


"I-I-I ... I can't do this," he stammered, wringing his hands together as he started pacing around the room. "I can't tie myself down for the rest of my life."


"Fuck, Daniel. Elaine is in her wedding dress out there, waiting for you."


He shook his head. "I haven't lived enough. I haven't tried enough. You know I told Elaine I wanted to go skydiving? She wouldn't let me because she was worried I'd die or severely injure myself. Well I want to go skydiving!"


"Then just go!"


"I think I will." He stood up and started for the door.


I grabbed his chest and pulled him back. "I didn't mean right now! Go out there, get married, and tell her that you want to go skydiving! But get married!"


"Why?"


"Think about this." I grabbed his shoulders and turned him to face me, forcing him to look me in the eye. "I know you're beating yourself up over all the things you haven't done yet. But you're only 20, man. You have your whole life ahead of you to try these things. THINK about what you'd be giving up at the same time, though. If you walk away from Elaine right now, I'm not sure you'd ever be able to come back. THINK about everything she means to you. THINK about why you proposed to her in the first place!"


"I proposed because she thought it was time. She said: 'We're going to be together forever, might as well start counting married years instead of dating years.'"


"Did you agree with her?"


"Well ... yeah."


"And you had REASONS for agreeing with her, right? You've been together forever. She knows you inside and out and she believes in you. Your life is in perfect harmony with her."


"My life is perfectly BORING with her. I realized that last night."


"Realized what? That if you paid a woman in a club that she'd rub her titties in your face? Life's not like that in the real world!"


"What? Are you saying that I couldn't hook up with another girl if I wanted? That I'm not the famous Ben, Sex God (TM)?"


I blinked rapidly. "I'm sure that you could, if that's all you want. But think about this. People spend their entire lives trying to find what you've already had all along. They make movies and write books and songs about this crap. You've got your soulmate waiting a hundred yards away to pledge her life to being with you. Are you really going to give that up for the phantom idea of being a single playboy?"


"Worked for you, didn't it?"


I sighed. "It's been HARD man. You have no idea what I went through to get together with Dawn." I furrowed my forehead and grimaced just thinking about all the heartache of the past few years. Without even thinking about it, my fingers traced the bullet scar on my cheek once again.


Something in my expression must have registered, because Daniel stopped trying to get loose of me and just stood there, staring at me.


Shaking my head, I exhaled again. "On the surface, it sounds great to have nailed a whole bunch of different girls. But the good came with a LOT of bad, and a lot of pain. Fuck man, you were there when Megan and Cassidy ostracized the hell out of me for my slip-up with Adrienne. That stuff in High School was like falling into a small puddle compared to the shit I went through in the years since. I feel like I've been to Hell and back, and I wouldn't wish my life on anyone."


"You really mean that?"


I nodded.


"Tell me I'm better off marrying Elaine. I'm putting this in your hands, Ben. You tell me that I'll live a happier life with Elaine, even if it means giving up ever knowing what it'd be like to sow my wild oats with other girls. Tell me that, and I'll do it."


My eyebrows popped up and I pulled my head back.


Daniel reached up and grabbed my shoulders. "Tell me that this is what's best for me, for my life in the long run, and I'll go out there and marry Elaine right now."


I wanted to. I really wanted to. For Elaine, my friend who would be heartbroken if Daniel walked away right now. For Daniel himself, who had a real shot at happiness if he did this. Heck, for me, because my life would be easier if they just got married.


But I couldn't. "I can't tell you that, man. This is your call. I want you to think about everything you'd be giving up. I want you to think about Elaine and how much this would hurt her. But if you need ME to tell you to marry her ... well ... what does that say about how ready you are?"


Daniel let go of my shoulders, then turned and paced away. I stood there, feeling the dark gray cloud moving in above us. I just KNEW this wasn't going to end well.


He kept pacing for a long while. Once or twice, I thought he was going to look at me and say something, but he just kept turning around while staring off into space.


There was a knock at the door. "Dan?" Tony called out. "Dude, it's time."


Daniel kept pacing.


A minute later, Tony called out again. "Dan?"


"You okay in there?" Shin added.


Sighing, I turned to open the door. But just before I got there, Daniel spoke up. "Okay. I've decided."


The door opened from the outside, Tony and Shin poking their heads in.


Daniel took a deep breath, looking at me and giving me a soft smile. He then looked at his best man and groomsman, nodded, and then said, "Okay. Let's go."





Dawn was understandably curious when I finally returned to her. But there was no way I could discuss what had taken place in the open area of the ceremony area with so many people around, so I just said that I'd explain later.


There was family from both sides in attendance, for a total of about a hundred people filling the white folding chairs of the outdoor patio ceremony. It was a pleasant enough afternoon, not too cold, with the sun high in the sky. The nearby brook babbled over the little man-made waterfalls. Birds in the trees tweeted as they fluttered past. And the officiant puttered around the central "stage" area in front of a semi-circle of four ionic columns, making sure everything was in place.


I'd been seated for about ten minutes when sudden movement to my left caught my attention. Megan, resplendent in her peach-color bridesmaid's dress, crouched in my row with one hand on the empty chair next to Dawn for balance. "Hiiii," she greeted warmly, albeit with some obvious tension at the corners of her eyes. "Excuse me, Dawn. But do you mind if I borrow Ben for a minute?"


"Oh, certainly," Dawn answered politely, pulling her legs in to give me room down the row.


I frowned, querying with my eyes what was going on. Megan just gave me a sharp look that worried me, and I quickly got up. Rather than exit up the main aisle, I took Dawn's cue and scooted myself out to the side. And then the two of us were walking rather quickly back into the clubhouse.


"What the fuck is going on?" Megan asked me as soon as we were out of earshot.


My eyebrows popped at the foul language coming from my typically prim and proper ex-girlfriend. "I was just about to ask you that. Aren't you, Cassidy, and Elaine supposed to be lining up right now?"


"We were all set to roll out, just waiting on Suzanne to come get us," Megan explained, referring to the wedding planner. "But Daniel came to the room and told us he had to speak to Elaine alone."


A shadow passed over my heart, and I gulped in fresh tension. "Ah, hell."


Megan stopped walking in the middle of the hallway, turning to me. "Ben, if you know something, tell me now."


I winced. "Uhh ... well..."


"Ben..." Megan warned.


"Fuck," I muttered. "Daniel's got cold feet."


"How do you know?"


"He ... he asked to talk to me like twenty minutes ago. We had ... well ... the talk about cold feet."


"But you calmed him down, right? You got him all set to get married, right?"


I winced.


"BEN!"


"It's not my fault! I did my best. But Daniel's got some really serious issues with settling down right now. He's only 20. He's only ever been with Elaine in his whole life. He thinks he's too young, and he's scared that he hasn't experienced enough on his own just yet."


"Shit!" Megan immediately turned and began hustling down the hallway. I followed after. And as we turned the corner, we saw that Cassidy, Tony, Shin, and Suzanne the wedding planner were milling about just outside the bride's room.


Just then, the door opened. All of us looked in rapt attention at the door as Daniel exited first, followed by a crying Elaine.


Daniel looked to his groomsmen, and as Megan and I approached, we heard him tell Tony, "Can you go get our parents? We need to talk."


"Dude ... what's going on?" Tony asked in a shaky voice.


Daniel sighed. "The wedding is off."





To his credit, Daniel made the announcement himself. Standing in front of what would have been his wedding arch, he apologized to the assembled guests for taking up our time, but regretfully informed us that the wedding would not be taking place. And then he quickly walked up the main aisle, clearly leaving before he could be barraged by further questions.


Amazingly, Elaine was waiting for him at the entrance to the clubhouse dressed in casual clothes. They took each other's hand and left together, leaving the audience buzzing with speculation.


The bridesmaids and groomsmen were quick to offer condolences to the parents. Bringing Dawn along with me, I stopped by to extend mine as well. To my surprise, only Elaine's mom seemed disappointed by the outcome. Daniel's dad for one stated his confidence that the pair still dearly loved each other, but just seemed to realize they weren't ready for this big of a step just yet.


Only time would tell if their relationship would survive this.


Eventually, our High School crew collected in the golf club's bar area. Our minds were on Daniel and Elaine, but I took a moment to look around at the group and pondered just how much had changed in two years.


It was strange to see the Sanders twins drinking beers with their boyfriends. In my head, they were still young and innocent-looking 15-year-olds even more immature than their age. And despite their acrimonious High School breakup, Sung and Stephanie Vo were chatting casually, even with Sung's UCI girlfriend alongside them.


But some things never changed. Kenny was over by the bar, flirting with the female bartender.


Megan, Cassidy, Dawn, and I sat at a table together with four beers of our own, lost to our own thoughts. Cassidy was trying not to think about the failed wedding, and Dawn wasn't strongly connected to Daniel or Elaine, so the two of them were chatting about a variety of topics. Sometimes, they were talking about me, so I did my best to keep my head out of their conversation.


That left Megan and me on our own to speculate the state of Daniel's and Elaine's relationship. Megan held her nearly full beer with both hands in her lap, mostly staring out the window at the golf course. And with a sigh, she wondered aloud, "Do you think they'll make it?"


"I hope so. They've been together forever. They're practically soulmates," I answered.


"Maybe that's the problem. They are all they've each ever known. They have to be wondering what life would be like with someone else."


"Daniel IS wondering," I sighed.


"Elaine, too," Megan replied.


"Really?"


Megan nodded. "We got to talking yesterday at the spa. Elaine got us a 'couples' massage."


"Couples?" I cracked.


Megan smiled. "Really, she just wanted a situation where we could talk a bit. Although once the masseuses went to work on us, we were too busy groaning in pleasure to really chat."


"I'll bet. Plus you had two masseuses with you."


"Of course. But after that, we had side-by-side facials. Sitting there waiting for that paste to dry on your face, there's not much else to do but chat. That's when Elaine had her cold feet chat."


"Well, you must have done a better job than I did," I sighed. "Elaine actually showed up."


Megan shrugged. "I don't know. I didn't have very many good things to say to her."


I frowned. "What do you mean by that?"


Megan took a deep breath. "Well ... when she talked about not being ready to go through with this, instead of reassuring her that she was making the right decision, I sort of told her I understood."


"Huh?"


Megan smirked and shook her head sadly. "Being too young and not experienced enough are the same reasons I broke up with James."


I frowned. "Really?"


"Oh, come on. Can you say it's all that surprising?"


"A little. I thought you and Kaito were perfect for each other."


"We were ... it was nice. I mean ... I was certainly comfortable with him. Everything seemed perfect, and James was everything I really wanted. He loved me, he respected me, and he was well on his way to a good job with all the stable security that would offer. I could really see myself married to him."


"But..." I led her.


"But..." Megan sighed again. "I felt antsy. I'm only 20. I've only ever had two boyfriends in my life: you and him. I could see myself settling down, but at the same time, I just couldn't shake the feeling that I was missing out on something."


"Do you regret it?"


She nodded her head. "Sometimes. I mean, right now it still hurts pretty bad. And I'm sure he feels even worse since I'm the one who did the breaking up. But ... I mean ... While I was with him, there was this nagging thought in the back of my head that I wasn't ready. No matter what I tried to tell myself, I couldn't get that thought out. It was driving me crazy, and eventually led to the breakup. Sometimes, I think I might have made the wrong choice. But at the same time, that nagging thought is gone now, and I don't really think I would have been able to live with it still bugging me."


I nodded, sympathizing for her. I sighed. "And even you've had one more relationship than either Daniel or Elaine."


Megan nodded.


"How long has Elaine been thinking this?"


Megan shook her head. "I don't know. We're still friends, but we aren't as close as we were in High School."


I frowned. "Then why are you her Maid of Honor?"


Megan shrugged. "I dunno. I got the impression that she doesn't have any really close friends at UCLA. Mostly she just hangs out with Daniel and his gang."


I winced. This was going to be that much harder on Elaine if Daniel really did pull out of this relationship.


"Do you realize how lucky you are?" Megan asked wistfully. "You got your wild youth and you STILL ended up with your childhood sweetheart."


Dawn looked over just then, catching the end of Megan's statement. With a smile that would have lit up the room had all the lights gone out, Dawn beamed and reached over to take my hand.


"Yeah..." I sighed happily, squeezing Dawn's hand before returning my attention to Megan. "Jealous?"


Megan chuckled, but shook her head. "No. Not jealous. Just happy for you. You grew up, and I'm proud of you for that." She reached over and patted my knee.


Cassidy chose that moment to jump in, whining, "Well I'm jealous! Where's MY soulmate waiting in the wings?"


We all laughed at that.





"Just the two of us," Dawn sighed at the end of the night as she raised the bedcovers and slipped in.


"Disappointed?" I asked as I slid into bed on my side, keeping my torso elevated on a couple of pillows and extending my arm so that Dawn could cuddle up beside me.


"Well, I rather DID like that idea of bringing a bridesmaid home with us."


I snorted. "Given that Megan and Cassidy were the ONLY two bridesmaids, I wasn't really banking on that happening."


Dawn sighed and slid a hand beneath my T-shirt, rubbing my bare chest. "I still had my hopes. Cassidy is beautiful. You didn't tell me she was that pretty."


I shrugged. "She's grown up a bit, really learned how to dress and do her makeup. She was always cute, and I told you I loved her freckles, but she wasn't the heart-stopper she is now back then."


Dawn shrugged, laying her cheek down against me. "But you were right about one thing: both of them are 100% straight."


"Told ya."


"How'd things work when you were dating them both at the same time?"


I shrugged. "One at a time."


"Sounds boring," Dawn drawled. "Sitting around waiting for your turn? That's why I love it when we do two girls at once. That way we both have someone to play with."


I shook my head. "Nah. I'd rather have you and a playmate focusing your attention on me at the same time."


"Or YOU and our playmate focusing your attention on ME at the same time," Dawn giggled.


"Brooke IS just next door."


"Mm, good idea." Dawn picked her head up from my chest and reached above the headboard, knocking quite loudly on the wall. "BROOKE!" she yelled loud enough to be heard even over the insulation.


My eyes popped open. "I was joking!"


Dawn grinned at me mirthfully. "I wasn't. Whether the wedding happened or not, I told you I'd be feeling frisky tonight. Maybe it's that time of the month." With that, she slipped a hand beneath the waistband of my pajama pants, wrapping her fingers around my penis and stroking slowly.


"Time of the month? You're frisky almost every day!" I gasped.


Dawn's smile got even bigger. "I know. Lucky you, huh?"


Just then, the door opened and a little sprite in a baggy T-shirt poked her head in. "You called?"


Dawn smirked, ripping the bedcovers away and then jerking my pajama pants down to fully expose my growing erection. "Can you give me a hand with this? I need to shove my tongue into your brother's throat."


Brooke grinned and slipped into the room. "I'm on it."





-- THURSDAY, DECEMBER 30, 2004, WINTER BREAK --



"You serious?" I sighed mournfully, pressing my cell phone a little tighter against my ear, enough to tip my head to the side as I turned and laid it down on the backrest of the couch.


"As a heart attack," Megan answered on the other end of the line. "I'm going over to Elaine's place right now."


"Man ... that sucks."


"It doesn't mean that they're over. It's just ... a break."


"A break-UP," I corrected.


"For now. They might still get back together after they've both had some time to gain some independent experiences. You of all people should know that it's possible."


"Yeah." I glanced over to Dawn, who was staring over the chess board between her and Brooke, but looked up at me when she felt my gaze.


"I think this is good for both of them. I know both of them, and they still love each other dearly. But this really is something they HAVE to do. They can't commit for life to each other until they know what it's like to be with someone else."


I chuckled. "Never would have picked you for a commitment-phobe."


"I'm not commitment-phobic," Megan replied. "But rationally, I agree that if they'd already gotten married, they'd wonder for the rest of their lives about how things might've been different being with someone else. And that little niggling wonder would grow and grow until it cracked their relationship."


"I guess."


"You wouldn't know. You've already seen the other side – many, MANY other sides – if the rumors are true."


"Hey, hey, this isn't about my history."


Megan giggled. "Sorry."


"So your New Year's thing is still going on tomorrow night?"


"Yeah," Megan confirmed. "Be at my place after 9."


"Uh, do you know if Daniel or Elaine is coming?"


"Just Elaine. Daniel opted to do something else with his UCLA friends."


I sighed, resolving to find some way to talk to Daniel before the end of winter break. The last time we'd chatted was in the groom's room right before he cancelled the wedding, and a part of me felt like it was my fault. "Okay, then. See you tomorrow night," I said.


"See you tomorrow," Megan replied.





-- FRIDAY, DECEMBER 31, 2004, NEW YEAR'S EVE --



"Don't you know where we're going?" Dawn asked with a teasing lilt in her voice.


"Just gimme a second," I said with a frown, tapping my fingers on the steering wheel. I'd come to a stop a full car length in front of the crosswalk, my left pinky just itching to twitch the Mustang's turn signal bar up or down. The problem was: I didn't remember which way to do it.


Dawn giggled and sat back in her seat with a smile. But even if she was going to give me the extra second to remember the way to Megan's house, the car behind me wasn't. The guy in the big black Hummer H2 behind me leaned on his car horn none too gently. And when that failed to immediately dislodge me, he honked even louder, accompanied by his high beams flooding the interior cabin of my car.


Sighing, I just clicked my blinker to turn right and made the turn. Behind me, the Hummer's engine roared as he blitzed into the intersection and turned left. Thankfully, the route to Megan's house finally popped into my head, and I sped up with confidence.


"I still can't believe the speed limit is 50mph on these side-streets," Dawn marveled, not for the first time.


"Welcome to Orange County," I replied with a chuckle. "In some places, it's 55."


"So your friend Elaine will be there tonight?"


I nodded. "That's what Megan said."


"I hope things won't be weird for her. She was supposed to be on her honeymoon by now." Dawn's voice was tinged with sympathetic sadness.


"Guess it just wasn't meant to be."


"Yeah..." Dawn sighed. "I hope they work out. I mean, I don't know either of them very well. The whole situation is just ... sad."


"It is." I thought of just how inseparable Daniel and Elaine had been for practically the entire time that I'd known them. In a way, they weren't so different from Dawn and me.


"But maybe it's better this way. Maybe they're right, and they settled down too fast. Neither of them knew what life could be like without the other, and if they'd gone through with it, their marriage would have suffered."


"Possibly. Megan certainly seems to think so."


"So things could work out. They can see other people, live the single life a little bit. And through that, they'll realize what they were missing and come back together that much stronger. Kind of like us."


I smiled, feeling that once again, Dawn and I were on the same wavelength. "Like us?"


"You went and had your relationship ups and downs. I was with Ryan. But now we have each other again."


"We do."


Dawn went quiet after that. I had to pay attention to the road, merging across three lanes to make a right at the next major intersection. But she stayed quiet, looking contemplatively out the window even after I'd made the turn.


There was something about her expression that worried me. I would have thought she'd be smiling after that verbal confirmation that we'd come back to have each other again, the way I felt inside. But she wasn't smiling. If anything, she looked ... regretful.


My head popped up as a stray thought entered my head. It was enough for Dawn to notice out of the corner of her eye, and she turned her head to look at me. "What?"


I furrowed my eyebrows as the thought floated across my brain. With Dawn looking at me, I didn't have time to really process it, so I just let it pass through my lips immediately. "What about you?"


"What about me?"


I frowned. "Have ... have YOU had enough experiences outside of me?"


"What do you mean?"


I sighed, now pausing to really consider my train of thought. My mind raced to a conversation we'd had back in June. Really, it had been a conversation we'd been having all semester. Way back in the beginning, even before Kim had moved in with us and before I'd started fucking Viktoriya, I'd first broached the subject of settling down into a monogamous relationship with my soulmate. It wasn't like getting married or anything, but the direction I'd been headed in was clear.


But Dawn had quickly brushed aside my declarations. 'Fun', she'd said. 'Remember fun? After everything we've been through – all the melodrama and angst – don't we deserve some fun?'


At the time, I'd thought the discussion had been more about her willingness to let me play around with other girls, and by extension, let her play around with other girls. Emotionally, we would be as closely connected as any married couple. But from a purely physical standpoint, we could enjoy ourselves in the sexual playground of a college campus for a little while at least before truly settling down.


But maybe that wasn't all there was to her declaration. Certainly, Dawn had continued to reinforce the notion of 'having fun' throughout the following months, from Nora and Whitney to the Chi Omegas to Chevelle and even to her subtle pursuit of Cassidy only two days ago. Maybe I had been too self-centered, and hadn't realized that Dawn's declaration to have 'fun' wasn't just about giving me my freedom, but an indication that SHE wanted a little freedom herself.


"You're not ready to settle down yet, are you?" I asked finally.


Dawn frowned. "Settle down?"


"Marriage. Kids. All that. We're too young, right?"


"Ben, what are you getting at?"


I exhaled. "I feel like I've gone out and had a pretty wild and crazy life. I've dated around, I've been with other girls, and I've had some intense experiences. You've only dated two guys in your entire life, just like Megan. She broke up with Kaito because she felt like she hadn't experienced enough yet. She wasn't ready to think about living the rest of her life with only him."


"I'm not Megan," Dawn chuckled. "And I'm not worried about living the rest of my life with 'only' you. I love you. You're my soulmate. And someday, we WILL be married with kids and all that."


"Someday," I agreed. "But not now."


"What are you saying?"


"I'm saying that I don't want to be an impediment to you getting all the unique and varied experiences that you might want. I don't want us to ever break up because you feel like I'm trapping you, or restricting you from trying the things you really want to try. You know Daniel told me one of the reasons why he couldn't get married yet was because Elaine wouldn't let him skydive just once?"


"I don't want to go skydiving."


"But if you did ... I would want you to."


Dawn laughed. "It's like you think I have a problem with our current relationship; I don't. I'm happy."


"And I want to make sure you stay that way," I stated firmly. I took a deep breath and thought about my past failures. Megan, Cassidy, and Adrienne had broken up with me because I'd cheated on them. I'd resolved to never make that mistake again. But Adrienne had broken up with me the second time over the promise ring, and the leash it represented. Cadence Carmichael had dumped me because I'd gotten clingy and too serious for her. I didn't want to repeat those mistakes again.


"I lost Adrienne and Cadence because they felt like I was taking away their freedom," I said quietly, staring straight ahead the road. But then we came to a red light and I was able to stop the car and look over at Dawn. "I want you to know that you have every freedom you've given me. And I promise I'll stand by you no matter what."


Dawn didn't seem sure what to do with that, not speaking for a long while. Her eyes softened and she gave me a warm look. But then the light turned green and I had to return my attention to the road.


"Thank you," Dawn said, reaching over to put a hand on my thigh. And then even though we were cruising along at 50mph, she stretched her seatbelt enough to lean over and tenderly kiss my cheek. "I love you, Ben."


I smiled and reached a hand up to caress her face. "I love you, too."





"Good evening, Mrs. Kwan."


Megan's mom stood in the doorway and smiled up on me. "Ben! So good to see you!" She opened her arms to me for a hug, and I went over and leaned into it.


After patting my back, the older woman greeted Dawn as well and then commented, "You're early."


I shrugged. "I thought we could come and help set up. I don't want you and Mr. Kwan to be late for your party."


"Pssht. Everything is already taken care of." She dismissed me with a wave. But then her face turned grave. "Elaine has been here most of the day. I think the girls have been focused on setting up for this party so they wouldn't have to think about ... well..."


I nodded. "I know."


"It's very sad. Elaine is a really good girl, one of the best."


"She is."


"She needs something good in her life right now. I hope you and her other friends can really support her for the next few days, to give her what she needs."


"We will," I agreed, smiling a little awkwardly. I wasn't sure how to discuss this sort of thing with a friend's parent.


Mrs. Kwan then took a deep breath and waved us into the house. "Well, let me find my husband. And then we old people will get out of your way."





" ... and what's with the whole 'Ursher' thing? Doesn't Ludacris know how to pronounce Usher's name?" Cassidy splayed her right hand out to the side, palm up, with a look of complete perplexion across her pretty face. She mimed to do the same with her left hand, but caught herself at the last minute, lest she spill her Bacardi Silver bottle.


I chuckled and downed the last of my Smirnoff Ice Triple Black. After making a short gasp to re-fill my lungs with oxygen, I chuckled and shook my head. "Don't ask me."


"You want another one?" Elaine asked helpfully from the seat on the couch beside me.


"Uh, sure," I replied while nodding. Elaine took my empty bottle and got up, patting my shoulder as she headed for the kitchen.


"You'd better watch that one," Cassidy said quietly with a smirk from the chair to my left. She still had the bemused smile as she took another drink from her bottle.


"What one?" I asked, not understanding.


Cassidy's smirk only widened. "Seriously? You don't notice what Elaine's doing?"


I frowned and glanced in the direction of the kitchen. Just then, I heard the glass [clink] of the bottle being dropped into the recycling bin amongst other bottles and cans, even above the music floating through the room.


// Take that and rewind it back, Lil' Jon got the beat to make ya booty go (clap)



I returned to Cassidy and shook my head. "You're imagining things, Freckles. No way in hell. This is Elaine we're talking about."


"I'm telling you. That girl is buttering you up."


I shook my head. "I know flirting, and Elaine's not flirting. She's just being nice. She was always like that."


"If you say so. But the Elaine I remember wouldn't have ever touched you." Cassidy mimed patting her own shoulder.


I arched an eyebrow. "The shoulder pat? That wasn't anything."


"For Elaine it is."


"She's not sixteen anymore. We aren't kids getting all goofy around cooties."


"Believe what you want," Cassidy chuckled.


Just then, Elaine returned with two freshly-opened bottles, one for her and one for me. She put her hand on my shoulder again as she dropped down onto the seat beside me, sitting a little closer than she had before. And after handing me my bottle, she raised hers to 'toast'. "Cheers," she offered.


Without hesitation I clinked bottles with her and took a sip. But I was paying attention this time as I noticed Elaine's eyes were pretty intently focused on mine. The three of us chatted collectively for another ten minutes while I analyzed the situation. And by the end of those ten minutes, I had to agree with Cassidy: Elaine was actually flirting with me.


Where's my girlfriend at a moment like this? I wondered.


I scanned the room for a moment before spotting Dawn. She was over by the archway between the living room (my current location) and the TV room, where some of our friends were playing Xbox games. I thought I heard the sounds of Dead or Alive Ultimate. Kenny was one of the players, fighting Megan of all people. Meanwhile, my girlfriend was chatting up Kenny's date, Heidi.


That's right: Heidi. Sung's jaw had dropped when Kenny showed up with a stripper from Bliss. I don't think he was quite capable of NOT remembering what the busty blonde had looked like naked. But to his credit, he got his head screwed on straight pretty fast, and neither he nor I made any reference to Daniel's bachelor party. For all anyone else knew, Heidi was just a pretty bombshell that Kenny had brought to a New Year's Eve party. Dressed in normal clothes, she certainly looked the part.


The realization that Elaine was actually flirting with me – two days after Daniel left her at the altar – was quite unnerving. Looking for an escape, I kept my gaze on Dawn until she felt my attention. And after she looked over at me, I nodded and got up. "Excuse me ladies," I said to Cassidy and Elaine while I headed over to my girlfriend.


"What's up?" Dawn asked as I approached.


"I'm pretending that you called me over," I said a little nervously.


Dawn frowned, looking adorable even when puzzled.


"Nothing important," I sighed before smiling at Heidi in greeting. "Hi. I'm Ben," I said, offering my hand and pretending to meet her for the very first time.


"Hello again," Heidi replied warmly as she shook it and then head-nodded to Dawn. "She already knows."


"Ah." I shrugged. "I didn't know if you wanted to keep things on the down low."


Heidi smiled. "Thank you for the consideration. In general, it's probably a good idea. But you don't keep secrets from a girlfriend."


"Right," I agreed, wrapping an arm around Dawn and hugging her against my side.


"Sooo," Dawn began, leading us toward a more private corner. "Heidi was just telling me a very interesting story about Tuesday night."


I blushed slightly, feeling my ears warm. "Uh, I didn't do it," I stated quickly, feigning innocence.


The girls both laughed. And then Heidi picked up the conversation. "Sydney is my roommate."


My eyebrows popped immediately. "Really?"


"Mm-hmm. She was a dancer before we moved in together. She kind of got me into the business. It's good money."


"Okay," I nodded.


Heidi grinned. "And she had some very complimentary things to say about you."


I blushed again, glancing down at my feet. "Oh, I'm sure I didn't make that much of an impression. We only talked for a few minutes."


"Apparently a few minutes were all you needed," Heidi said dryly.


"No, no," Dawn interrupted. "You get this one started, you'd better hope your schedule is cleared for at least an hour. Two, if you don't want him to rush things."


Heidi giggled and flashed me a perfect smile.


"So how do you know Kenny?" I asked, changing the subject.


"That's a rather complicated story," Heidi said a little sadly, a shadow passing over her face.


I frowned, feeling bad. "I'm sorry."


"No, don't be," Heidi shook her head quickly. She glanced inside the TV room, checking out Kenny as he threw down his controller in victory and promptly posed by flexing his biceps.


"Boo-yah!" Kenny cheered.


"He's a dork," I commented.


"That he is," Heidi agreed, then looked over to me with a very warm smile. "But he's a sweet dork."


Just then, I felt a tap on my shoulder. All three of us turned to see that Elaine was standing just behind me, biting her lower lip a little nervously. "Ben? Uh..." she began before taking a deep breath to calm her own nerves. "Can I talk to you for a minute?"





My brain waged a war inside my head as Elaine led the way up the stairs. Little warning alarms were going off in my head that a pretty girl was going to initiate something sexual with me. But at the same time, my rational brain reminded me that this was Elaine, not some horny Tri-Delt, and that it was far more likely she wanted to pick my brain about what Daniel and I had discussed in the groom's room just before the wedding.


I just knew I was half-right. The question was: Which half?


Mentally paralyzed by this indecision, I simply followed her up the stairs in silence, not willing to venture a statement either way. My nervousness was amplified when we entered into Megan's bedroom and Elaine closed the door behind me. I worried that she was going to jump me or something, and had opened my mouth to raise a protest when my rational brain once again reminded me that a closed, private room could ALSO be used for a very sensitive conversation.


Perhaps I should have gone with my first instinct. Demure Elaine or not, she was still a young woman. And this particular young woman promptly threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around the back of my neck and shoving her tongue through my open lips.


I never even dreamed of kissing back. Tugging on her shoulders, I pulled the much smaller girl off me and held her at arms length. "Elaine! Elaine!" I stammered quickly.


"Kiss me!" she pleaded, throwing herself at me once again.


But I held firm with my hands against her shoulders, keeping her at bay. "Wait-wait-wait!"


"Bennn!" She whimpered. "Please!"


"What are you doing?"


"Don't you want me?" she complained. "Am I not sexy? Is that why Daniel left me?"


I took a deep breath. "Elaine. It's not about that. It-"


She cut me off by breaking into heaving sobs, streams of tears rolling down her cheeks. She threw herself at me again, this time diving her face at my chest. I didn't stop her, just catching her and holding the diminutive Japanese girl in my arms. And surrendering to instinct, I rocked back on my heels to support her weight, stroking her back and whispering soothing sounds to try and calm her down.


It took two minutes of uncontrolled bawling before she regained enough control to sniffle and moan, "Why did he leave me? Why didn't he want to marry me?"


I took a deep breath, certain that I couldn't answer that question in any way that would be meaningful. I started to come up with some lame response, but after a moment I remembered that a girl in Elaine's emotional state didn't need answers; she needed support. "I'm sorry," I said. "I do wish things could have been different."


"He told me he talked to you in the groom's room just before deciding to cancel the wedding. What did you talk about? Did YOU tell him to cancel it?"


"What? No. Of course not."


Elaine shook her head sadly, and then pushed her face into my chest again. The petite Asian girl sobbed in my arms for another few minutes, shuddering every so often and clutching herself to my shoulders. Eventually, she got her crying under control and I spotted a tissue box. Releasing her so that she could stand back on her heels, I darted over and retrieved the box, holding it out to her.


Still trembling, Elaine dabbed at her eyes and blew her nose, wadding up two tissues before dropping the box to the ground next to her. And then she turned and sat down on the edge of the bed, hanging her head, which also let her long, dark bangs swing forward and into her eyes.


Instinctively, I reached forward to brush her hair out of her face, feeling a strange sense of déjà vu. Perhaps it was because we were in Megan's bedroom, but I felt like I'd been in this same kind of situation before.


Elaine looked up at me as I brushed her bangs back and tucked them behind her ear, her dark eyes brilliant in their intensity. She blinked a few times as her irises went wider. Her chest heaved as she took a deep breath. And then she pounced again.


I saw the look in Elaine's eyes just before she tackled me again. I got my hands up and gripped her shoulders just in time, pulling her away from me. "Elaine! Elaine!"


"Bennn!" she whined. "Please? You're good at this. I KNOW you are. Can't you just do this for me? Make me feel good. Make me feel wanted."


"Elaine..." I sighed. "I'm not like that anymore."


"Please, Ben! Dawn, Megan, Cassidy, Abbie, Allie ... even Stephanie: I'm the only woman in this whole fucking house you haven't fucked!"


Well, not Heidi. But that wasn't the point. I took a deep breath and pushed Elaine away, spinning myself and walking away.


"Please," she wheedled, coming after me and grabbing my hand to turn me back around and face her. "Just fuck the motherfucking shit out of me and make this fucking pain go away. I'm not expecting miracles. Just give me one moment of bliss so I can stop thinking about this fucked-up situation for two fucking minutes!"


I winced. A part of me wanted to. After all: sex WAS my thing. It would be so easy. Tab A goes into Slot B and fireworks go off behind Elaine's eyes. Ecstatic pleasure drowns away her sorrows. She feels better. I get strange pussy. Everyone wins, right? And if I was capable of giving her just a few moments of happiness, shouldn't I? Wasn't it what she wanted?


But I couldn't. The thing with Chevelle taught me that I couldn't perform unless I was really in it, and I could feel the hesitation inside myself. "I can't," I said weakly.


"FUCK, Ben!" she shouted. "Why the fuck not?"


I'd already heard Elaine drop more F-bombs in the last ten seconds than in my entire life beforehand. That alone told me that this wasn't a situation between two rational adults. She was half out of her mind, and even if she DID want this, to do what she asked would be like taking advantage of a drunk girl. I reached down and grabbed her wrist, pulling her hand off me firmly but gently. "Elaine, no."


Hysterical or not, she read the seriousness in my eyes and in my voice. Her jaw started to quiver, and she turned away from me.


There. Was that so hard? I asked myself. I should never have let things even get that close. I should never have even considered doing what she had asked. It just wouldn't be right.


At least Elaine had been easier than turning down Eden and Emma. It was certainly easier than turning down Elyse. Heck, I'd turned down Emily Anderson in High School. It was a strange set of coincidences. I need to find a girl whose name starts with "E" that I don't have any hang-ups about before I develop a complex.


Man, my head was spinning. E-complexes? Whether Elaine needed support right now or not, it couldn't be coming from me. Right now, I was part of the problem, and I knew just the person she needed to talk to.


I went to the door, popping it open, ready to scour the house for Megan. But she was pretty easy to find. After all, Megan and Cassidy were standing just outside the door.


"Oh, you're here," I chirped in surprise.


Megan nodded, looking past me. "You didn't do anything stupid, did you?"


I rolled my eyes. "Of course not."


Megan gave me a curious look. "16-year-old Ben would have."


"Good thing I'm not him anymore."


Megan nodded and patted my shoulder. "Good thing." And then she pushed past me, going straight for Elaine.


Cassidy sidled up to me, glancing down before throwing me a wink while reaching her hand to my crotch. My erection was obvious, despite the constriction of my jeans. And she patted it with a smirk.


"I'm still a guy, Freckles," I said apologetically.


"But at least now you've got a brain to go with the big package." Cassidy shrugged, taking her hand off my bulge and then tapping my forehead. She sighed mournfully. "If only I'd met you NOW instead of then."


I bit my lip, not sure how to respond to that. But before I could say anything, Cassidy sighed again and went into the room. And she closed the door in my face.





I returned downstairs to see absolutely everyone present turn and gawk at me. My reputation preceded me, and my friends stared with a mixture of curiosity and outright disgust. Kenny walked up and none-too-quietly asked if Elaine had dragged me upstairs for a quickie.


"Dude, no. Nothing happened," I stated firmly, loud enough for everyone to hear.


Kenny stared into my eyes, looking for the telltale signs that I was making a pathetic attempt at lying. I think he believed my denial about as much as he believed that I hadn't fucked Sydney at the strip club.


The rest of the crew was more understanding when I explained that Elaine just wanted to ask me about the conversation I'd had with Daniel in the groom's room. I was still a horrible liar, but that part DID actually happen (even if only for a couple of seconds), and the truth of it was enough to get me by.


The looks of disgust disappeared, and we all tried to focus on having a good time for the rest of the evening. The Xbox was un-paused. More drinks were poured. And I found Dawn to help her continue to get to know my friends.


Elaine put herself back together before the ball dropped (well, dropped on TV. It had already dropped nearly three hours earlier in New York). She, Megan, and Cassidy came back downstairs about thirty minutes before midnight, with Elaine having put on fresh makeup. And as things went into the final countdown, we all assembled in the TV room to toast the New Year.


Every available chair was taken, with others standing and still more seated on the floor. In unison, we chanted, "10... 9... 8... 7... 6... 5... 4... 3... 2... 1 ... Happy New Year!" And there were kisses all around.


Dawn got the 12:00.01 volcanic lip-lock, of course. Elaine and Megan both got chaste kisses on the cheek. Cassidy turned her head at the last second and stole one from my lips, her eyebrows dancing.


About ten minutes later, the party began to break up as guests took their leave. The Sanders twins and their boyfriends were the first to go, Kenny chiding the girls that it was past their bedtime. Sung and his girlfriend went next. And then Kenny and Heidi got their things, preparing to leave.


Dawn pulled me aside, turning me so that I could watch as Heidi crouched down next to the sofa, retrieving her purse from beneath the end table. The beautiful blonde was bent forward enough so that I could see her butterfly tattoo at the base of her spine. And my girlfriend leaned into my ear, whispering, "She invited us to her place tonight."


I blinked in surprise, turning to gawk at my girlfriend. "Excuse me?"


Dawn smirked, and then held up a familiar twenty dollar bill, folded so that I could see the name and phone number scrawled across it. "More to the point: Heidi's roommate wants us to visit."


My jaw dropped.


"We were exchanging phone numbers a minute ago when she got a text message," Dawn explained. "Apparently Heidi had texted Sydney that she was here with you and me. And Sydney texted back with: OMG, bring him home 2NITE!!!"


My mind immediately began percolating with the possibilities.


Dawn's smirk widened to a full-on grin. "C'mon, babe. Remember 'fun'? Besides, I've been hot and horny for a redhead, and Cassidy is out of the question. So whaddaya say?"


This was going to be interesting.


Kenny drove Heidi back to her apartment with Dawn and me following. There were introductions around upon arrival, and Sydney rather obviously evaluated Dawn up and down before smiling in satisfaction. The five of us made flirtatious small talk for a couple of minutes before Heidi declared that she was horny and led Kenny by the hand into her bedroom.


The instant Heidi's bedroom door closed, Sydney got up off her spot on the couch and approached me. The saucy redhead had apparently been thinking about this for the past three nights. She was dressed in the exact same black cocktail dress she'd worn at the club, and I got the impression she'd put it on within the last twenty minutes just for me.


I took that cue to mean that she wanted me to finish what we'd started that night. After slouching a bit in my seat and opening my arms, I looked up at her and stated confidently, "I want that lapdance now."


"Shouldn't we take this into my room?" she asked.


I grinned and glanced at Heidi's bedroom door. "I'm sure those two lovers will be occupied for a little while."


With no cameras or burly bouncers to interrupt, Sydney went into her routine. Dawn even got up and turned off the main room lights, leaving us in the semi-dark living room with the only illumination coming from the hallway and a single table lamp in the corner.


Eventually, the busty stripper straddled my lap, stripping the wispy little dress down to her waist and then cupping her supple Double-D breasts together. She fed her nipples to my lips and ground her soaking wet crotch against my crotch. From the feel of things, she wasn't wearing any panties and her mound was shaven bare. And that's when I took over.


Without warning, I flipped her over so that she was facedown across her couch. Sydney was not a small girl, fully as tall as Dawn and with an even more voluptuous figure. But despite her initial struggles, I clamped a hand over her mouth and pinned her down with a knee to the small of her back. Holding her there, I leaned down and growled about how I was going to use and abuse her body. And then I shoved my fingers beneath the hem of her dress, confirming that she was without panties, and simply stroked her already hyper-sensitive clit to a quick climax in two minutes flat.


Sydney had told me that she didn't kiss customers. But I wasn't a customer now, and she didn't resist when I flipped her onto her back and shoved my tongue down her throat. She growled and pawed at the back of my head. And that's when Dawn couldn't resist joining in.


Sydney was still kissing me when Dawn wrapped her lips around the redhead's prominent love button. Her eyes bugged out as she felt Dawn's tongue snake into her pussy, and she practically inhaled my tongue.


Two minutes after that, Sydney shrieked at the unexpected intrusion of my cock into her cunt from behind. Her orgasmic scream was loud enough to wake the neighbors.


The Big Ben AND Dawn experience had just begun.





"Motherfucking-shit-shit-shit-MMPH!"


Sydney's curse-laden invective was cut off when Dawn unceremoniously dropped her crotch over the redhead's face. Squatting upright, my girlfriend's blue eyes glittered in the dim lighting as she smiled and reclined her head back, focusing inward on the tongue spearing deep into her vaginal canal.


Sydney's body draped lengthwise across the couch, her ass up on the relatively low, padded armrest and her ankles crossed behind my neck. Dawn was at the far end facing me while I stood next to the couch, rhythmically pounding my prick into Sydney's well-oiled cunt while palming those big Double-D mounds as handholds. Without missing a metronomic beat, I released the redhead's tits and flipped my hands to cup Dawn's breasts instead. And my girlfriend smiled as she leaned forward to let me really squeeze her swaying mounds.


"C'mere, babe," Dawn beckoned to me, puckering her lips.


I grinned and leaned forward, sealing my mouth over Dawn's for one of our explosive volcanic kisses. She wriggled her hips over Sydney's face as if she were riding an unstable medicine ball. And I continued pumping myself through the poor girl's snug pussy at a pace perfectly suited for my own pleasure. Together, we used and abused the redhead. Not that Sydney minded.


Already Sydney had come to four screaming orgasms: the first one on my fingers, the second on Dawn's tongue, and the third and fourth both while my thick man meat filled up her cunt. We'd only been going for twenty minutes or so, but she'd experienced a full night's worth of pleasure. And I found that it was time to blow my first load.


Breaking my liplock with Dawn, I planted my hands on the armrest to either side of Sydney's supine body. I focused my energy on my ab muscles, ramping up the speed of my powerful thrusts so that every impact jarred the redhead's body with an audible smacking sound.


Dawn dismounted Sydney's face, leaving a fine sheen of wet honey all over the redhead's cheeks, mouth, and chin. That left me plenty of room to bend down and fasten my lips to Sydney's neck, sucking forcefully to leave my mark on her. At the same time, Dawn was using what I'd taught her about unconventional erogenous zones, tickling Sydney's ribs along with the more obvious sensitive spots like the busty redhead's erect nipples.


"The fuck are you two doing to me?" Sydney groaned, her electric blue eyes sparkling as she stared into the heavens. "Oh, shit! Motherfucking-shit!"


I grinned as I saw the telltale tension in the redhead's neck. Speeding up even faster, I pummeled the poor girl's pussy at a breakneck pace, slamming my thick meat into her over and over and over again. Dawn pinched down on Sydney's right nipple while she simultaneously popped a finger into the girl's anus. And I clamped my hand over the redhead's nose and mouth both, stopping her from receiving any oxygen.


"Nighty-night," I chuckled. And then I let myself go, spewing like a fire house into the busty stripper's cunt while her body jerked and twitched in spastic convulsions.


She was unconscious even before her body stopped quivering.


I stood there for a minute or so, tightening my kegels to squeeze out the last few drops of spunk into Sydney's tight snatch. Dawn giggled and looked over at me with a proud smile. And I paused for an extra moment to rub one of Sydney's big, beautiful boobs.


"Holy shit," Heidi gasped from behind me. I turned to see that she and Kenny had emerged at some point. And when I pulled out and backed away, the curly blonde moved forward and knelt beside the couch, checking to make sure her roommate was still breathing.


Sydney was obviously okay. Her naked tits rose and fell with each deep breath. And there was a silly grin plastered across her sleeping face, a trickle of drool leaking out the corner of her mouth.


"Excuse me," Dawn said apologetically, pointing at the redhead's glistening pussy. "My man left me a present in there."


Blinking, Heidi nodded and backed away, giving Dawn room to kneel next to the armrest, hoist one of Sydney's legs over her shoulder, and begin noisily slurping out my cum.


"Shit, man..." Kenny drawled.


I stood up and shrugged, oblivious to my nudity. Technically, Kenny had already seen me anyway. We'd had the foursome with the Sanders twins once before. "What are you guys doing out here? It's only been twenty minutes. You're not done already, are you?"


"Uh ... not exactly..." he said, distracted by watching my fully naked girlfriend eating the creampie I'd left inside the equally naked redhead. Kenny himself was wearing his jeans, and Heidi wore an Usher concert T-shirt. "We were kinda in the middle of things when Heidi heard Sydney suddenly go quiet. She got worried and wanted to come out here."


Just then, Sydney started to stir awake. She moaned at first, tightening her thighs around Dawn's head while my girlfriend continued to eat her out. Her blue eyes then fluttered open, blinking a few times before she was able to focus on Heidi standing above her.


"Oh, fuuuck," Sydney moaned, pushing Dawn's face even closer. Her eyes continued to flutter, and she seemed on the verge of cumming again. About thirty seconds later, she did, tensing up and squeaking beautifully. Her back arched up off the couch and she held that position for close to a minute. And when she finally collapsed back down, she had an expression of perfect serenity. With blue eyes wide open, she stared right at her roommate and said, "Fuck ... That was the most motherfucking-wonderful thing that's ever happened to me."


Heidi then turned around, staring straight at me with intense brown eyes. Her curly blonde hair hung in ringlets down to her shoulders and spilled over the T-shirt. And even though the material was thick cotton, her rock-hard nipples quite obviously still poked through. "Can you two do that to me?" she asked, her throat sounding raw.


My eyebrows rose, and I quickly looked at Kenny. I didn't know the exact nature of my buddy's relationship with this girl, but I understood there might be some jealousy.


"It's her call, man," Kenny shrugged. "We're not exclusive or anything."


"Please?" Heidi asked in a cute voice, already quivering in anticipation.


Like a shadow, Dawn rose up behind Heidi and slid her hands around the curly blonde's thigh and shoulder, startling her. My girlfriend locked eyes with me, a predatory grin on her face. And dipping her lips to Heidi's ear, she purred, "We're going to rock your world."





"Ungh ... ungh... yesss..." Dawn hissed as she quivered in orgasm. My gorgeous girlfriend let her head fall down against the backrest as she pressed Heidi's face a little deeper into her neatly-trimmed muff. And when the climactic moment had passed, her entire body sunk limply into the couch cushions as a deeply satisfied smirk spread across her face.


Taking that as my cue, I reached forward and palmed Heidi's tits from behind, speeding up my thrusts into her juicing snatch doggy-style. The blonde stripper hung her head down, letting her whole body sway back and forth with each pistoning lunge. And soon she gritted her teeth and groaned her umpteenth orgasm. "Oh, fucking gawwwwwwwd..."


I felt her cuntal muscles rhythmically clamp around my invading rod as she climaxed, spasms of inner bliss that massaged me like a third hand. It was gloriously pleasurable, but still I held my orgasm at bay. And when the poor girl came down from her high, she seemed astonished to find that she was still being fucked.


"No more ... No more..." Heidi pleaded. The busty blonde's entire body was soaked in sweat. She wobbled uneasily on the floor, with all four limbs threatening to buckle. Indeed, if I didn't have my cock holding up her cunt from behind, I think she would have already collapsed.


"Just one more," Dawn laughed happily and then glanced over to the equally sweaty girl sitting beside her. "Want another turn?"


Panting softly, Sydney shook her head in the negative. The redhead was completely exhausted by this point. So with a shrug, Dawn raised her heels up onto the couch cushions, idly stirring the fluids in her own pussy while watching me ravage the busty blonde.


In the last ninety minutes or so, the five of us had fucked in a variety of combinations. We'd started with Dawn and me double-teaming Heidi to a series of screaming orgasms while Sydney got Kenny worked up to a new erection and then mounted him. We rotated around a bit as well, with my favorite being Kenny and me doggy-fucking Heidi and Sydney side-by-side, switching girls every few minutes or so while Dawn similarly went back and forth to suck tits, finger clits, and park her own pussy in front of a hot stripper's tongue.


It was after 2am, and everyone was pretty exhausted, even me. I'd cum three times tonight: the first in Sydney, the second in Heidi, and the third over both girls' faces. I figured this fourth would be my last, and I had yet to actually knock Heidi unconscious.


No worries. I'd long ago figured out Heidi's trigger points, and I had easy access to them as I fucked her from behind. One, two, and three ... touchdown. Heidi's eyes rolled up into her head while I jettisoned my final load of cream into her twitching body. And when I was done spunking her, I caught her collapsing body by holding up her tits, lowering her gently to the floor before gingerly extracting my deflating cock from her cunt.


"Whoa, dude," Kenny marveled.


"Is THAT what I looked like?" Sydney exclaimed in awe.


I glanced down at the slumbering blonde, a beatific smile of utterly rapturous peace on her face. I shrugged, and Dawn replied for me, "Pretty much."


"Wow..." Sydney breathed. And then she flopped against the couch's backrest, completely worn out for the night.


But Dawn leaned forward, her blue eyes glittering. "Okay," she began, an electric energy in her limbs. "My turn."


"Your turn?" I asked, arching an eyebrow. I was pretty wiped out.


Dawn pouted. "Two hours, babe. We've been going for two hours and I've barely felt a dick inside me this entire time."


I frowned. I'd certainly fucked my girlfriend in our partner swapping, including one quite memorable position as I stood behind the couch to pump her pussy while Dawn slumped over the backrest with her legs in the air, the back of her head and shoulders on the couch cushions while Sydney squatted on her face.


But that wasn't enough for her. Taking a deep breath, Dawn stared quite seriously into my eyes and stated in a husky voice, "I want you and Kenny to fuck me at the same time."


My eyebrows popped. Throughout our entire "new" relationship, Dawn had never once showed any inclination to have sex with another man. If anything, she'd gone out of her way to ensure that I was the only male present for our sex games. She'd immediately turned down Tito at Chevelle's place in September. And we'd hunted girls like the Tri-Delts and Chi Omegas without a single indication that she'd want to bring a guy home as well. Heck, in October she'd even explicitly stated that she no longer had any curiosities about fucking other guys, knowing that there was no other male on the planet who could make her feel the way I did.


And yet here she was, telling me she wanted Kenny. I liked my old high school friend, and fair was fair since I'd nailed his girlfriend (or whatever Heidi was to him). But could I really watch my Dawn sleep with him?


My girlfriend read the hesitation in my eyes. So did Kenny. I knew he had to be terribly excited at the prospect of boning the supremely gorgeous blonde, but he raised his hands and said, "I'm flattered. But I'm seriously done for the night."


"You let me worry about that," Dawn stated with a seductive purr in her voice that sent lightning bolts up my spine, and I'm sure Kenny's as well. Returning her attention to me, she then got up off the couch, took my hand, and led me away from the others. We didn't move out of sight but just into the adjacent kitchen. And in a quiet voice so that she couldn't be heard, she whispered, "Please. I want this."


"Why him?"


Dawn shook her head. "This has nothing to do with him. I have no misconceptions that Kenny would be even half the lover you are. But I told you: I've barely felt a dick inside me for the last two hours; now I want two. This isn't about me wanting any particular man. I just want to feel two dicks being shoved inside my body. I want to feel stuffed full of man meat – live, throbbing cock – not just you and a girl's strap-on."


I heard what she was asking, but I still hesitated. It was one thing to know that Dawn was fucking other guys when she wasn't my girlfriend. It was quite another to know that she was mine, and to consider sharing her. Perhaps I was being selfish, having fucked a dozen other women since we'd gotten together. But then again, Dawn had fucked those same women, so we were all even, weren't we?


"Please..." Dawn whispered, holding my sides and looking up at me with soft blue eyes that nevertheless crackled with intense electricity. "You said you wanted to give me my freedom."


I still felt tension in my throat, preventing me from speaking. But whether I really liked it or not, Dawn was right. I HAD promised her freedom. I'd spoken the words, and now it was time to put my money where my mouth was. I might be uncomfortable with the concept right now, but I was convinced that this was best for the long run.


"Please?"


Even though I couldn't bring myself to say the words, I nodded my head affirmative. I had to let her skydive.





Lubed up and rock hard, I held my dick straight out like an anti-air missile, keeping it steady for Dawn's approach. With her hands on my knees, she slowly backed herself onto me, pausing as my thick mushroom head first began to stretch out her slippery anus.


"Unnnnnnnghhh," Dawn hung her head and groaned as she backed herself up a couple of inches. I switched my hands to holding her hips steady. And after another minute, my girlfriend dropped her full weight onto my lap, breathing shallowly while absorbing the sensations of having nearly eight inches of cock imbedded in her colon.


From behind, I gently kissed the back of her neck.


From her left side, Sydney kissed her cheek.


From her right side, Heidi caressed her breast.


And from in front, Kenny bent his knees and pushed his re-hardened cock into my girlfriend's soaking wet snatch.


Strangely, I didn't feel any more apprehension. Sure, I'd felt a twinge of pain in my heart when Dawn first knelt in front of my high school buddy, taking his limp dick in her fingers and lowering her head to slurp him into her mouth. But the longer she bobbed her head up and down in his lap, gradually pulling farther and farther away as his prick elongated, I started to get used to the idea. This wasn't about love or loyalty or devotion. This was just sex. This was a fantasy that my girlfriend wanted to come true. And I could do that for her.


It didn't hurt that I had TWO mouths doing the same to me. Sydney was kissing her way up the left side of my cock while a re-awakened Heidi did the same from the right. Their lips met at the top, and the two achingly beautiful young women exchanged a sloppy, pre-cum filled kiss with my mushroom head between them. Despite having cum four times tonight, I'd managed the miracle fifth erection. And shortly after, the girls lubed me up and then got out of the way.


Still, the twinge of pain in my heart flared up again when Kenny groaned, feeling the blissful ecstasy of being inside Dawn's heavenly pussy. But Dawn moaned as well, letting her weight fall back against my chest. I reached my hands up to cup her breasts, massaging her pleasure points and thumbing her nipples while she tilted her head to the side and let me nibble on the side of her neck. I focused on the joyous note of satisfaction in my soulmate's voice, which strengthened my resolve to give her every freedom she desired.


When we finally got married, I knew that Dawn would have absolutely zero reasons to regret not trying something she wished she would have tried. When we finally got married, it would truly be forever.


The rest of the fuck went by in a blur. With the number of previous ejaculations we'd both already gone through, I knew Kenny and I would both last for a practical eternity. I didn't worry about my orgasm, instead focusing on the intense emotions roiling through my brain along with the exquisite pleasures spreading all over my body. The thrill of buggering a beautiful girl's asshole, and Dawn's specifically, set my spine on fire. The supple texture and weight of her breasts in my hands only added to the sensation of her anal chute clamping around my cock. Every thrust from Kenny on the opposite side pushed her ass down even deeper onto my prick, and every retraction he made allowed the couch's natural springiness to push her back up.


"So full..." Dawn groaned.


"So tight..." Kenny moaned.


"Fuck my holes..."


"Fuck-fuck..."


"Yes, yes, yes!"


"Ungh, ungh, ungh!"


My nostrils were filled with the scents of Dawn's arousal and the sweat of her back. My cock was squeezed from all sides by her anal muscles, stronger than anything in her pussy. And I even found my head being turned to the side, Sydney moaning, "Fuck this is hot!" before sealing her mouth over mine in an ecstatic open-mouthed kiss.


"Fuck yeah!" Heidi crowed as she joined in as well, kissing Dawn before standing up atop the couch cushions and leaning forward to shove her crotch into my girlfriend's face.


"Mmph!" Dawn moaned, grabbing the other blonde's ass and digging her nails into it as she frantically ate out Heidi's snatch.


"Fuck-fuck," Kenny grunted as he sped up his thrusts, holding Dawn's hips for guidance while taking a bite out of Heidi's naked buttcheeks.


"Me, too!" Sydney whimpered, looking for somewhere to join in before grabbing my hand and shoving three fingers into her cunt. At the same time, she ducked her head in under Heidi's belly and sucked at Dawn's heaving tits.


Together, the five of us rocked the entire three-person sofa down to its supports. Kenny was slam-fucking Dawn, spreading her knees to the sides as he used every last ounce of his energy to really ram his cock as deep as possible into her body. Heidi was bucking her hips back and forth, threatening to snap Dawn's neck with her urgent undulations. And despite squeaking out one very small climax on my fingers, Sydney just couldn't handle being left out anymore as she broke away, grabbed Kenny's shoulders, and physically yanked him out of my girlfriend's pussy.


"Wha-?" Kenny gasped as his cock left the roiling inferno of Dawn's cunt and was exposed to the cooler winter air. But he had no time to say anything further as Sydney dropped him flat on his back and then quickly mounted his dick, riding him like a spastic cowgirl and shoving her big Double-D tits in his face.


"No!" Dawn screeched, in anguish over the sudden loss of fullness. She grabbed Heidi's hips and moved the blonde aside, digging her heels down to lift herself off my dick and off the couch. And then she promptly shoved poor Sydney aside and took the redhead's place by dropping her juicing cunt down onto Kenny's pole.


"BEN!" Dawn screamed, her voice filled with need. I was quickly off the couch, and she stopped her frantic humping the moment I grabbed her hips. She held still just long enough for me to ram my cock through her distended anus. And then it was my turn to drive as my rapid pumping motions in Dawn's ass pushed her pussy up and down Kenny's rod.


"Motherfucking-FUCK!" Sydney yelled as she scrambled back to her feet. But rather than fight for Dawn's position, she simply spun back and dropped to her knees over Kenny's face. My buddy quickly reached up to hold her hips as he speared his tongue upward into the redhead's snatch. And as if to make it up to her, Dawn leaned forward, french kissing Sydney madly while reaching out and squeezing the busty redhead's big tits.


That meant that Heidi was now left out. But she was a little more calm, having managed one fantastic orgasm on Dawn's mouth while we'd still been on the couch. Still, she came to me, taking my head in her hands while I continued pumping in and out of Dawn's ass. We kissed hotly and wetly while I raised my own hands to fondle her boobs and cup her buttcheeks.


With every mouth occupied either by another mouth or a wet pussy, there were no further words. Instead, a cacophony of sexual slapping noises mixed with moans and grunts. But then one-by-one, we each hit a final sexual peak and pulled our mouths away to announce it.


Sydney was the closest to the edge, throwing her head back as the orgasm detonated and howling her pleasure to the moon with the now familiar curse-laden invectives. "FUUUUUCK!" she screamed. "MOTHER-SHITTY-FUCKING-FUCK!"


Her voice died out after thirty seconds or so, and she collapsed straight back, falling to the floor with an audible [thump].


Heidi was next, triggered by my nimble fingers as I went after her erogenous zones, the coup de grâce being when I slipped a finger into her ass and managed four more in her pussy while I bit down on her neck. She squealed in a muffled, "Eeep!" And then she fell to floor as well, twitching from the mild aftershocks.


And then Mount Dawn began to erupt. Her mouth free of Sydney's, my girlfriend bellowed her approach, screaming, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'M CUMMING!"


Kenny and I both certainly felt the earthquakes, her cuntal and anal muscles going into erratic spasms that felt unholy in their pleasure as our dicks sawed in and out of both her holes. When she finally blew her top, screaming, "CUMMING!!!" while her body gave two powerful jerks, those inner muscles set off Kenny and me as well. And as her entire being trembled in orgasmic ecstasy, she also felt two fireballs of hot, wet lava exploding through her tubes.


"Fuck!" Kenny groaned as he released all his pent up pleasure, dropping his head back onto the floor and closing his eyes as he spewed out every drop of fluid remaining in his body.


"Nnn-gahh!" I gasped as I too fired away, wad after wad flying out of my body and into Dawn's.


We then collapsed. My body landed atop Dawn's, which landed atop Kenny's. My poor buddy was crushed beneath a gorgeous blonde, with his dick slowly deflating inside her saturated snatch and her big tits pressed up against his cheeks. Even though my weight on top of hers pressed her even tighter against him, I'm sure he wouldn't have it any other way.


And neither would Dawn. Eventually, we rolled off poor Kenny and gave him the chance to breathe. Naked, sweaty, and dribbling cum out of both of her abused holes, my girlfriend had the silliest grin on her face as she rolled over to me and lay her head down on my chest. "I love you, Ben," she sighed happily, although her voice was the definition of exhaustion.


Cinching my arm more tightly around her body, I hugged my girlfriend to my side and picked my head up enough to kiss her forehead. "I love you, too."


Chapter 8: Theories of Self-Interest


-- JANUARY 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"You're kidding." I think I felt my jaw hit the ground.


Dawn chuckled, covering her mouth with a hand while her eyes twinkled. "After all that?"


Bert just shrugged. "Chevelle dropped the program. If it's any consolation, I went up and asked her point-blank if it had anything to do with you. She said it wasn't. She'd just decided for herself that Business wasn't her career path."


I rubbed my forehead. Dawn was right. After all THAT. I could have saved myself a lot of angst and just not slept with her. Then again, having the disappointment with Chevelle had made my resolve to NOT sleep with Eden and Emma (and Elaine) that much stronger, which was a good thing. So there was a silver lining in all this. "At least she finished the semester and got her credits," I sighed.


"There's that," Dawn agreed.


"So where does this leave the team?" Kim asked quietly.


Taking a deep breath, I thought about that for a moment and shrugged. "There are two other teams with only five people. With student attrition besides Chevelle, I'm sure there will be a couple more. My guess is that Professor Ice leaves us at five."


My three other roommates/teammates nodded their understanding.


Just then, Sasha jogged up to us, a concerned look on her face. "Hey, did you guys hear about Chevelle?"


I nodded, and then waved to the lecture hall door where Professor Isakova's second semester class awaited. "Life goes on."





As it turned out, getting Chevelle to finish the semester wasn't the only good thing to come out of our "failed" sexual encounter. The self-styled hippie wasn't exactly known for being able to keep her mouth shut. And she apparently ran in a circle of friends that was intimately connected to the campus rumor mill. It was probably how she'd found out so quickly after Dawn and I seduced the Chi Omegas back in November.


The point is: Chevelle's pronouncement that my bedroom prowess was all hype had hit the streets the day after our encounter back in December. With several weeks to expand and grow, even with the population depressed over Winter Break, the notion that "Big Ben" wasn't an infallible sex god had spread like a virus. Sure, there were a couple of voices of dissent, mostly from Tri-Delts who had already experienced the real thing. But the damage to my reputation had already been done.


The end result: Like flash mobs, LiveSTRONG wristbands, and the Atkins Diet, my surge in popularity had peaked and was falling into decline.


Thank GAWD.


Don't get me wrong: I'd enjoyed the attention. A million guys on the planet would KILL to have been in my shoes, having scores of hot college co-eds approaching him with the intent of ultimately having sex. But at the same time, "Big Ben" wasn't who I really was. There was more to me than just the sex god, and it would be nice to live out the rest of my Cal Berkeley career without all the distractions.


Besides, as the girls were fond of saying: I had a "harem" waiting for me at home.


Or so I thought.


Dawn and I returned home at the end of our academic day, turning off the sidewalk and heading up the front porch steps. It had been quite the grind getting back into the groove of classes and lectures, and I felt like some good old-fashioned therapy, Ben-style. "You want to make some pasta for dinner? Load up on carbs?" I suggested. "Then we can grab our little sisters and have a mini-party in our bedroom. It's been a few weeks since we got to play around with DJ."


Dawn smiled initially, but then immediately winced. "Uh, about that."


"What?" I asked, already opening the front door.


"Well, I was supposed to warn you. DJ was telling me this morning that-"


"Hi, guys," DJ's voice greeted us from within the house.


I turned my head around, looking into the living room with an easy smile on my face. But that smile dropped as my eyebrows popped in surprise. DJ and Brooke were sitting in the living room, not unusual but not that common either since our little sisters usually hung out at Vivian Wang's place in the afternoon. Even less common was the presence of two young men, each seated beside a little sister.


Brooke stood up first, then glared down and kicked the shin of the guy beside her. Blushing, he stood up as well. DJ and her guy stood up seconds later. Brooke explained, "Sorry. Didn't mean to surprise you or anything. Deej and I thought we should probably introduce the boyfriends."


"Boyfriends?" I asked, still surprised. Immediately, big brother protectiveness washed away any sense of arousal, and I felt my spine tense up. Dawn's hand was immediately at my lower back, stroking soothingly. Somehow she just knew to start calming me down. I angled a look to Brooke, clearly asking with my eyes, 'What about Andrew?' But I didn't dare voice the question since I didn't know if Brooke's new beau knew about her Oregon boyfriend.


Brooke smiled. "You're probably wondering about Andrew. We talked over the break and agreed to see other people. This is Joel," she introduced. "Joel, this is my big brother Ben."


"Pleased to meet you," Joel said politely while stepping forward to shake my hand. The instant he spoke, I relaxed my guard. There was something about the tone of his voice, the firmness of his handshake, and the look of his eyes that put me at ease. Joel wasn't a charmer or a player of any type. If anything, he seemed very much like Andrew in that he was a truly nice kid who would probably let Brooke manipulate the hell out of him.


"You, too," I replied. "Just be careful around my little sis. She's got a vicious temper."


"Bennn..." Brooke whined.


"And so do I. You hurt her, and I'll very gently rip your head off."


"BEN!" Brooke complained again.


I grinned. Whether I thought he was harmless or not, it couldn't hurt to put a little fear into the boy.


"Dawn, this is Josh," DJ introduced on the other side. "Josh, this is Dawn."


My girlfriend grinned at her little sister. "Kinda knew you wouldn't stay single for long."


DJ blushed and glanced down.


"Keep her out of trouble, will ya?" Dawn asked Josh while they shook hands.


"Of course," Josh replied, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes belying his words. He gave off the air of being a little cockier than Joel, a little surer of himself, and I got the impression he would rather get DJ into trouble than out of it. But then that fit, since DJ needed a guy who could keep up with her.


"DJ's like a little sister to me," I added. "You hurt her, and I'll very violently rip your head off."


"BEN!" DJ groaned.


Dawn and I both chuckled.


"Anyways," Brooke said, sliding her hands into Joel's. "We're meeting up at Vivian's place. We'll see you guys later?"


"Pasta for dinner tonight," Dawn stated, glancing at me with a little wink. "It's a school night and I want you girls coming home."


Brooke sighed but nodded.


DJ, on the other hand, flashed me a pixie wink of her own. "Yeah, yeah. We'll see you for dinner."


And after dinner, I thought, my mind returning back to that mini-party idea. I hope Josh didn't catch the rather wolfish look I gave DJ right then.





I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into DJ's ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy. My girlfriend's little sister tilted her head back so far that she was looking upside-down at the headboard, screaming her orgasm for all to hear. And her calves clamped down around the back of my neck, pulling hard enough that I was worried she'd pop my freakin' head off.


"Unnngh! Oh, Brooke!" Dawn screeched next to me, howling until she pushed her face into the pillow in front of her, muffling her orgasmic sounds.


"Whew," Brooke sighed, sliding out of Dawn's ass and then sitting down on her heels, looking quite odd with the penis-shaped strap-on dildo buckled around her waist.


A faint buzzing sound continued. And while DJ and Dawn both groaned in post-orgasmic shock, Brooke picked her head up and mumbled, "Oops." She then reached forward, sliding the buzzing vibrator out of Dawn's saturated pussy. Only then did my girlfriend let her legs collapse as she fell face down on the mattress.


"Mmm ... Way to start the New Year. Welcome back, guys," DJ hummed, rubbing my shoulders.


"Good to be back," I said tiredly. DJ and I exchanged little kisses before I did a push up and finally withdrew myself from her body.


Brooke unbuckled herself from the harness and then retrieved some baby wipes to clean up Dawn. And the four of us lounged on the big King-sized bed, oblivious to each other's nudity.


"So ... boyfriends, huh?" I asked with raised eyebrows. "Thought you were going to lay off boys for a while."


"It's BEEN a while," DJ shrugged. "But I think I've adjusted to college life and the whole study/sleep balance thing. And I've missed having a boyfriend. Don't get me wrong: having you home is great and all. But that's just sex. Josh really took the time to romance me, especially in the last couple of weeks over Winter Break."


"Hey-hey, no need to defend yourself. I'm happy for you." I held up my hands. "But don't you think your boyfriend might mind what we just did?"


DJ snorted. "You're Ben. You don't count."


"Not sure Josh would agree."


"Then don't tell him," DJ smirked. There was a naughty twinkle in her eyes as she looked at me.


"How 'bout you?" I asked, looking over to Brooke. "What happened with Andrew?"


Brooke shrugged. "It just sucked trying to be long-distance and all. He's got a cute girl who's been coming onto him, and Joel has been crushing on me for months. We got to talking during Christmas and just decided to let things go. These school-relationships are casual. I'm sure Andrew and I will be the same as always come summer camp, just like you and Dawn."


I raised my eyebrows and met Dawn's eyes. Both of us were thinking the same thing. I started by saying, "Uh, just so you're fairly warned..."


" ... Things weren't always smooth sailing for us," Dawn finished.


Brooke laughed. "Oh, I know. And yet here you are."


Dawn extended her hand out to mine, and I squeezed it tenderly. "Yes. Here we are."





"How many of you have seen A Beautiful Mind?" Professor Isakova asked from the podium.


Hands went up all over the room.


"For those of you that haven't, this won't give away too much of the story. For those of you that have, let me refresh your memory." Professor Isakova lowered the screen. Turning off the lights, she hit play and we were treated to a short clip from the movie, in which Russell Crowe's John Nash finds himself in a bar with his friends while they check out a pack of young women.


Everyone's eyes are drawn to the hot blonde (including mine), but Nash figures out that if all the guys go for the blonde, they'll get in each other's way and ultimately go home alone. However, if the guys cooperate and go for the other girls, no one gets the blonde, but they all can win by hooking up with someone else.


When Viktoriya stopped the DVD and turned the lights back on, I quickly pointed out, "You know that has nothing to do with Nash's actual theory."


"Of course I do." She smirked at me. "And no cheating since we covered this during your internship."


I blushed and glanced to my left at Kim. She mimed zipping her lip.


The Professor Ice façade back on, Viktoriya returned her attention to the classroom at large. "Still, the movie illustrates a very basic point about economics: self-interest. More to the point, self-centeredness."


The moment she said the word "self-centered", something stirred in the back of my memory.


"At the heart of business is the idea of competition," Professor Isakova continued. "Company A wants to make money off of customer X. Company B also wants to make money off customer X. But customer X only has so much money, so Companies A and B must compete for it, no?"


The class more or less nodded. A couple of students raised their hands with their own ideas.


"But let's say Companies A and B can't BOTH have Nash's blonde," the Professor continued. "What do they do? Do they both aggressively pursue the blonde, potentially undercutting each other to the point where they both lose? Or do they perhaps cooperate, such that they get other targets, without interfering with the other's pursuit, so that they both win?"


"Isn't that an Antitrust violation?" a guy in the back queried.


"Well, yes, in certain forms. But that's an extra wrinkle I'll get to later."


"They do both, depending on the situation," Sasha answered the Professor's question. "If the situation is truly like Nash's bar, then they'll most likely choose cooperation."


Professor Ice gave her a curious look. "But why? What if Company A really wants the blonde? She's tall, beautiful, with a body to die for. Could a company really give her up?"


Bert snorted, "If the company has no clear advantage to win, then probably yes. If our Company A is a heterosexual male that wants to get laid, then I think he'd value getting laid with someone, even if it's not the blonde, over striking out with the blonde. Just like in the movie."


"We talking about girls or customers?" Dawn laughed.


"Same difference," Bert waved her off.


The Professor nodded. "So ... would you say it's in Company A's best interest to not pursue the blonde, even though he/it might want her?"


"Yes."


A guy to our left interrupted. "But what if Company B sees A backing off, and decides to go after the blonde?"


The Professor just kept her mouth shut and looked across the class for a response.


No one answered immediately, so I piped up. "It depends. If B is hostile, and therefore not acting in cooperation, then maybe A fights B anyway. Even if A doesn't win, at least he might make B lose. Also, tall, beautiful blondes are sometimes difficult to land. B might fail anyway, whereas A might have an easier time with one of the other girls. On the other hand, if B is a friend, maybe A lets him have her. B will know this, and maybe B will owe A a favor later on. At the very least, making B happy will help improve A's relationship with him."


Viktoriya grinned at me, then at Dawn. "Clearly, you have no problem landing tall, beautiful blondes."


Dawn blushed and the class tittered.


"We're talking hypothetical companies and hypothetical blondes," I drawled.


Viktoriya just laughed. "You're right, Ben. But didn't I tell you 'no cheating'?"


Now I was blushing.


Professor Ice returned her attention to the class. "Now for the big question: What is driving Company A to decide what it does, in every single instance?"


Cooperate with B to get other girls? Interfere with a hostile B just to keep B from winning? Or give the blonde to a friendly B? They were all very different actions. But the Professor had already given us the answer.


Sasha spoke up first. "Self-centeredness."


"Exactly."


Dawn frowned. "I don't get it."


"It's like this," Bert volunteered, turning to her. "If I can't get the blonde because of competition, but I can get another girl through cooperation, then it's in my best interest to take that course of action. It's not because I want to cooperate for the sake of cooperation, it's because it's best for ME. Same with the other actions. Stopping a hostile B from getting the blonde keeps the competition down, which is better for my future even if it seems pointless or petty for my present. And giving a friendly B the blonde earns me favors for the future as well. It all comes back to what is best for me."


"What?" Dawn frowned. "That sounds kinda ... cold."


"Perhaps," Sasha put in. "But think about it in terms of companies again, not people. What is the ultimate goal of a company? To make the world a better place?"


"Pssht," Bert snorted. "It's to make money. It's to turn a profit and ensure its own survival in the future. Well, either that or to sell itself off for a boatload of cash."


"Precisely," Sasha nodded.


"So..." Dawn sighed, looking thoughtfully at Professor Ice. "You want us to understand that every company is self-centered. Every company does everything, including helping or hindering other companies, because that company thinks that those actions will ultimately help itself."


Our Professor nodded. "To do business otherwise would be ... bad business."


Dawn giggled. "So what does this say about men?"


Viktoriya just waved her hand at me. "Same difference."





This early in the semester, Professor Ice wasn't giving us team assignments just yet. Still, the five of us had planned to have lunch together, so we settled into our usual spot for about an hour, just chatting.


After lunch with the project team, we split up and went our separate ways. Bert and Kim headed in one direction, Sasha another, leaving me to walk Dawn to her next class. Unlike previous semesters, we weren't able to get our schedules to line up perfectly. In fact, we only had Professor Ice's class in common. Now, I had a free hour while Dawn needed to get clear across campus for her class on Psychology of Gender.


I held out my hand and she slipped hers into mine, knotting our fingers before sighing. "Do guys really think like a Nash Equilibrium?"


I snorted. "I think you're giving us more credit than we deserve. I've seen five guys go for the hot blonde while ignoring other available girls. Second-level thought isn't exactly our strong suit."


Dawn chuckled. "I guess you're right. But then Viktoriya was pointing straight at you at the end of that discussion."


"Was she?"


"Mmm-hmm."


I shrugged, that ping in the back of my mind stirring back to the front. "I've never really taken the time to think about my own behavior in the form of a philosophy. But in a way, I think she's right. I'm pretty self-centered."


"Yeah, right," Dawn chortled. "You're the least selfish guy I know. Always running off to put out fires for other people. Diving recklessly into bad situations to rescue a friend, or even a total stranger sometimes."


I shrugged. "I didn't say 'selfish'. I said 'self-centered'. There's a difference."


"What?"


"Someone who is selfish is only concerned with their own satisfaction, without regard for others. They take and take and never give back."


"I'm pretty sure that's the definition of 'self-centered', too. We can go look it up in the dictionary if you want."


I sighed. "Maybe. But I'm talking about being self-centered in the way Viktoriya was describing it in class. I'd like to think that I'm not wholly concerned with self-satisfaction without regard for others. But I would say that I approach life with the ultimate goal of self-satisfaction WITH conscious regard for others. Like the Nash Equilibrium."


"What do you mean?"


"Let's take a hypothetical situation right here and now," I said, stopping at an intersection of sidewalks between Sather Tower and Memorial Glade. "If I were selfish Ben, I'd manipulate you into going into the library over there, find some quiet corner, then rip your clothes off and fuck your brains out. Self-satisfaction without regard for your wants or needs."


Dawn smirked. "And self-centered Ben?"


"I restrain my urges, knowing that you want to get to class. I'm going to be a sweet, patient, affectionate boyfriend who spends his free hour walking you clear across campus and then walking back, with the ultimate goal of having you feel both appreciated and grateful so that when you return home, you rip my clothes off and fuck my brains out. And then maybe we'll do it again and again. Sure, I could have headed straight home and played video games with Bert during this time. But I'm willing to sacrifice a little short-term self-satisfaction in order to make a companion happy, thus leading to longer-term self-satisfaction."


Dawn laughed at me. "Tall, hot blondes in bars. Fucking my brains out in a library stack. Do you always think in terms of sex?"


I grinned. "Yep." I started walking again, and Dawn went with me, still holding my hand.


"So you're saying that everything you do, you do with the ultimate goal of making yourself happy in the long run."


"Pretty much." I nodded.


"Why do I feel like we've had this conversation before?"


That niggling thought in the back of my mind sprang to life, and I grinned. "I think we did. At the end of last year when you thought you were becoming a self-centered bitch."


Dawn blushed and looked down. "That's right. The day we got back together."


I nodded.


Suddenly, Dawn looked worried. "I haven't been, have I? A self-centered bitch that is."


My eyebrows furrowed. "No, of course not. You've been the best girlfriend ever!"


"Have I?"


I smiled warmly and squeezed her hand, which I'd never let go of up to this point. "Of course you have. Putting aside the mind-blowing sex..." (Dawn giggled) "You've always got food on the table, you're a perfect study partner, and you've been my constant companion. I've really loved spending so much time with you."


Dawn smiled wanly.


"And now I WILL mention the mind-blowing sex," I continued. "We're incredible together, and how many guys would drop everything in a heartbeat for a chance to be with Viktoriya, the Tri-Delts, or Sydney and Heidi at New Year's?"


Dawn giggled again. "It HAS been fun." But she still looked worried, and the blue of her eyes were a little dull.


"Hey..." I stopped again, drawing her into me and wrapping my arms around her waist. "What's wrong?"


She took a deep breath. "I've really been trying hard at this, to not be the bitch. I always wanted to think about what you would want, to anticipate your needs. I didn't want to just think about myself. I wanted to think of you."


There was something off in her tone, and I got worried. "Wait ... is THAT why we've been having so many hookups? Because you were doing what you thought I wanted?"


"Didn't you want them?"


"I told you: I only NEED you."


"'Need', of course. But ... didn't you want those girls?"


"Didn't you?" I asked, suddenly worried. "Ohmigawd. Is that what's bothering you? Have you WANTED to keep me for yourself but you were only letting me-"


"No, no. Not at all!" Dawn cut me off. She leaned her head in to mine and whispered a little more quietly, recognizing that we were still in a pretty public area. "It's quite the opposite, actually. I loved those hookups. I told you: I wanted to cut loose a little bit after being all ... conservative ... with Ryan. I just ... I'm worried that I was initiating things with all those girls for me, for my own selfish lusts, and that I was dragging you into them. You didn't really want them, did you? You were just going along with things because I wanted to have fun."


I couldn't help but laugh. Was THIS what Dawn was worried about? She wanted to apologize for dragging me into mind-blowing sex with a variety of hot babes?


"This isn't funny!" Dawn pouted.


"It's not, it's not," I agreed, nevertheless having a hard time controlling my chuckles. "Oh, baby ... we BOTH had fun, okay? You wanted to and I certainly enjoyed it. There's nothing to apologize for. And I think this is one situation where we BOTH got the tall, hot blonde. I'd say that means we're a pretty good partnership."


"There's that..." she agreed, smiling wistfully. I would have thought she'd be relieved, but her eyes were still the dull blue.


"Hey..." I squeezed her into another hug. "What else is bugging you? For once, it doesn't seem like sex is the problem. But what is?"


"I was thinking about that day in the car, when we were driving to Megan's house for New Year's Eve."


"What about it?" I asked, jogging through my own memory.


"We talked about freedom," she said quietly, not meeting my eyes.


"I remember."


She took a deep breath, staring off into the distance. "It's just ... with Ryan ... I was sooo buttoned-up. We were one-on-one, no other girls, no anal. Things just felt ... vanilla. Ryan wasn't even into trying out weird positions."


"Why are we talking about Ryan's and your sex life?" I asked with a grimace.


Dawn cracked up, and I felt her mood immediately lighten. She shrugged and said, "Being with you has been like a breath of fresh air. I feel like I was cooped up for three years and only now I'm being let out of the corral. Things have been great. Things have been fun."


I smiled. "Is THAT why you've been so wild and crazy these past few months? Making up for lost time?"


Dawn giggled and flashed me a grin. "Well ... probably."


I pouted. "Aw, and I thought it was just excitement to be with me."


"It IS." Dawn smacked my arm. But she went quiet again, biting her lower lip nervously. "And then that night ... with Kenny..."


I frowned. "What about Kenny?"


She hesitated. "Do you regret it?"


"What?"


She grimaced. "Letting me sleep with him."


I thought about the absolutely incredible five-way orgy we'd had that night. At one point, Dawn was at the center of it all, with my dick up her ass, Kenny's in her cunt, Heidi's pussy in her face, and Sydney's mouth wrapped around her nipples. All I could do was grin at the memory. "Regret? Hell, no. That was one of the most incredible fucks of my life."


"Even though I took another man's dick inside my body?" she whispered extremely quietly.


I took a deep breath. While the situation wasn't ideal (I might have preferred Kenny be replaced by another hot chick wielding a strap-on), it really didn't bother me. "No, that was okay," I stated confidently. "I have no worries about Kenny stealing you from me, the same as you don't worry about any of these girls stealing me. You were the one who told me that the most important part of sexual satisfaction for a girl is not orgasm, but the connection to the person they're with. The rest is just sex, and if we're going to start adding up partners, I think I'm WAY ahead of you on that count."


Dawn took a deep breath. "Are you sure?"


I nodded. "Totally sure. I'm fine with it."


"And what if I want other freedoms?"


"You mean fucking other guys?" I asked with an arched eyebrow.


"No, no," she replied immediately, shaking her head in a firm negative. "I told you before: I no longer have any curiosities about what it might be like to be with another man. I'll admit, being double-penetrated by two live cocks was incredible, and I might ask you for that again."


"Okay," I shrugged, knowing that there was more she wanted to say.


"But I guess what I really mean is ... I'm wondering if you'll be okay with me taking other freedoms."


"Like what?"


"Like..." she sighed. "Like maybe spending less time together. Don't get me wrong, I LOVE spending time with you. But I felt like I was obligated to be with you more often, to be a good girlfriend. And I feel like I've been losing touch with my friends a bit."


I nodded. Gwen and Robin hadn't been around nearly as much as they had in past years. Toward the end of last semester, they'd started to hang out with Steven Zainal, Gwen's boyfriend, and his group of friends. And they hadn't been around our place at all this semester, although we were only a couple of days in.


"More time with your friends, sure. That's easy enough."


"And there might be other things. I haven't really thought about this before, but ... I wonder if I spent TOO much time the last few months or so trying to think too hard about being the best girlfriend for you and not enough time thinking about myself."


I frowned, suddenly feeling guilty. If Dawn had really been spending all this time trying to be the best girlfriend for me, thinking of all the things I might want or need and doing her best to make them happen ... what did that say about the kind of boyfriend I was being? Had I not been doing enough to make HER happy?


"I've spent all this time trying not to be self-centered," Dawn said. "But now you're telling me that YOU'RE self-centered."


"Hey, like I'm trying to say, being self-centered isn't a BAD thing," I said defensively.


She read my tone. "Oh, you've been a great boyfriend," she said quickly, holding her hands up appeasingly. "Really, I have NO complaints. So don't think that you've been doing a poor job of taking care of MY needs. I'm fine. Really, I'm fine."


"You don't sound fine. You sound pretty stressed out about this, actually."


"I just find that I'm reevaluating the way I'm approaching my life." Dawn chuckled. "Seems like I've been doing a LOT of that the last year or so."


"It's been a roller coaster," I agreed. I held Dawn at arm's length, staring intently into her eyes and locking our gazes onto each other.


"I just don't know if I'm doing the right thing," she whimpered.


"I love you, Dawn," I said seriously. "You are the most incredible woman I've ever met – really, you're perfect – and I want to see you happy. That's one reason why I want you to have every freedom in this relationship, to do and experience everything you want. YOU should want to see yourself happy too. Maybe that means being a little more self-centered."


"But what if my wants conflict with yours?"


I shrugged. "That'll happen sometimes. I'm doing what I think is best for me. You need to do what you think is best for you. Sometimes our goals will align and we'll work together. Sometimes our goals will conflict, and we'll have to deal with those issues as they arise. Maybe it means forcing my way so that what I want happens. Maybe it means letting you have your way so that you stay happy, and I'll suck up a small sacrifice for a greater reward overall. Or maybe it means compromising so that neither of us loses, but then nobody wins, either, and neither of us ends up happy. At least neither of us is unhappy in that situation."


"But aren't we supposed to be as one?" she asked, the worry still evident in her voice. "Isn't that what it means to be in a relationship? United in our goals? Because I worry about that. I feel like sometimes I'm not on the same page as you, and it makes me feel guilty, like I don't love you the way I'm supposed to."


"Love doesn't mean always agreeing with me," I stated firmly. "Love means a willingness to endure the disagreements without quitting, and the desire to find solutions we can both live with; because we believe that the long-term rewards of staying together outweigh the short-term sacrifices we have to make."


Dawn took a deep breath, looking down between us. I simply held her, watching her process everything that had been said. It was the deepest conversation we'd had in some time, if not ever.


When her eyes moved back up to mine, the sterling blue fire was back in them. Nodding slowly, Dawn smiled and leaned in, giving me one of our patented flowing-magma kind of volcanic kisses that just seemed to go on forever. She took my breath away and then kept going, wrapping me up in a warm cocoon of heat and love.


Eventually, though, we had to breathe. Both of us were panting softly as we tried to reclaim oxygen, but there was also a giddy lightness about the both of us. It was as if there had been a great mass of self-expectation riding on Dawn's shoulders, weighing both of us down. And that self-expectation was now gone.


"Make yourself happy," I told her. "Every freedom, every desire. Just share them with me. And together, WE will succeed."


"Okay," she agreed, nuzzling her nose against mine. And then she glanced back the way we'd come. While we'd crossed Memorial Glade, the library was still in sight. "Hey, wanna skip class and go find a quiet library stack so I can rip your clothes off and fuck your brains out?"


I chuckled, but shook my head. "No, you should go to class. But I'll tell you what: Hurry home and I'll be waiting for you the way you used to wait for me over the summer."


Dawn smirked. "Half-dressed and horny as hell?"


"You got it."





"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." Dawn kissed me before hoisting her purse strap over her shoulder as she descended the porch steps and headed for the driveway.


"Bye," I waved, leaning against the front door frame. It had been three days since Dawn and I had our big talk about freedom and self-centeredness. Despite our affirmations, things had been fairly business as usual since then. We still spent all of our time together, and indeed seemed even closer than before. I think Dawn felt that she needed to reassure me that she still loved me and wasn't abandoning me even though we'd agreed to let her spend more time thinking about herself.


But now she'd arranged a Girl's Day Out with Gwen and Robin. It was a Saturday, and the girls intended to do quite a bit of shopping wrapped around lunch and then finish up with some afternoon pedicures. She promised me she'd be home in time for dinner, but feeling magnanimous, I told her not to worry about it.


I watched Dawn as she started her Chevy and then backed out. She blew me a kiss before driving off, and I stayed at the doorway until her car was out of sight. Exhaling slowly, I then turned and headed back into the house, closing the door behind me.


Now what?


DJ and Brooke were off spending the day with their new boyfriends and fellow froshlings. The LAST thing I wanted to do was hover over them just because I couldn't hack it on my own. Kim had gone home for the weekend, per usual. Bert had returned home as well. When I really thought about it, I didn't have any other friends I regularly hung out with. And with Dawn gone, I was at a loss for what to do with myself.


Dawn had asked me this very question last night. "What are you going to do while I'm gone?" I think she was less interested in my actual activities and more hoping I would say something so that she didn't feel guilty about abandoning me.


I'd waved off her concerns. "I'll just take a lazy Saturday," I'd assured her. "Catch up on homework, watch a movie, maybe even take a nap. It's been a while since I was alone for more than an hour and I think I'll enjoy the solitude for a bit."


It had sounded good to both of us last night. But right now, staring at the vast emptiness of the house, all I really felt was lonely.


Briefly, I thought about calling Adrienne. She was out of town (again), but we hadn't talked enough lately and caught up on each other's lives. But at the same time, I didn't want to let myself just run to another girl when Dawn wasn't around. I was an independent young man. Sure, I could call Adrienne later on, but not thirty seconds after Dawn had walked out the door.


I thought about calling up Brandi to see if I could come hang out with her and Dayna for the day. But then I instantly struck down that thought. I couldn't bring myself to run to big sister just because I felt a little lonely.


I even thought about just heading over to the Tri-Delt house for some S&S. No, I didn't mean "R&R"; I meant Sucking & Screwing. I knew it was guaranteed that someone over there wouldn't mind some recreational fucking on a lazy Saturday. But even though I was fairly certain Dawn wouldn't mind, I still couldn't do so without telling her first. And again, I didn't want to call her two minutes after she'd left asking permission to go have sex without her.


So now what?


In the end, I was stuck doing exactly what I'd told Dawn I'd be doing. I listlessly did some of my homework. I zonked out halfway through watching a DVD of The Fellowship of the Ring and ended up napping for an hour and a half. And by the afternoon, I got so bored that I ended up voluntarily doing chores like vacuuming most of the house, re-folding the clothes in my closet so that they'd be neater, and re-stocking toilet paper in the two bathrooms.


Being alone SUCKED.





"You don't really have to walk me to class. You should go home, take a break, or get your homework done."


I shook my head, squeezing Dawn's hand a little tighter. "What, am I being too clingy for you?"


She laughed musically, shaking her head. "Of course not. I love having you around me as much as possible. I'm just thinking that there are better things you could be doing with this time."


I shook my head. "Sitting home all alone? No thank you."


"I didn't mean that." Dawn got a wicked grin on her face. "You could be scrubbing the toilet rings or unclogging the downstairs shower..."


"Ugh," I sighed. But she had a point. I stopped walking and admit, "Okay, maybe if I get household chores done early, I won't have to deal with them when you DO get home. And then you and I will have more quality time to spend together."


Dawn nodded. "Sounds good."


"You sure you don't need me? I'm told I'm a very good protective escort."


Dawn snorted. "It's 1pm and broad daylight. I'm not even crossing a street. I'll be fine," she insisted. "And exactly who else are you escorting? Hmm?"


I laughed. We both knew there was no one else. "I'll see you later?"


She quickly leaned into me, sealing her lips over mine for a short kiss. "Mmm-wah! Bye, babe."


I waved to her as she left, then turned around and headed in the opposite direction. I had an hour and a half before my next class, and I already started assembling the list of things I could be fixing up around the house.


My cell phone buzzed, interrupting my train of thought. Fishing it out of my pocket, I checked the outer display with Bert's name on it. I flipped my phone open and said, "What's up?"


"Hey, dude. Are you at home?" he asked.


"Uh, I'm heading there now. Why?"


"I was thinking to come by."


"Really?" I asked, surprised. "I thought you'd dedicated your early afternoons to hanging out with Kim's friends."


Bert sighed. "Yeah, well the idea was to get in good with her friends so that she'd come around to the idea of dating me. But just today she told me flat out that I was in her 'friend zone' and that nothing was ever going to change that."


"Ouch. Sorry, dude."


"It is what it is."


My previous plans went out the window. "What do you say we fire up the Xbox and beat the crap out of something?"


"Dude, it's like you can read my mind!"





"Really? That's a great idea!" Dawn exclaimed happily. "Ben, you don't mind if I sign up, do you?"


"Huh?" I turned back to my girlfriend, wondering what critical part of her conversation I'd missed. I'd been listening to Bert explaining his latest crackpot Halo 2 strategy while the five of us were eating lunch together. I still had a bite's worth of meatball sub in my mouth, and must have looked rather goofy with my puzzled expression and bulging cheeks.


Dawn laughed and glanced back at Gwen and Robin while I finished chewing. Turning back to me, she explained, "Robin found this cooking class at Berkeley City College that meets Thursday nights. She and Gwen are signing up. What do you think?"


It took me a few seconds to choke down the last meatball, and I finally swallowed. "About you signing up too?"


Dawn nodded. "Think about all the wonderful gourmet foods I could be making us."


My stomach growled and I glanced down at what remained of my greasy sandwich. The idea of Dawn's cooking getting even better was quite appealing. "Uh, sure, I guess."


"You sure?"


I chuckled. "We've talked about this. You don't need my permission."


"Well, at least the class is on Thursdays," Dawn said with a twinkle in her eye, and she very subtly emphasized the word 'Thursdays'.


I arched an eyebrow, wondering what she meant for a moment before I remembered: Thursday nights were "Kim" nights, and we rarely enforced the original 10pm rule.


"Oh, that's right!" Gwen chirped. "Thursdays!"


I furrowed my eyebrows and frowned. There was no WAY Gwen could know about Kim and me.


But Gwen sighed, "'The O.C.' is on Thursdays! I'll have to get Steven to tape it for me."


"Get a TiVo," Bert suggested. "They're getting pretty cheap nowadays."


"So it's settled," Dawn stated. "The three of us are signing up for this cooking class. Ben is going to get some fantastic gourmet dinners Friday nights. And Bert is buying Gwen a TiVo. Right?"


Gwen grinned. "Right."


Bert's jaw dropped. "Wait, what?"





It was just after 7pm when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. A few seconds later, Kim walked through the hallway, saying 'Hi' before going upstairs to dump her backpack in her room. Two minutes after that, she joined me in the living room, looking around and asking, "Where's Dawn?"


I shrugged and set down my soda. "She signed up for a cooking class at the City College. Every Thursday night for the rest of the semester."


"Really?" Kim raised her eyebrows before squirming a little nervously. "Uh, hmm..."


"You were planning on eating dinner with us, weren't you?" I asked with a grin.


"Well, I usually do. Dawn's already an excellent cook."


"She is, she is." I sighed before patting the seat beside me. "Sit down. I've already figured out dinner plans."


Silently, Kim approached and sat beside me. Taking a deep breath, I then sagged deeper into the couch, kicking my feet up on the coffee table and held up the remote to raise the TV volume. ESPN would be airing the Mavericks/Clippers game at 7:30pm. But even though I was from Southern California, c'mon ... it's the Clippers. That was okay. I wasn't actually planning to watch the game.


Kim waited me out, knowing better than to interrupt my train of thought. Whenever we were around other people, from the project team to our crew of friends to random strangers, Kim adopted her "public" persona. She was a social chameleon, adapting her behavior to be more like the people around her, whether that meant being flirty like Misty and Grace, studious like Robin and Sasha, or edgy like her biker-nerd friends. Never quite sure of herself, she was always on the shy side. But she at least made the attempt to fit in.


But whenever alone with me, or perhaps just Dawn and me, Kim totally let her guard down and stopped trying to pretend. She was more at ease letting me take the lead, and she was perfectly content to simply wait for me to tell her whatever I wanted her to do. If I told her to sit in the corner and be quiet until I called for her, I was certain she could remain in her seat all freakin' night.


From the moment she sat down beside me, I knew that submissive Kim had arrived. She remained quiet beside me, watching the TV on the off-chance I would want to talk about something airing on SportsCenter. And even though the last thing I'd said was that I had dinner plans, she did not seem perturbed at all by my lack of explanation as to what those plans were. Quite simply, she would wait.


Really, the waiting game was just a little routine I had for myself. Kim could slip in and out of her submissive personality with ease, turning on "public" Kim in a split-second as needed. But I needed a little more time to put myself in "Master" mode; it just wasn't the most natural thing in the world for me. Sure, I liked to be in control during a sexual encounter, but I just didn't have the proper mentality to be a Dom full-time. Staring at the TV without actually watching it, I was able to collect myself and put myself in the right mindset.


Once I felt ready, I stated in my command voice, "Go put on your leather jacket and meet me outside. We're going out."


Wordlessly, Kim nodded and then got up. I watched her walk back to her bedroom, eyeing her fine ass nicely outlined by her tight jeans. I knew I'd be getting a closer view later on. Once she was gone, I got up myself and snagged my own motorcycle jacket from the hallway closet on my way out the front door.


I had the motorcycle ready when Kim arrived. With a smile, I handed her helmet over and she waited for me to get on before sliding herself onto the seat behind me. I waited to feel her wrap her arms around my waist before flipping the ignition. And then grinning behind my visor, I throttled up the engine and then peeled out, mentally drawing a map up Shattuck to my chosen restaurant for tonight, Café Gratitude.


The restaurant, oddly enough, had been introduced to me by Chevelle. It was a vegan place, specializing in live or raw food. And with the place not quite so busy on a Thursday night, Kim and I were quickly seated at a table for four.


Being the kind of place that encourages its diners to share a table with strangers, five minutes later the staff seated another couple with us. I had Kim move around to sit with me on the bench seat while Benjamin (coincidence, huh?) and Stacie sat opposite from us. "Public" Kim came out and the four of us engaged in some friendly banter. Stacie complimented us on being such a cute couple, and I played along by wrapping my arm around Kim's waist and pulling her a little closer to me, leaving my hand on her hip throughout most of the evening.


I had a kombucha probiotic tea with my meal while Kim had a berry smoothie. Then deciding that I didn't really like the aftertaste of my kombucha, I swiped some of Kim's smoothie. Stacie was quite the giggly, flirty type, and Kim copied her quite admirably, even slapping my hand when I went to steal more of her smoothie. That, of course, earned Kim a friendly little kiss, which got Benjamin and Stacie collectively "awwing" at us.


Kim and I left the restaurant in good spirits and we hopped back onto the motorcycle. But rather than go back home, I took her straight up Cyclotron and into the hills above the University. We found a turnoff high up the hill with a breathtaking view of the campus, with all the lights of the city twinkling beneath us. That led to me dropping her into my lap on the bike, tossing our helmets off to the sides, and engaging in a very pleasant makeout session that felt like it lasted for an hour.


I drove us home at a leisurely pace, with none of the high-speed adrenaline rushes that often accompanied my "bike lessons". Perhaps riding the warm fuzzy afterglow of our kissing, Kim didn't worry about watching the road. She simply pressed herself against my back, dipping her head over my shoulder and hugging me tightly. Even after I'd parked the bike and we removed our helmets, she remained in her spooning position, breathing softly while resting her cheek against the back of my neck.


But eventually, we dismounted the bike. I reached out and took Kim by the hand, leading her into the house and up the stairs. I didn't bring her into my room. Instead, I took her straight into her bedroom and stood her next to the dresser. Neither of us had spoken a word to each other since leaving the hills, and I remained silent as I gestured with my hands for her to remain where she was while I slowly removed her clothing.


The jacket came first, dropping to the floor with a muffled thud. I unzipped the hoodie next, dropping it to the floor as well. I then stared Kim in the eyes, watching her watching me as I simply reached down and pulled her white tank top up and over her head. Her arms dropped limply to her sides when the shirt was gone, her body completely acquiescing to whatever I wanted to do. And her eyes remained on mine, only breaking for the split-second it took to get the shirt past her face.


She continued staring into my eyes as I reached behind her and unsnapped the bra. She inhaled as I pulled the material away, quivering from light arousal as her breasts were bared to view. And her breathing sped up a little as I reached down and unbuttoned her jeans.


We finally broke eye contact as I took hold of her waist and turned her around. She didn't resist, although she reached forward and braced herself with one hand on the dresser. I dropped to the ground, bringing her jeans and panties down with me. And I allowed myself a little grin as I stared at Kim's perfectly formed ass. I knew I'd be getting a closer view later on.


I had Kim step out of her shoes, along with her jeans and panties from around her ankles. I then leaned in and stole a quick kiss from her perky buttcheek, eliciting a giggle from above me. And I let my hands run along the sides of her legs as I stood back up, once again gripping her waist and turning her fully naked body around to face me.


Kim blew a dyed-blonde strand of hair from out of her face with a little smile. And I reached up to brush the lock behind her ear before taking hold of her cheek and leaning in for a sweet kiss.


Afterward, I let her undress me. My jacket and shirt went first. Following my lead, Kim also dropped to the floor as she removed my jeans and boxers, although she did so while I was facing forward. That put her face right in front of my semi-hard erection, and she took her own initiative to exhale a hot breath of air right against the growing glans.


But like me, she didn't actually grope any significant body parts. When I was fully undressed, I took her by the hand and led us into the bathroom. And there, we took a pleasant shower that included washing each other's hair, but did not include any actual foreplay.


It didn't matter; both of us were plenty aroused enough by the time we'd dried off. I didn't need to fondle her tits or finger her clit to get her soaking wet inside. And she didn't need to play with me to get me as hard as an iron bar.


Upon returning to her bedroom, I positioned Kim on her bed, with her head comfortably supported by a pillow and her arms resting on the mattress above her. I raised her knees into the air and spread her thighs wide. And supporting my belly on the mattress, I bent forward and gave my submissive slave-girl two very nice oral orgasms as a reward for her good behavior.


Kim was still coming down from the second climax when I stood up and wiped my wet face with my forearm. She was relaxed and riding a pleasant buzz as I climbed onto the bed between her legs. And holding my own cock by the base, I put myself into position and then slowly thrust inside.


For the first time, Kim and I made love. Although we'd been fucking for six months straight, I didn't count any of our prior moments of intimacy as "making love". I'd fucked her, pure and simple. I was the Dom, she was the Sub. I used her body as a supple, wonderfully responsive masturbatory tool, and I gave her exquisitely extravagant orgasms in compensation. It was a win-win situation, and we both got exactly what we wanted.


Not tonight. Tonight, I was gentle. Tonight, I didn't just stick her in some position and then stick myself into her over and again until we both cried out in ecstasy. Not that there was anything wrong with doing so before. Like I said, we both got exactly what we wanted on each of those occasions.


But that wasn't what I wanted tonight. Tonight, I wanted to really feel Kim beneath me. My mouth sealed over hers and only rarely broke away to gasp for air. My hands roamed her body more for the blissful sensation of stroking her than for setting off pleasure nodes. I reveled in the way that she clutched and held me. And her constant moans of "Ohh ... Nngh..." were a melodic honey in my ears.


Together, our bodies moved in harmony. We gyrated slowly, Kim rocking her abs up to meet my pelvic thrusts in an easygoing rhythm as my cock slid in and out of her almost skin-peelingly tight pussy. And when I felt the core of her entire being quiver in rapturous delight, I set free the dammed-up wave of roaring pleasure I'd been holding back as my orgasm flowed through my cock and into her body like a never-ending stream of bliss.


I only had the one climax. Kim only had the one climax. This night wasn't about racking up the most points. Weary but content, I let my sweaty body collapse on top of her sweaty body. She clutched my heavy weight down to her chest with her arms while her legs spread limply to the sides. And she cooed melodious satisfaction into my ear.


"I've never felt like that," she said quietly, the first words either of us had spoken since leaving the hills. I looked over to her face and saw that a tear had trickled down from the corner of her eye and down the side of her face to form a wet spot on the sheet. "That was beautiful."


Panting softly, I simply hummed and returned my lips to hers, kissing her gently. And when I pulled away a few moments later, I sighed happily. "Yes, it was."





Neither of us left the bed for the rest of the evening, although we did not have sex again. As our naked bodies cooled down from our sexual heat in the chilly January air, we slipped beneath the covers and cuddled together for warmth. I lay flat on my back, with my head propped up by a pillow. Kim spooned herself beside me, resting her head on my chest while I wrapped my left arm around her. And we stared at the ceiling together.


I thought Kim would remain silent until I spoke to her, reverting back to her usual patience. But to my surprise, we had been quiet for only a few minutes when she asked softly, "What just happened?"


After glancing down at her, I lay my head back and smiled. "Uh, I wasn't exactly going for 'mind-blowing'. We had sex. Don't you remember?"


Kim shook her head slowly. "Not just sex. That was very different."


I shrugged, the movement of my shoulders gently rocking Kim's head. "True. I don't think we've ever done it quite that ... softly ... before."


She shook her head again, this time picking it up and turning to face me. "Not just the sex. This whole night ... It was ... romantic."


I picked my head up and smiled. "Did you enjoy it?"


Kim blinked a few times. "Well, yes."


"Then good. Mission accomplished." I lay my head back down.


Kim furrowed her eyebrows in confusion. "'Mission accomplished'?"


I shrugged again. "I just thought you might enjoy getting out a bit. We don't usually get into all that. I'm sorry that things are usually more slam-bam-thank-you-ma'am."


Kim blushed. "You don't have to apologize. I never asked for anything more than that."


"Still."


"It's just ... That felt like a date. With the holding hands and kissing up on the ridge and even dinner with Benjamin and Stacie."


"It was a date."


"But you have a girlfriend."


"So? My girlfriend isn't here tonight."


"Is that why? Because you wanted a date with Dawn? But you couldn't because she hasn't been around much lately?"


I frowned. "What? No. This has nothing to do with Dawn."


"Doesn't it?"


I sighed, slightly annoyed. In my command voice, I stated sternly, "Kim, stop overanalyzing everything."


She shut up. Exhaling slowly, Kim pressed her cheek a little tighter against my chest and hummed happily.


Again, I thought Kim would remain quiet until I directed otherwise. For now, I was content to enjoy the aftermath of blissful lovemaking and the momentary emptiness of my mind. I tightened my arm around her shoulders, cuddling her closer to me. And closing my eyes, I let out a long exhalation, feeling all tension leaving my body with my breath.


But Kim spoke up. "Thank you," she said quietly.


I opened my eyes and glanced down at her, finding that she was looking up at me. "For what?"


"You were right. I did enjoy getting out. That was my first date since High School, and even then, I never went anywhere nicer than Taco Bell."


I chuckled. "If you wanted to go out on a date before, I'm sure Bert would have loved to take you."


Kim frowned and looked away from me. I felt her body tense up slightly beneath my hand. "Bert is really sweet. He doesn't take a hint sometimes, but he's a very nice guy."


"But..." I led her.


Kim giggled. "But ... things could never work out with Bert and me. I like him well enough, but he doesn't know this side of me. He couldn't handle it."


I shrugged. "You never know. Bert has a way of surprising you."


Kim chuckled. "He does, but not this. He doesn't have it in him to be the Dominant."


I winced. "Truth be told, I don't think I'm a dominant kind of guy, either."


Kim twisted in my grip, rolling onto her stomach and then propping herself up on her elbows. Her long, silky black and blonde hair hung down over her face, and she reached up to brush it back while smiling at me demurely. "Perhaps. But then, I'm not counting on you to be my Master. It's Viktoriya I depend on."


"But you still let me give you orders."


Kim stared into my eyes, her focus laser like in its intensity. That demure smile widened the corners of her lips, and she canted her head to the side introspectively. "You're ... special. You're right: you're not a natural Dominant. You're too empathetic toward others; you care too much. Viktoriya – and Grace before her – had an aloofness that allowed them to separate their feelings for me from their decision-making. But even though you don't have that detachment, you have a very strong force of conviction. You're protective, and because of that ... I trust you. I trust that you won't let me come to harm."


She said it with such innocence and hope that I immediately cradled her cheek and reassured her, "I won't."


"I know." Kim smiled broadly and tilted her cheek into my palm. She then took a deep breath and shrugged, adding, "As much as I like Bert, I can't trust him that way. So we have no future together."


I nodded in understanding, and let my head fall back down onto the pillow. Likewise, Kim slid her arms down and re-settled into her previous cuddling position with her head on my chest.


This time, Kim remained silent. She enjoyed the feel of my body, lightly stroking her fingertips up and down my bare chest. I enjoyed the feel of her body, sometimes letting my arm hold her tightly and other times stroking my palm along her flank, cupping her tight asscheeks for fun as well.


With time, Kim's trailing fingertips began to work themselves lower and lower. I first noticed when she tickled my belly-button a couple of times. But then she began to work down my happy trail into my pubic hair. And with only the one ejaculation tonight, I soon felt the blood begin to flow into my dick.


Sometime later, I felt her cool hand wrap around my shaft, stroking it experimentally before tightening its grip. My lips parted fractionally as I panted softly. And after another few minutes of Kim stroking pleasure into my newly formed erection, I tilted my chin up to the ceiling and groaned.


She took that as her cue to change positions again. Sliding out from my arm, Kim got to her knees atop the mattress, although still beneath the covers. I felt her fine hair drape over my dick before she delicately pulled the silky curtain back and over to the other side of her head. She breathed hotly onto my cock, bathing it in moist warmth before actually putting me inside her mouth. And I heard her take a deep breath in preparation to do just that.


Just then, the light bulb went off in my head. Kim had stated the specific reason why she had no future with Bert. But...


"Kim," I croaked, my chest rising and falling heavily in sexual anticipation. "Do you see yourself having a future with me?"


She froze just above my dick. Her hand stopped stroking, though it still squeezed my base. And despite the dim light, I saw her dark eyes staring straight at me with that laser like focus once again. "You have a girlfriend," she stated evenly. And then she descended, sucking and swallowing every inch of my cock until her nose was pressed up against my pelvis, my throbbing mushroom head firmly lodged in her throat.


Just then, the door creaked open with a soft rapping sound against the wood. Eyes widening in alarm, Kim popped her head up and gasped for air. I, too, tensed up and turned my head to the doorway.


"Oh, pardon the interruption," Dawn giggled, clapping a hand over her mouth. "It was so quiet I didn't realize you guys were still going."


I shrugged helplessly, but Kim giggled and looked down once again at my dick. "We'll be done in just a few minutes," she said. And then she rather hungrily devoured my cock once again.


I groaned and sank my head back into the pillow as Kim ramped up her blowjob from zero to sixty in half a second. She didn't waste any time with teases or titillations. She simply inhaled my prick and sucked me like a Dyson vacuum, bobbing her head up and down rapidly with the full intent of bringing me off as quickly as possible. It was all I could do to just hang on for the ride.


Three minutes later, I felt my nut sack compress. I gurgled weakly, astonished at the skill with which Kim had just fellated me. And I think I whimpered like a little boy as I felt the explosion rocket up my shaft to pepper Kim's mouth with liquid pellets of creamy sperm.


Shuttling her wrist back and forth with lightning speed, Kim jacked my rod to coax out every droplet into her mouth while her lips maintained a perfect seal just below my crown. She took in everything I had to give her, missing absolutely nothing. And when my hips finally crashed back down onto the mattress, she closed up her mouth and tilted her head back, fighting valiantly to hold it all inside.


What came next took me by complete surprise. With a hand over her mouth, Kim slid out of the bed. Naked, she approached Dawn, who had been leaning against the wall with her hand in her panties the whole time. And after grabbing Dawn's cheek and tilting the blonde's head back, she snowballed my entire load into my girlfriend's mouth in a sloppy wet kiss.


Dawn went weak-kneed beneath that kiss, and the sight was so scorching hot that my dick didn't deflate at all. When they were done, Dawn literally collapsed against the wall, just barely keeping herself upright while humming happily at the taste of my spunk.


Kim herself was gasping for oxygen after holding her breath for so long, bracing herself with one hand against the wall. But very quickly, she recovered and stood up straight. Returning to the bed, she reached out and rather physically dragged me out, tugging until I stood up on the floor under my own control.


"He's yours," Kim stated seriously, still breathing hard. With a hand firmly on my ass, she pushed me forward and into Dawn's open arms. And then sighing heavily, she turned and climbed back into her own bed.


I was shocked into inaction. The last five minutes had been the most forceful I'd ever seen Kim in the entire time I'd known her. And I didn't know what to make of it.


But I didn't have any more time to contemplate what that really meant. Inspired and incredibly aroused, Dawn grabbed my hand and literally dragged me into our bedroom. And there she fucked us both into unconscious exhaustion.





"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." Dawn kissed me before hoisting her backpack over her shoulder and turning in the direction of her next class.


I waved to her as she left, then turned around and headed in the opposite direction. I had an hour and a half before my next class, and there was an Xbox controller with my name on it.


No, really. Bert was rather picky about his controllers, saying that one of them didn't track to the right as well as the other. So he actually wrote his name on the back of the "good" one with a sharpie, which made me write MY name on the back of the other. Our friends would occasionally use the controllers as well, but the two were already known as "Bert's controller" or "Ben's".


My best buddy was waiting for me on the porch when I arrived back at the house. Three minutes later, we were blasting away at Heretics with UNSC Battle Rifles and the occasional grenade.


"Cover me," I urged as I peered around a blind corner. Seeing nothing, I quickly stepped around it with my weapon at the ready.


"Watch out!" Bert suddenly exclaimed, and the television speakers flared to life with the sounds of guns firing.


I spun around just in time to see my friend's avatar collapse under a hail of plasma bolts, and when he went down, I simply paused the game.


"Doh!" Bert sighed. "Didn't see them coming."


I checked the screen, and for some strange reason, a notion popped into my head. "Why'd you do that?"


"Do what?"


I gestured at the screen. "You moved yourself in-between me and the heretics. You could have shot at them from your position, but you deliberately broke cover and exposed yourself to fire."


Bert shrugged. "They woulda shot you instead."


I frowned. "But why DO that?"


Bert gave me a weird look. "You told me to cover you!"


"But you DIED doing it."


"Dude..." Bert said sagely, reaching out and rubbing my shoulder. "You do know it's just a game, right?"


I shook my head and batted Bert's hand away, rolling my eyes. He laughed and sat back in his seat. "No, really. I'm just trying to understand it. You remember when Professor Ice was talking about self-centeredness? How the point of everything is to ultimately serve yourself?"


"Sure."


"Well ... you're dead." I immediately held up my hand to forestall Bert's retort. "I know, I know, it's just a game. But what if it were real? What sense is there in sacrificing yourself for a friend? Minor sacrifices here and there, sure. But death? How does that ultimately serve oneself?"


Bert still looked at me like I'd gone off the deep end, but he put his controller down and shrugged. "It's the common goal. Military units all over the world preach the idea of the greater good. Sure, you may die, but as long as your collective team succeeds, it's worth it."


"But why should that matter if you're dead and not around to be a part of the success? Like I said, minor sacrifices can work out in the long-run. But there IS such a thing as sacrificing too much."


"Oh, we're getting heavy now," Bert marveled with a smile. "You're never going to solve this one. People have been debating Utilitarianism for eons. Or maybe you're getting into Rand's Objectivism and Rational Egoism."


"Huh?"


Bert shook his head. "Took Philosophy last semester. The point is: you're going to talk your brain in circles if you try to figure this all out."


"It can't be THAT bad."


Bert shrugged. "At its core: Utilitarianism talks about this concept of 'Utility'. It can mean whatever you want, but for most people it means 'Good'. For some people, they want to maximize their personal utility. At the other end of the spectrum, people say we should maximize the total utility of our population. In other words, if we took you, me, Dawn, Kim, Gwen, and Robin, then we'd all collectively be trying to maximize the utility of all six of us. The 'Greater Good' and all that. You follow me?"


"It's like your Military thing: The group wins, even if I die along the way."


"Right. By comparison, Objectivism and Rational Egoism would have all six of us doing everything we could to maximize our own personal happiness, our own rational self-interest. That one is more like Nash's Equilibrium and the Professor's self-centeredness. That theory would say to like your friends and want what's best for them, but only as their happiness benefits you and certainly not at the expense of you dying."


"Which are you?"


Bert shrugged. "The hell if I know. I spent an entire semester trying to wrap my head around this stuff. A little of both, I would think. I want what's best for me, but I find some happiness in the success of my friends as well."


"I think so too ... but that whole dying thing doesn't appeal."


"Nobody says you have to die. Let me put it a different way: Let's say you figure out that Dawn would be happiest with someone else. Maybe not Ryan, but Ryan 2.0 or something."


"Ryan 2.0?"


"Work with me here."


"Fine."


"Do you let Dawn go, valuing her happiness? If you know with certainty that her life would be better with someone else, what then? Or do you keep her to yourself, knowing that YOU will be happiest with her?"


I frowned. "Why does everyone make a hypothetical about me and Dawn breaking up?"


Bert laughed. "Sorry. I know you lived through this last year."


"I did. For a while, I DID let her go."


"Then clearly, you have some concept of 'utility'."


"I guess..." After all, I KNEW I valued Dawn's happiness to a great extent, and I wanted to believe that I could do anything for her. But that flew right in the face of my own proclamation that everything I did, I did for myself. After all, didn't I want to make myself happy?


Didn't everyone?


But then I started thinking of Kim. I didn't "get" her. Intellectually, I knew that she had some kind of submissive personality. I didn't know what that meant, exactly. But I knew that she could be very shy around strangers, had a hard time making snap decisions of her own, and somehow felt far more comfortable letting other people tell her what to do.


I'd told Dawn that everybody was looking out for their own best interests, and therefore she shouldn't feel guilty about doing the same. But what did that say about Kim? The girl clearly didn't look out for her own best interests. She let Viktoriya and me do whatever we wanted to her, let US act in OUR best interests and just use her at our every whim. Was doing so somehow looking out for her own best interests in a strange, convoluted fashion? Or did she have an entirely different philosophy on how she should go through life?


"Told you," Bert said quietly, momentarily drawing me away from my introspection.


"Huh?"


"I told you that you were going to talk your brain in circles trying to figure this one out. My advice: just live your life the best you can and don't worry about specific philosophies."


"Maybe..."


"No, not 'maybe'. Yes, for at least the next hour, okay? I've got an hour before class and the last thing I want to do is spend it discussing this crap. Cool?" He held up his controller for emphasis.


I chuckled and shook my head, clearing away the thought puzzle I'd created for myself. I picked up my controller, looked to the screen and replied, "Sure."





Kim appeared in the archway between the hallway and the living room, digging both of her thumbs into the straps of her backpack. "Hey Ben. Ready to go?"


I looked up and nodded. Kim's first class three days out of the week was in Evans, and mine was just a minute's walk further to McCone. Since Dawn's first class on these days wasn't for another hour, we'd decided that it made more sense for me to walk to campus with Kim and let Dawn stick around the house a little longer. My girlfriend could sleep in, get breakfast, or otherwise just take a more leisurely start to her day. Then all three of us would meet up right before Professor Isakova's class.


I closed my book and slammed it into my messenger bag. I stood up, swiping the last of my toasted waffle off its plate, and said, "Just lemme dump this in the sink."


"I got it," Dawn said as she breezed into the room from the stairs. She'd just come downstairs fully dressed after sleeping in an extra thirty minutes, and she waltzed by to grab my empty plate and also give me a quick kiss goodbye. "Mmm-wah! Bye, babe."


I grinned. "Thanks. Love you."


Dawn was already halfway to the kitchen, but she glanced back at me with a beaming smile. "Love you too."


Shoving the rest of the waffle into my mouth, I hoisted the strap of my bag over my head and settled it onto my left shoulder. With cheeks bulging, I nodded to the front door and said with a full mouth, "Shall we?"


It came out, "Shuhwee?"


Kim just chuckled and reached up to poke my cheek, making me puff out a bit of air and a couple of waffle crumbs down onto my shirt.


I rolled my eyes and wiped my chest.


"Don't forget. This week is your week for vacuuming." She then turned and headed for the door.


I groaned and followed after.





Pain suddenly blossomed in my right thigh. I jerked upright in my chair, gritting my teeth as I fought the urge to scream aloud in a filled auditorium. With clenched eyes, I stared down at my leg, half-expecting to find only a ragged stump remaining with copious amounts of blood spurting out of it and soaking onto the floor.


My leg, of course, was still in one piece. I watched Dawn pull her ball-point pen away, the sharp conical metal tip gleaming like a surgical instrument. And rolling my eyes, I shot her a quick glare of pure – but temporary – hatred.


Class was already over. Professor Ice was answering questions at the front of the lecture hall, and a dozen or so students were in the aisle next to me on their way out the door. But I was so angry that I didn't even bother trying to pack up my bag.


"I thought I told you never to do that again!" I hissed none too quietly at the supposed love of my life.


"You told me never to stick my pen into your hand again," Dawn stated matter-of-factly. "That wasn't your hand."


"Then don't ever stick your pen into any part of my body ever again, period!"


Dawn mused on that for a moment. "No."


"I'm serious!"


She shook her head, having too much fun with this. "I refuse to comply. No."


"C'mon! I'm your boyfriend! You shouldn't be having this much fun causing me pain."


"That's a normative statement," Bert pointed out helpfully. And parroting Professor Ice, he added, "This is a place of positive economics. What 'ought' to be has no place in this classroom."


"Bert, I'm going to kill you next," I added through gritted teeth.


"Oh, get over it," Sasha sighed wearily from the other side of me. "C'mon. We've got a new project assignment. And it looks like we're going to have to spend a few minutes getting our fearless leader caught up."


"Hey, 'fearless leader' got you an 'A' last semester," I barked, finally packing up my bag. The pain in my thigh was already disappearing, with a lot more fat and body tissue between the surface of my skin and my pain receptors than in my hand. So that was progress, at least.


Sasha, Dawn, Bert, Kim, and I headed for our "new" usual spot at a brisk pace. The cool January air had everyone moving relatively quickly, for warmth if nothing else. And we were all looking forward to getting indoors, as somehow Kim had gotten us permission to use an empty classroom in Stephens Hall for our lunchtime project meetings.


Well, some of us were walking briskly. Sasha wasn't quite keeping up, and I noticed that she was walking with a little pain. Quickly, I dropped back and kept pace with her, asking, "Something wrong?"


She winced at me apologetically and shook her head. "It's nothing."


"It's never nothing. You're not walking so good."


"Not walking 'very well'," she corrected.


"Who are you, my big sister?" I complained, though I grinned. Whether it was Dawn or Brandi or even Brooke, somehow that little grammatical correction always worked its way into my life.


Sasha, of course, didn't get the reference. "Huh?"


I shook my head. "Nevermind. What happened? Rough sex with the boyfriend?"


"Don't be so crude."


I shook my head. Clearly, Sasha was favoring one leg and holding her hip. "You hurt your hip or something?"


"Or something," she explained.


"Don't want to talk about it?"


"I'm fine."


"Ohh..." I nodded sagely. "So it's embarrassing. Now I really want to know."


"Ben..." she complained.


"Okay, okay," I laughed, holding my hands up. "Want me to give you a piggyback ride?"


"What?"


"A piggyback ride. Didn't you ever get those as a kid? Here, I stoop down, you climb onto my back, and I carry you all the way to Stephens."


Sasha frowned. "You're just trying to cop a feel of my ass, aren't you?"


"No, no..." I blinked. The thought actually hadn't occurred to me. "Hey, now that you mention it-"


"I'll be fine."


"Okay, okay," I conceded.


Sasha rolled her eyes. But she was still smiling.





It was just after dinner on Sunday night when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. A few seconds later, still dressed in her motorcycle leathers after driving back to school from her home in Sunnyvale, Kim walked through the hallway and said 'Hi' to everyone in the living room.


"Hey" "Hey" Brooke and DJ greeted from their respective spots on the couch. After spending most of the weekend with their boyfriends, they were getting a late start on completing their homework due Monday morning.


"You hungry?" Dawn called from the kitchen. "We've got plenty of leftovers."


"I'm fine, thank you," Kim replied politely, and then headed upstairs.


Dawn then turned to me. "You still want to switch up our presentation assignments tomorrow?"


I nodded. Sasha had come up with a new insight to our group project involving the Brouwer fixed point theorem. She'd called up Dawn and me, and the three of us met to revise tomorrow's presentation. Since she was the one who'd come up with the new insight, I told Sasha I'd have her and Kim switch presentation topics.


"Go to it," Dawn offered. "I'll finish up down here and then we can watch a movie together. 50 First Dates?"


"Sure." I leaned in and kissed my girlfriend's cheek, then wiped my wet hands from doing the dishes and headed upstairs.


After I knocked on Kim's bedroom door, she called out, "Come in."


I entered and smirked immediately at the sight of Kim's panty-clad ass. She was snaking off her leather pants and putting on some comfortable cotton pajama pants. After pulling up the waistband, she turned around and smiled at me. "Nothing you haven't seen before."


I feigned ignorance and gestured for her to turn back around. "Uh, I don't think I saw that quite right. Can you pull your pants down and bend over again?"


"Yes, Master." Kim's lower lip quivered and she immediately turned around, bending at the waist and pulling both her pajamas and panties down to her knees.


I whistled, now having a much better view of Kim's completely bare buttcheeks. And then I chuckled, saying, "I wasn't serious." I also quickly stepped into the room, closing the door behind me just in case someone meandered by.


Quietly, Kim pulled her pants back up and turned around, sitting down on the edge of her bed. "I don't mind."


Canting my head to the side, I approached the bed and sat down beside her. "I still don't get that, you know. How you're so willing to just carry out my slightest whim. Even Dawn doesn't do that for me."


Kim shrugged. "I don't mind. I'm happy to be at your slightest whim."


"So if I asked you to give me a blowjob right now..."


She immediately reached forward and tugged at my jeans. "Would you like me to, sir?"


"No, no." I quickly grabbed her wrists, stopping her. And then I thought about it, "Well, yes. But it's not Thursday."


Kim shrugged. "I spoke with Viktoriya on Friday. We discussed a lot of things, including you. For one thing, she said she was eliminating the 'Thursday' rule. You may now have me anytime you wish."


My jaw dropped in surprise. For one thing, I didn't know how I would handle having this level of control over Kim every day of the week. It was a kinky trip to be her 'Master' one day a week, but all the time? Even more disquieting was that Kim had explained the change so casually, as if she'd just told me she had a new haircut. Like it wasn't really a big deal.


"Anytime?"


Kim smiled with an extra sparkle in her eye. "Anytime. Would you like that blowjob now, Master?"


"Wait-wait-wait," I said, holding my hands up. I took a deep breath and shook my head. Being curious about what made Kim tick was one thing, but if she was going to start behaving like this every time we were alone together, I knew I was going to have to understand this submissive aspect better. She was just too vulnerable, and I could hurt her easily if I didn't handle this the right way. "Why are you doing this?" I asked seriously. "What's in it for you?"


Kim shrugged. "I can make you happy. That's all the reward I need."


"But what's in it for you?"


"I require nothing further."


This wasn't going anywhere. All of a sudden, I remembered the reason why I'd come up here in the first place, and the thought of our team project put an idea in my head.


"Kim, do you agree with Professor Isakova's assessment of Nash's Equilibrium? Specifically, do you agree that all companies think only about their own self-interest?"


"Yes. Modern mainstream economics is built on neoclassical theories. The ultimate goal of a company is to prosper and survive. To do so requires that it consider the strategies of its competitors and adapt based on them to ensure its own success."


"Do you agree that all companies should think only about their own self-interest?"


Kim pursed her lips. "There are a lot of factors to consider..." she hedged.


I shook my head and cut her off. "Yes or no?"


Thus given an ultimatum, Kim shrugged and answered, "Yes."


"And do you believe that human beings should act in a similar fashion?"


She read the hardness in my eyes. With another shrug, she answered, "Yes."


"Including yourself?"


Kim's eyes wavered for a moment, but she took a deep breath and answered, "Yes."


"Then how to you reconcile your mandate to think of your own self-interest with your behavior to do whatever I tell you to do?"


She smiled. "Easily. They're one and the same."


"Huh?"


Kim shrugged, but remained silent. I stared at her, waiting for her to explain, but she simply stared back at me. I frowned, thinking of how I should further press the question when I realized what position she was now sitting in.


Kim now knelt atop the bed, with her legs together. She sat on her heels, with her feet pointed directly behind her. Her chin was thrust outward and her hands in front of her as if she were praying. She held the pose and blinked slowly while staring at me.


Kim was in First Position, a slave at the ready for her Master. In this mentality, she wasn't going to say anything without my prompting.


"Ah, shit," I sighed. I didn't want slave Kim right now. I wanted my friend who would actively discuss schoolwork or other things in our personal lives on an ordinary afternoon. We'd started out that way, but as soon as I'd given her the ultimatum, her personality had shifted. And she was going to be a much tougher nut to crack.


Taking a deep breath, I asked, "If given a choice between making yourself happy, and making me happy, which would you choose?"


"There is no difference."


I put my palm to my forehead, rubbing it slowly. "Let's say you wanted to go out and eat pizza, but I wanted to eat burgers. If I ask you, what do you want to eat, what would you tell me?"


"Burgers."


"But what if I didn't tell you I wanted burgers?"


"I'd ask you what you wanted."


"Okay, new topic. What do you want to do right now? For the next five minutes?"


"What do YOU want to do?"


"No, no, no. I'm not telling you anything about me. Tell me what YOU want to do."


"I want to do whatever you want to do."


"ARGH!" I dismounted the bed and paced around the room for a moment. Clearly, Kim was capable of self-direction. She'd gone through most of the past two years without much help, including a long stint completely masterless after Grace dumped her for Adrienne and before Viktoriya picked her up. Even in the past semester, she'd lived under my roof and gone about her daily life with minimal instruction from me and only the occasional visit to Viktoriya. So I couldn't wrap my head around her current stubbornness.


"I'm leaving now. You're on your own. Do whatever you want to do."


Kim bowed her head. "Yes, Master."


Frustrated as hell, I turned and went out the door, shutting it behind me loudly.


"What's wrong?" Dawn asked, ascending the final two steps on the way to join us.


"Uh ... nothing..." I said, waving at Kim's bedroom door.


"Did she not like switching presentation assignments?"


"What? Oh, no. We didn't even talk about that," I muttered.


Dawn arched an eyebrow at me. "What WERE you talking about?"


I looked back at the door, sighing forlornly. "Nothing, really. C'mon, let's go watch the movie."
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"Assume Second Position," I stated quietly, but firmly. Even though I hadn't said it very loud, it was a command and not a mere statement.


Blindfolded, Kim bent forward, folding her arms on top of the mattress and resting her cheek against them while still in a kneeling position. The position thrust her ass into the air, and she separated her knees to open up her crotch. Breathing shallowly, the beautiful Japanese-American babe quieted and waited.


She was beautiful, and yet so fragile. Her skin was pale, used to being covered up by motorcycle leathers. She favored long-sleeved shirts and jeans even when our interminable Berkeley weather let the sun through. And she'd always eaten like a bird, with her ribs making slight indentations in her sides and a distinct lack of padding on her rather bony ass.


I didn't let her fragility slow me down. Experience had taught me that she could take it. And even though the young submissive wasn't into pain, she could endure just about any level of brutal fucking I could give her. Two weeks ago, I made sweet and gentle love to this delicate flower who had put her trust in me. Not today. Today I'd already fucked the shit out of her.


That bony ass was reddened from the repeated impacts of my pelvis against it from our prior fucking. She was covered from head to toe in sweat from the athletic romping around her bedroom we'd already done. And her labia were bright red from the excessive friction of my unrelenting cock pistoning in and out of her cunt.


The crack of her ass glistened a little bit, as my last load of cum had been running out of her pussy and down toward her anus for the past ten minutes or so. I'd stood beside the bed with Kim hanging her head upside-down off the edge, fondling her tits while she sucked me back to hardness and then throat-fucking her a few times just for good measure. In this aggro-mood I was currently in, I felt a carnal thrill every time I saw my cockhead denting out her throat by a full inch from the inside. Now that she'd turned over, what little remained of my cumload was now trickling down her thighs, but there was enough slime coating her rosebud to get me started.


Kim groaned at the pressure of my dick forcing open her sphincter. I didn't enter her; I simply kept my cockhead pressed up against her anus, waiting to see how she would react. Given what I knew about her, she should turn her hips and push me away before actually allowing me entry.


Kim was an anal virgin. I knew this for a fact, although she'd had small vibrators and butt plugs in there before. Like I'd said, Kim wasn't into pain. Whenever I'd spanked her, she wouldn't say "no" exactly, or refuse me. But she would whimper negatively, and a good Master is always cognizant of his submissive's limits.


I was fully aware of this particular limit, but I was getting annoyed. Viktoriya had repeatedly told me that a Master should never issue a command in true anger, because then somebody could really get hurt. But I didn't care. I figured that at least THIS would get Kim to really respond to me.


"Do you want this?" I asked softly, holding myself with the mushroom head stretching her open ever so briefly.


"I am yours, Master," she replied quietly, her voice shallow.


"Do you want this?" I repeated.


"It is not my choice to make," she stated.


It was the same non-answer Kim had been giving me for the past half-hour. I hadn't intended to hammer her quite so hard tonight. It was our Thursday, true. But the past two weeks had been rather more sedate, and more pleasurable for both of us in my estimation.


But I was still trying to figure out what made Kim tick. I didn't comprehend the mentality of a submissive, and thus had some problems truly understanding the mentality needed to be her Dominant. Sure, I had role-played the part with Viktoriya, but all I'd really done then was do whatever the fuck I wanted to her without really thinking about her needs.


"Do I have your permission to enter your ass, Kim?" I asked harshly.


"You do not need my permission to do anything, sir," she replied evenly.


I rolled my eyes. I wanted to think about Kim's needs. But in order to do that, I had to figure out what those needs WERE. Making decisions for her and giving her orgasms she didn't expect just didn't jive with my sense of how people lived their lives in this world. Maybe some people were Utilitarian and maybe some were Egoists. But I just couldn't wrap my head around somebody who just didn't actively seek out their own self-satisfaction at all, or even take action to protect themselves from self-dissatisfaction like this.


Feeling frustrated, I upped the intensity. "I'm going to ravage your tight asshole, Kim. I'm taking my pleasure from your body with no concern for whether you enjoy it or not. I'm gonna fuck you so hard that you won't be able to walk straight in the morning. I may slap your ass a few times along the way, and it might hurt a bit. You okay with that?"


She didn't hesitate. "I am yours to use, Master."


AAARRGH! For more than thirty minutes, she'd stubbornly refused to give me an answer one way or another about what she actually wanted. Every time I asked, she'd simply stated that the choices were all mine. In the beginning, I'd feigned annoyance in the hopes that she would seek to please me and tell me what I wanted to know. But now?


Now I was really annoyed.


And whether I should have made the decision in anger or not, I gripped her hips and pushed myself through.


Keeping her cheek firmly against her folded arms, Kim closed her eyes and forced herself to relax and allow my entry. I wasn't dependent entirely upon my prior cumload for lubrication; I'd coated myself in Astroglide as well. And with short, jabbing thrusts, I managed to push my cockhead through and into her dilated rectum. Once my head was in, I didn't hesitate. I just grabbed onto Kim's hips and rammed my dick all the way up her ass in a single powerful thrust. She screamed at the sudden penetration, feeling almost eight inches of cock invading her bowels.


When I was fully imbedded up her ass, I stopped and planted my hands on the mattress to support my own weight. Kim was breathing hard, but breathing shallowly, just trying to adjust to the foreign presence of such a large body stretching the walls of her anal chute. With her face turned to the side, I could see the tears of pain now rolling down her cheeks.


"I have forcibly taken your last virginity," I growled, trying to sound menacing.


"I am pleased to give it to you," she hummed, a little smile tugging at the corner of her lips despite her continuing tears.


Dammit she was frustrating. Pulling myself back until just the crown was still trapped inside her anus, I swiftly lunged forward with all my weight, piledriving my cock up Kim's backdoor and knocking the wind out of her. Before she could recover, I pulled back and did it again. And again. She was an anal virgin. She didn't like pain. And I knew better than to hammer her this hard, this fast. But I was pretty pissed off.


Having cum once already, I wasn't in any danger of popping off too soon. I didn't try to hold my orgasm back. And I seriously tried to fuck the shit out of her.


"Are you enjoying it rough?" I gasped, not slowing down at all.


"I enjoy it when you enjoy it, Master," she whimpered while panting, a little out of breath from the strain. The teardrops continued to fall.


AAARRGH! I screamed inside in annoyance. And then the sexual creature inside me took over.


It had been a while since I really let loose. I'd had no reason for the rage to take over in over a year. I don't think that Kim had done anything special to set the animal free. Perhaps it was merely the accumulation of many things, annoyances that I hadn't realized were bothering me that had simply built up and built up until they needed to be released.


Whatever the reason, I lost control. I don't remember everything that happened, but I remember a few things.


I remember thrusting like a madman through Kim's anal chute, my eyes on fire and drool dribbling down my chin to splatter across her naked back. I remember the meaty thuds of my bony pelvis meeting her bony ass. And I remember her howling shrieks of pain and pleasure as I pistoned in and out of her distended asshole faster than seemed humanly possible.


The phrase "Take it! Take it!" seemed familiar.


"Cum, bitch, CUM!" also rang a bell.


I remember the exact moment when Kim's body went totally limp, all strength leaving her legs and torso as her spine dropped inward with the force of gravity, her face pitching forward without any resistance from her arms as I literally fucked her flat onto the bed.


I hadn't stopped fucking her, even after she'd passed out. No, I remember that for at least a full minute I continued to saw my cock in and out of Kim's ass, my forceful thrusts pushing her lifeless body into the mattress and letting the bed push her body back at me.


And I remember the blissful release of pressure as I sprayed down her bowels with a diluvial torrent of jism, pouring wave after wave of scalding hot sperm through Kim's colon while I howled my masculine roar of conquest at the sky.


When my consciousness returned to the world of the rational, my cock was still imbedded in Kim's ass. Her eyes were closed and a puddle of drool had formed on the sheets around her face. I was instantly hit with a wave of guilt. My times of losing control with Adrienne and Gwen had taught me that while the girl might not hate me for what I'd done, I'd still gone beyond the point of her consent.


Kissing Kim's cheek tenderly, I whispered my apologies and then slowly withdrew my dick from her ass. She slept peacefully, a smile on her face, which assuaged my guilt some. But as soon as I found strength in my limbs, I went to the bathroom to fetch a warm washcloth with which to wash her up.


Over and over again tonight, Kim had repeated that her body was mine to use for my own pleasure. Even though I had done just that, I still felt a little bad about it. She was right: I was too empathetic. I didn't have the aloofness to really be a Master.


And even more now, I HAD to understand what made her tick.





Kim was still unconscious when I had an epiphany. I'd thought I was being direct enough by asking her simple yes/no questions: Do you want this? Are you enjoying it? Are you okay with this?


But I wasn't being direct enough. "Public" Kim would take enough initiative to socialize at a minimum level and respond when spoken to, even if she didn't start conversations herself. But private, submissive Kim only responded to commands. And I hadn't been commanding her.


Returning to my bedroom, I brought back one of Dawn's favorite toys and thumbed it on. The pink, fleshy plastic hummed to life, and Kim started to stir awake when I slipped it into her recently-fucked cunt.


"Ohhh..." she moaned, still with her eyes closed as the vibrator went to work. I pushed it a little deeper, causing her to breathe a little deeper as well. And when I pulled it out just enough to nudge the nose of it over her clit, I heard the sharp inhalation of a person first waking up.


Reaching my left hand out, I pressed down on her lower back to pin Kim to the mattress, not only informing her of my presence but also establishing dominance. My right hand held the vibrator in her cunt, and leaning over her back, I stated quietly, "We need to talk."


I hadn't asked her a question or commanded her to do anything, so Kim remained silent. Still, her eyes fluttered open. She stared straight forward as she absorbed the situation she was in as well as the pleasant buzzing in her loins.


"Tell me when you first realized you were submissive," I commanded.


Kim hesitated. In all the time we'd known each other, I hadn't delved too deeply into her past. Sure, I'd asked the occasional question, the way anyone inquires into the lives of their friends. But she'd been reticent to share and my reluctance to pry had kept me from finding these things out before.


"Tell me!" I stated more harshly.


"Five years ago," Kim replied in a soft voice. She said nothing further, having answered my question to the letter.


So she was fifteen. "Tell me how you realized it."


"I looked it up on the internet."


Again, she'd given me the answer, but nothing more. "The internet told you that you were a submissive?"


"Yes."


"Explain." It was a command.


"The symptoms seemed to match the way I felt."


Interesting. What little I knew of the whole Dom/sub thing was that a Dominant usually took charge of a submissive and taught them how to live. "Who was your first Master?"


Kim groaned when my hand accidentally shifted the vibrator, but she took a deep breath and answered, "Grace was my first Mistress."


"And she taught you to be a submissive?"


"No," Kim replied quietly. And then without me having to probe further, she added, "I sort of had to learn it myself."


"So Grace wasn't a very good Mistress?"


"She was my friend. She tried. But she didn't understand me."


"So she didn't turn you into a submissive or anything?"


"No. I was already this way."


"For how long?"


"For as long as I can remember."


"You mean that even as a child, you were submissive?"


"Yes."


"Why?" I asked a little too quickly.


Kim didn't answer right away. When I stopped and thought about it, I'd asked a very open ended question off the cuff without really thinking about it. If I wanted to really understand how Kim's psyche had developed, I would need to formulate my question in a more direct way.


But while I was still thinking about how to do that, a single tear rolled down Kim's cheek. She shivered in a way that had nothing to do with the vibrator still humming along. And then to my utter and complete surprise, she reached down and pulled the pink sex toy out of her cunt.


Never mind that I hadn't given her permission to do so. Never mind that she had to pry the vibrator out of my hands to do it. Thumbing it off and quieting the room from its incessant humming sound, she set the toy aside and then curled up into a fetal position. And as the tears began flowing stronger and stronger from her eyes, Kim moaned, "I miss my dad..."


Now I was really confused.


Chapter 9: Theories of Self-Interest II
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The Honda Fireblade slowed down and made a right turn into the driveway of a nice suburban house. Kim stopped in the driveway and fished into her backpack for a remote, pressing it to open the garage door.


There was plenty of street parking, so I paralleled the Mustang and then got out. Taking a deep breath, I walked up the driveway, peeking inside the garage to see two cars already inside, and Kim parking her motorcycle right in the middle alongside another Honda sportbike. She took off her helmet, set it on the seat, and then walked back out into the driveway to meet me.


"I guess they're home," I said, pointing into the garage.


Kim nodded and gestured to the two cars, a beat up Acura and an older 2-door Accord with chrome rims. "That means my Dad is home, along with my older brother Nick. Mike isn't home yet."


"Nick's five years older than you, and Mike's two?"


Kim nodded. "Right. And John is the eldest, but he lives with his wife and son in Redwood City."


"Okay, okay." I tried to commit everything to memory. I hadn't given myself much time to go over these details. After all, I'd only decided to come here to Kim's house this morning.


After last night's 'Thursday fucking', I found myself left with more questions than answers about Kim's psyche. I knew that she felt like she'd been a submissive for her entire life, but she'd gone nearly catatonic after the confession about missing her father. I didn't know much about Doms and subs, and I wasn't sure how much faith I put into Kim's teenaged self-diagnosis. I just had to learn more.


Dawn had come home from her cooking class only a few minutes later, and I decided that I just had to get to the bottom of things. Since Kim was going home for the weekend as usual, I went to Viktoriya's office in the morning before her first class and asked permission to accompany Kim home. I explained my reasons, and although she had some hesitation, Viktoriya gave me her blessing.


Telling Kim was somehow much easier. I simply informed her that Viktoriya had approved my actions, and she promptly called home to let her father know that she was bringing her boyfriend home to meet him.


"Boyfriend?" she'd asked when I told her to refer to me as such.


"You're bringing a boy home to meet your family," I'd explained. "Would it be better to call me your Sexually-Dominant Master?"


Kim agreed that 'boyfriend' was the best approach. So now, like a good girlfriend, she slipped her hand into mine and led me to the front door.


"Are you nervous?" I asked.


With a serene look, Kim shook her head. "Not at all. Actually, Dad was always suspicious of how much time I spent with Grace. For months, he's been asking me questions about whether I was meeting any boys at school. I think he's afraid I'll turn out to be a lesbian. And I even told him about Bert last semester just to keep him happy."


"You told him you were dating Bert?"


Kim laughed and shook her head. "No, not dating. Just that Bert was coming after me. I told you ... I don't have a future with him."


My mouth went dry, and I couldn't help but ask, "But you think you have a future with me?"


Kim just smiled mysteriously and squeezed my hand. Then she reached out and pressed the doorbell.


Having been forewarned by the garage opening, Kim's father opened the door rather quickly. He said something formally in Japanese that I didn't understand, except that he used Kim's full name "Kimiko". Then turning to me, he extending his hand in greeting. "Preezed to meet you, Ben," he said with a thick accent.


"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Fukuzaki," I replied while shaking his hand.


"Come inside," he invited somewhat coolly, waving us in. He led us to the living room and gestured to the couches. I sat where he pointed, but before he sat down opposite me, he turned to Kim and ordered sternly, "Kimiko. Bring us tea."


"Hai," Kim replied formally, bowing her head. She then backed away with almost military precision and turned to head for the kitchen.


Without thinking about it, I arched an eyebrow at her behavior. Even though we were among other people, and indeed Kim had been almost playful in the walk up to the house, she had immediately become "submissive Kim" upon entering.


While Kim brewed us tea, her father and I made small talk. Kim and I had covered the basics, so I knew what to say. Apart from omitting that I already HAD another girlfriend, we stuck to the real-life facts. Kim and I had met our freshman year, we were interns together over the past summer, and she'd moved into my house to have someplace to stay without commuting. We'd been dating since the beginning of the school year, but Kim had not wanted to bring me home until the relationship was more established.


Kim arrived with the tea, serving both of us and then sitting down beside me. We didn't hold hands, respecting Asian protocol prohibiting PDA. And we continued the standard Girlfriend's Father Interrogation (TM).


Mr. Fukuzaki was exceptionally aloof. He had that old-school Japanese air about him, where everything was formal and ritualized. The few times he spoke to Kim were short, direct commands, absent any warmth. He was cold and detached, and I found myself wondering just why Kim would have mumbled last night that she missed her father.


Growing up, there had been a few times that I missed my parents. Usually, they were in times of great stress, times when I yearned for their comforting touch and affectionate embrace. I couldn't imagine the stoic man in front of me being comforting or affectionate toward Kim. Indeed, he hadn't even hugged her in greeting on our arrival.


But maybe that was the point. Kim said that she'd felt submissive for her entire life, even as a child. I had been wondering what Master had come along at some point, likely around that 15-year-old age when Kim told me she'd realized it was her nature. But perhaps there wasn't any external 'Master' influence. Maybe Kim's own father had simply been such a controlling influence that being given commands was all she had ever known.


This was all just speculation on my part, of course. The only data set I had to analyze was the formal setting of a father meeting his daughter's very first boyfriend. Of COURSE he wouldn't be all warm and fuzzy. But I'd come here with the express intention of trying to understand Kim's past. Getting her to explain things to me had been like pulling teeth over the past few weeks, but instead of letting things go, I'd been consumed by this need to figure her out.


The conversation turned away from my relationship with Kim and more specifically about me. Mr. Fukuzaki asked about my major and career goals, probing politely but firmly toward all the things that he could use to evaluate my potential as a provider for his one and only daughter. I had just started to explain about my family in Orange County and that I had grown up with four sisters when a handsome young man bounded up the hallway, and the sound of the garage door closing echoed from the hallway behind him.


"Kim, hey! You're home early!" he exclaimed without trace of an accent. I supposed that all of the children could speak perfect Californian.


"Masayuki!" Mr. Fukuzaki stated sternly. "We have a guest."


Mike, Kim's older brother by two years, darted his eyes to me and immediately came to a stop. "My apologies, sir," he said formally to his father with a bowed head before turning to me with a confused look on his face. "Hi, I'm Mike."


I stood up as he approached me with an offered hand, shaking it. "I'm Ben. Kim's boyfriend."


"Boyfriend? Whoaaa..." Mike drawled like a surfer dude, shooting his little sister a look. He looked both impressed and pleased at the same time, with a broad smile crossing his face.


Kim blushed and glanced down at her hands. Suddenly, I started to feel bad about my little ruse to come here. Kim's family was welcoming me in as her boyfriend, when really, I wasn't. I mean, we were close ... intimate, even. But what was I getting myself into?


"Guess this means you get a week off from letting me school you," Mike chuckled to his sister, reaching out and slapping her arm.


Without thinking about it, Kim automatically reacted by punching her brother's arm right back.


"Masayuki! Kimiko!" Dad barked sternly again, clearly not happy with his son's break from decorum.


Mike blushed, clearly chagrined. Kim stared at her feet subserviently.


Seeking to lighten the mood, I shrugged and asked, "Am I interrupting a family ritual?"


Kim remained silent, incredibly intent on her toes.


"It's just basketball," Mike explained. "Kim and I usually will go one-on-one for a bit when she comes home on the weekends."


"You play basketball???" I asked incredulously at Kim.


Mike frowned, looking over at me. "You didn't know? Girl is GOOD. Tell her, Dad."


Despite his stoicism, a glimmer of pride came into Mr. Fukuzaki's face. "All of my children are excellent athletes," he said softly. "I made sure of it."


I broke into a smile and looked over at Kim. "Well maybe after dinner, you two can still have your game. This I've GOT to see."





Dinner was delicious. Perhaps because he'd lost his wife twenty years ago, Mr. Fukuzaki was an excellent chef. Nick emerged from his room, proving to be a virtual carbon-copy of his younger brother, only with a short goatee and hair that nearly reached his shoulders. The five of us sat down to a pleasant meal.


Over the food, Mr. Fukuzaki started to lighten up. He was still formal, but not nearly as stiff, and the conversation flowed without awkwardness. The boys repeated many of the questions their dad had already asked me, and they all seemed to appreciate my praise of Kim's academic successes.


Despite the chattiness of her brothers, however, Kim remained nearly mute for the entire meal, speaking only when directly spoken to. What's more, none of her family members seemed surprised by this behavior. For the most part, the conversation went on without her, the exceptions being when someone asked her a direct question about life at Cal as it related to me, or when I deliberately went out of my way to try and include her.


I got the distinct impression that the "private" Kim I knew was the only Kim her family knew: quiet and reserved. Oh, she wasn't above punching one of her brothers or shooting them a harsh look when they joked about her, but that was it. She was like a little sibling who just hung around the edges of the action, observing but not really a part of it. More than just a little sibling, they treated her like a little brother. And I suppose no one was surprised that Kim had managed to keep me a secret for this long.


When we were finished, Mr. Fukuzaki directed his sons to clean up the dishes. He also went with them, leaving Kim to give me the mini tour of her house, which included her bedroom.


Once behind a closed door, I pulled her into a hug and gave her a quick kiss. She shivered in my arms, and when I glanced down at her, I asked again, "Are you nervous?"


"A little, now," she replied. "Not nervous. Just ... feeling strange."


"Why?"


"It's..." she began, not knowing how to finish. "I didn't realize how awkward this would feel. I've gotten used to being around you at school, and it is very different to be with you here. My home life has never been entirely comfortable for me. And now that my brothers and father are talking about ... dating things ... It's ... I'm just not used to it."


"What do you mean?"


Kim shrugged. "This is a house of boys. No mother, no women. Life was always about sports and cars and motorcycles. Sure, they talked about girls with each other, but not to me. Everyone knows that I am a girl, but they don't know how to treat me like a girl. Tonight was the very first time I think they have seen me as a woman, and everyone feels a little strange."


"Really? I didn't notice any awkwardness."


"Perhaps you didn't. But I know my brothers, and I know they are very surprised that I have a boyfriend. Mike asked me last year if I was a lesbian, and he was trying to tell me he would support me if I was."


I chuckled and leaned in. "Well ... he's half right, isn't he?"


Kim thought about that and then giggled. "Perhaps."


We laughed together, delighted smiles coming to both of our faces. Her eyes then rotated up to mine, big brown irises full of warmth as she looked up at me. Her arms tightened around my back, and with a sigh she added, "But I think I like being here with a man a lot more."


There was more meaning to Kim's words. She'd said she liked being here with a man, but what she really meant was that she liked being here with me. And holding her like this, seeing the joy on her face, I found that I rather liked being here with her. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad to truly be Kim's boyfriend.


A knock sounded off at the door, startling both of us. Quickly, Kim backed away from me about six inches and answered, "Come in."


Nick opened the door slowly, as if scared that he would find Kim and me in some intimate embrace. Once he peeked his head around, he seemed relieved to find that we were fully clothed and standing in the middle of the room. "Dad said to get changed to play. You a baller, Ben?"


"Sure," I replied immediately, and then looked down at my jeans.


"No worries. I think I've got some things that will fit you. Maybe even an old pair of shoes."


I nodded. "Sounds good."


"Ah, come with me," he said, jerking a thumb back out into the hallway.


I looked back to my 'girlfriend'. "See you on the court."


Kim blushed and smiled, an almost cocky sparkle in her eyes.





Nick found me a loose pair of gym shorts and some Air Jordans that were within a half-size of my own. They might feel tight if I played in them for too long, but for a backyard game, they would be fine.


We arrived to find Mr. Fukuzaki and Mike warming up, dressed in their own gym shorts and T-shirts. There was a concrete patio big enough for a full half-court setup, with painted lines and everything around a portable 10-foot hoop.


I picked up a ball and started working the kinks out, having not played basketball very often over the last couple of years. My High School crew had gotten together on the court exactly once over Winter Break, but that was the extent of my practice in a long while.


Kim arrived two minutes later wearing baggy men's shorts and a ratty T-shirt. Her brothers welcomed her with fist bumps and she took a warm-up shot.


But then Dad stepped in and stated, "Kimiko? What are you wearing? Go upstairs and put on some nice clothes."


Kim frowned, and Mike wondered aloud, "Huh?"


"You are a pretty girl," Mr. Fukuzaki explained. "You should dress like one."


"Yes, sir," Kim replied meekly, turning immediately and heading back into the house.


The brothers looked at their own attire nearly identical to Kim's, than at each other in confusion. I went up to Mike and asked quietly, "Does she wear anything different on other weekends?"


He shook his head. "No, same old. But that's when it's only us. Ever since she just skipped Senior Prom because she had no interest in a date or even dressing up, Dad has been trying to get her to be more girly: makeup, dating, all that. It's not her fault. She grew up with us monkeying around with cars and learning to ride bikes. Dad just didn't know how to raise a girl. But I think he recognized that she needed to know how to be a woman, so he's been pushing her that way for a while, especially whenever we left the house. Guess you being here qualifies as a 'social outing'."


"Has he always told her what to do? I noticed that Kim is really quick to follow orders."


"You say that like it's a bad thing." Mike took a deep breath and sighed, pinning the ball against his hip while staring back toward the house. "Dad's a very deliberate and stubborn person, and he's kind of overprotective with Kim. I know she reminds him of Mom. He takes a lot of time to think about what he thinks is best for her, and then he goes out of his way to make sure she understands what he wants. As a kid, she used to rebel a bit. But I think she just learned that her life is easier when she does exactly what he tells her to do."


We continued shooting hoops, but after another minute, Mr. Fukuzaki approached me and pulled me aside. With a hand against my back, he pushed gently so I got the idea to keep walking and walking until we were out of earshot of the boys. And after wiping his sweaty hands and looking down nervously, he looked back up at me and said a little weakly, "Uh, Ben ... I don't know how to ask this. But it has been on my mind all night and I cannot be silent." He stopped and took a drawn-out deep breath. "Are you having sex with my daughter?"


My eyebrows popped and I jerked back, utterly shocked by the bluntness of his question. But at the same time, I was instantly disarmed by the honest worry in Mr. Fukuzaki's face. He wasn't trying to pry or be intimidating. Actually, he just looked plain nervous.


Still, that didn't mean I had to answer him. "Uh, with all due respect, sir," I began. "I think that's a private matter for you and Kim to discuss, not me."


"Please." He reached out and touched my forearm. Speaking slowly, taking care to form his English words despite his thick accent, he explained, "I'm just an old man who wants to know if his only daughter is still a virgin."


I gulped, not sure how to react. For one thing, I was pretty sure my non-answer was actually answer enough. If we hadn't slept together, wouldn't I have already told him so? But he wasn't threatening me nor looked like he was accusing me of anything. I thought he just genuinely had never really considered the possibility that his little girl might be sexually active despite being twenty years old and in college, and only my arrival today had made him start to think about it.


Fortunately, Kim arrived just then, dressed in a yellow Adidas ensemble of matching tank top and short shorts. She'd added a yellow headband to her ponytailed hair. And her white socks were now knee highs that were simultaneously retro and sexy. Indeed, Kim now looked like a sporty girly-girl instead of the androgynous tomboy who'd first come down to the court.


Nick whistled in amazement.


Mike drawled, "Duuude."


It looked like neither brother had ever seen their sister dressed up like this.


"Where'd you get that outfit?" Nick asked.


Kim blushed and looked down. "Always had it," she mumbled. "Just never thought to wear it here."


"Don't. Ever." Mike had mumbled even quieter, turning his head. "I can't believe my sister has boobs."


Nick immediately punched his brother's arm, as if disgusted Mike had even brought that up. "Focus. Don't get distracted."


"Right, right."


Mr. Fukuzaki straightened himself and turned to face his boys. "Two-on-two. Mike and Kim against Nick and Ben," he ordered. "Loser has to play their next game with ME."





Still dressed in my borrowed gym clothes and carrying my polo shirt and jeans over one shoulder, I said goodbye to the Fukuzakis. Nick clapped my shoulder and told me any guy who could play as well as I could was good enough to date his little sister. Mike was still complaining that I must've fouled him over the back to get that last offensive rebound and tip-in. And Mr. Fukuzaki simply shook my hand and thanked me for coming.


Still dressed in her cute yellow outfit, Kim led me to the door. I put my arms around her waist and pulled her against me.


"They're still looking," she said quietly.


"Let them look," I stated evenly and then dipped, kissing her softly on the lips, though I kept my mouth closed.


She quivered happily and kissed me back before remembering where she was, and she rocked back on her heels after having gone up on her tiptoes to meet me.


"Drive safe, boyfriend," Kim said with a little smile on her face, her eyes twinkling.


"See you Sunday, girlfriend," I replied warmly. And then with a final wave to the three men standing further back in the hallway, I went out the door and headed down to the Mustang.


Only when I sat down in the driver's seat and started up the ignition did I stop to think about everything that had happened this night. I now knew three things I hadn't know before:


One: The reason why Kim has missed her father was because he had unwittingly been her Master growing up, giving her commands at all times in part because he did it with all his children, but more because he had always been extra hard and directive with her as the lone daughter that he just didn't know what else to do with. She'd come to depend on his direction to live her life, and became lost without it as she grew up and moved away.


Two: Kim was an amazing athlete, with better hand-eye coordination and athletic ability than I had thought possible.


And three: Without a doubt, Kim Fukuzaki was completely in love with me.





"What am I going to do?" I sighed, hanging my head.


Dawn rubbed the back of my hand encouragingly. We were sitting side-by-side on a couch in the living room, the house empty except for the two of us. I'd returned home from the Fukuzakis to find her waiting and immediately told her everything, including my belief concerning Kim's feelings for me.


She took a deep breath and shrugged. "Depends, how do you feel about her?"


I frowned, "Are you asking if I love her too?"


"Do you?"


"No." I shook my head, not upset but puzzled that my girlfriend might think I could be in love with our roommate. "Have I done anything to make you think that I did?"


"No, not specifically. But then, there have been a lot of times in the past few weeks when I haven't been around and you've been alone with her."


"I'm not."


"Okay. And really, it's not like this would be the first time you've had two girlfriends, or felt in love with more than one woman."


"Dawn," I said seriously. "You're my one and only true love."


She smiled.


"So what do I do?" I asked again.


She took a deep breath again, and looked to me. "What do you think you should do?"


I took a deep breath, thinking about it. Dawn was right about one thing: this was a situation where I needed to come up with my own action plans. My girlfriend was here to help give me advice, but I couldn't spend my entire life expecting the women around me to always tell me what to do. "I dunno exactly. Just be honest with her. I'm her friend, and I'm willing to protect her. But you're my girlfriend and it's you I really love."


Dawn nodded. "I think she understands that. If you ask me, she's been in love with you for a while."


"Why didn't you tell me?"


Dawn giggled. "I'd have to be warning you every week that a new girl is in love with you."


"Please do."


She laughed and shrugged. "Doesn't really matter. You know now. And Kim has certainly figured out how to keep her feelings in check for the past few months at least. Well, up until you had that little romantic 'date' a couple of weeks ago."


I sighed. "If I'd known, I'd never have done that. Feels like I was leading her on."


"You were, a little bit. But now that you know, we can get it worked out. Let's just sit down with her on Sunday night when she comes back, and we'll all talk to get things out in the open. My gut tells me she'll understand that things are better as status quo."


"I hope so. I really don't want Kim to get hurt."


"I know. You're sweet like that." Dawn leaned forward, hugging me firmly and kissing my cheek softly.


"Yeah, well I might play around a bit, and we all have some fun. But this sweetness ultimately belongs to you," I stated seriously, turning and looking my girlfriend in the eye. "Forever."


"Forever," she nodded in agreement. And her next kiss wasn't so soft.





It was just after dinner on Sunday night when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. A few seconds later, still dressed in her motorcycle leathers after driving back to school from her home in Sunnyvale, Kim walked through the hallway and said 'Hi' to everyone in the living room.


"Hey" "Hey" Brooke and DJ greeted from their respective spots on the couch. After spending most of the weekend with their boyfriends ... again ... they were getting a late start on completing their homework due Monday morning.


"You hungry?" Dawn queried from in front of the TV.


"I'm fine, thank you," Kim replied politely, and then headed upstairs.


I had been doing dishes but now turned away from sink, looking back to my girlfriend. Dawn had gotten up and nodded to me. I dried my hands and headed for the stairs, Dawn coming right after me.


After I knocked on Kim's bedroom door, she called out, "Come in."


I entered to see Kim sitting up on her bed. Her motorcycle jacket had already been hung up, and her leather pants were on the floor. She smiled as she saw me and pointed to her dresser, asking cutely, "Should I bother putting on any pants, boyfriend?"


I grinned, but popped my eyes and turned back to see Dawn following me inside.


Kim's face fell immediately. Bowing her head, she quickly went to the dresser and pulled out some pajama pants, snaking them over her legs quickly.


"Hey, how was your weekend?" Dawn asked lightly.


"It was good," Kim replied weakly, not meeting Dawn's eyes.


"I'll bet your dad and brothers had a few things to say about me," I chuckled, trying to be casual.


"My brothers had lots of questions, of course," Kim replied dully. "My dad doesn't really share his thoughts with me."


"Yeah, that figures." I nodded as I dropped into the desk chair. Kim sat down on the bed, looking warily at Dawn as the blonde sat down next to her.


"Is everything okay?" Kim asked fearfully.


"Everything's fine," Dawn explained. "We just wanted to chat."


"About what?"


Dawn glanced at me, and I took a deep breath before saying slowly, "About your feelings for me. Now I know it was my idea to visit your family posing as your boyfriend, but at the time I didn't realize just how strongly you felt about me."


Kim was pale, staring at the floor. She'd gone catatonic, and didn't even blink. Whenever she found herself in an awkward situation in public, she would always just go quiet and become a wallflower. Even though it was only the three of us in this room, she seemed to be doing the same.


"Hey..." Dawn soothed, reaching up and stroking Kim's back. "It's okay. We're not mad or anything. We just wanted to talk."


Kim finally blinked, but didn't look at either of us. In a voice full of fear and so quiet that we could barely hear her, she said, "I don't mean to do anything to harm your relationship, Dawn. You have been nothing but kind and accepting of me ever since I moved in and-"


"It's alright, it's alright," Dawn stated warmly, holding a hand up to forestall any further protests from Kim. "I understand."


"I'm sorry," Kim repeated.


"You don't need to be," Dawn said. Taking a deep breath, she then reached over and touched my forearm. "You know what, I'm going to go back downstairs and leave you two alone."


"What?" I chirped in surprise.


"It's okay," Dawn reassured us both. "I think this will go better if the two of you just talk alone. Kim, I think, will relax a bit more with me gone."


Kim didn't respond, still staring at the floor. I looked at her, then back at my girlfriend. I'd have felt more comfortable with Dawn's support and insight to do this, but she was probably right.


Dawn then touched Kim's arm, saying encouragingly, "You'll feel like you can be more honest without me being in the room. Just know that I'm okay with everything, and I don't hold anything against you. Ben's great, and I'm happy we can both be a part of your life."


Kim blinked a few times, squeezing out a bit of the moisture that had been forming in her eyes. She didn't respond verbally, but she nodded.


Dawn got up, coming to me and kissing my cheek before leaving and closing the door behind her. I took a deep breath, then got up and took Dawn's place on the bed.


"Kim," I began slowly. "Are you in love with me?"


She didn't answer immediately. I took another deep breath, wondering if I should command her to tell me, but just when I was about to do so, she mumbled almost inaudibly, "Yes."


I nodded slowly. "I'm sorry about the weekend. It was my idea to visit your family, and I didn't realize what kind of pressure this whole thing would put on you. I was just trying to understand you better, especially after what you said about missing your dad the other night. I just didn't really think through all the ramifications of posing as your boyfriend and what that would do to you."


"Don't apologize for that. I had a wonderful time," Kim said, finally looking up at me. She really was relaxing more after Dawn had left. A hint of a smile tugged at her lips, and she looked down in her lap, fiddling her fingers together. "I never imagined I would get to play basketball with you and my brothers."


"They were good. I was the tallest one out there, but Nick is an amazing jumper and Mike can dribble circles around me."


Kim flashed me a genuine smile as she looked up at me. "You've also saved me some grief from my dad."


"Saved you some grief?" I wondered, perplexed. "I'd have thought your dad would be peppering you with questions after bringing your very first boyfriend home."


Kim shook her head. "Not at all. He didn't ask me a thing about you. But I could see a satisfaction in his eyes. My dad has worried for a long time that he wasn't a good enough father for me. My inability to be a proper 'girl' made him blame himself. I know he was worried I would end up an old maid, still living at home when I was fifty and existing only to take care of my 85-year-old dad."


I shrugged at the thought.


"You have given him hope, hope that I will eventually marry and bring him grandchildren." Kim went silent again, looking away.


I was a little slow on the uptake. It took me a minute to realize that while my visit had allowed Kim's father to relax a bit, I had only put pressure on Kim herself. I sat up straight and asked, "Have I made your life more difficult?"


She thought about that for a moment, and then shook her head. "No."


"Really? I mean, now your family expects you to have a boyfriend and eventually a husband and all that. That's pressure on you that I've created."


Kim shook her head. "That's pressure that I've always had. You have alleviated the pressure for the boyfriend. The husband and children I still have some time for."


My eyebrows furrowed. "Is that what you want someday? A husband and children?"


She looked up at me, a surprising intensity in her dark eyes. "Yes, I do. I will devote myself as wife to my Master and bear his children."


I arched an eyebrow. To my mind, a husband and wife were a partnership of equals, like my parents or the Evanses. I couldn't reconcile the concept of marriage with Kim's submissiveness. "This isn't some stereotypical Japanese thing, is it?"


Kim actually cracked up, shaking her head. "No, this is just me."


I chuckled along with her, but the discussion had now brought us back to the initial reason why I was here. I took a deep breath, composing myself before asking evenly, "Kim ... Were you hoping that I would be that man for you?"


She didn't answer. Instead, she got up off the bed, walking away from me and around the room, circling around the bed and into the far corner, staring at the wall. I watched her shoulders rising and falling as she breathed deeply to compose herself. And I remained where I was, just waiting her out.


Eventually, she turned around to face me. Kim had found some inner source of strength and there was firmness in her body language as she stated evenly, "You have a girlfriend."


"That's not an answer."


"It is. You belong to her."


"Kim ... even if I didn't ... I don't know that I'm the right man for you. We've talked about this, I'm not a Dominant."


Kim mused on that, looking down. She took a deep breath and then looked back up at me again, stating, "A True Master would not love me back, not romantically. A True Master would care for me, and perhaps love me like they would a dear child. But a True Master would need to be aloof, to allow themselves to separate their feelings for me from their decision-making. We have talked about this, too."


Nodding, I replied, "I remember."


Kim tilted her head to the side, saying, "My husband would love me."


It was clear in her eyes that Kim hoped for that husband to be me. Setting my jaw firmly, I said, "I love Dawn."


"I know."


"I'm going to marry her."


"Probably."


"Then how can you hope to marry me?"


Kim blinked a few times, musing on that. Like her father, she considered things very deliberately before speaking. And after a few moments, she stated evenly, "Self-centeredness."


"Excuse me?"


"Nash's Equilibrium," she added.


I chuckled at the reference to the Economics topic that had played such a large role in Professor Isakova's class this semester. But I shook my head and said, "I don't think you've got it down right. If I'm the blonde, then you and Dawn both going after me is going to cause conflict and a lack of success for both of you."


Kim shook her head. "I'm not talking about the movie. In true equilibrium, both parties must act in their own best interests while taking into account the actions of the other. I understand that Dawn loves you and wants to be with you. Knowing that, I'm doing what I think is best for me."


"And that is?"


"Staying a part of your life," she answered, her voice suddenly thick with emotion. "In any way I can."


Her tone went straight to my heart. "Kim..."


"I am your teammate in school, and you are my leader. I am your friend on campus, and you are mine. I am your mistress in this house, and you are my Master."


"But I belong to Dawn. If you were truly thinking self-centeredly, then you would be looking for someone who could be everything that you need."


"I have found him."


I shook my head. "You can't be banking your entire future on the slim chance that Dawn and I break up."


She shook her head. "I'm not. In fact, I think it is in my best interests for you and Dawn to remain together."


"Huh?" Now I was really confused.


Kim now returned to the bed, staring at me with an almost eerie smile on her face as she climbed on and sat beside me, her legs trailing off to her right while she braced her left hand on the mattress. "We spoke of Nash's Equilibrium two weeks ago as well. You asked how I could reconcile my mandate to think of my own self-interest with my behavior to do whatever you tell me to do."


I blinked, racing back through my memory. "Okay..."


"I told you they were one and the same."


I shook my head. "That doesn't make any sense. Doing whatever I want you to do is the exact opposite of self-interest."


She shook her head, and then smiled wickedly. "Let's say you wanted to go out and eat pizza, but Dawn wanted to eat burgers. If she asks you what you want to eat, what do you tell her?"


I chuckled as Kim was citing my own example from that past conversation. "I tell her 'burgers', if I know that's what she wants."


"And why would you do that?"


I shrugged. "Makes her happy, which makes me happy."


"Then you understand."


I pursed my lips, shaking my head. "Agreeing to let my girlfriend choose the night's meal is one thing, especially when it's not that big of a deal to me. Living your life letting someone else tell you what to do is completely different."


Kim shook her head. "No, it isn't different. It's just ... more extreme."


"It's completely extreme."


"But that doesn't make it any less true for me."


I shook my head in disbelief. "How can you do it?"


Kim sighed, smiling at me. "My father loves me. He would move Heaven and Earth to make sure I am safe and happy. I don't think he realized how much it affected me, but I could always take comfort in his directions, his commands, knowing that he would never intentionally hurt me. From the time I was a little girl, I always knew that whatever he told me to do, he was telling me because he loved me."


Kim then slid closer to me on the bed, reaching up and wrapping her arms around my chest. She pillowed her head on my shoulder, exhaling slowly.


"I know that if I put my trust in you, that you will never let me come to harm," she said in a quiet voice.


"Kim, I'm not your father. I can't replace him."


She shook her head. "I don't ask you to. He would always be my father, and no one can replace him. I want you to be my Master."


"This is dangerous. You're too vulnerable, and this is too big a responsibility. What if I let my baser instincts influence me? I could easily end up just using you for my own self-gratification."


Kim pulled back, smiling up at me. Her hand slid down my chest, and a sparkle came into her eye as she moved even lower and brushed over my crotch. "Perhaps you will have me do things only to satisfy your own self-interest, or even only your physical lust. I will still enjoy those things, knowing that I am pleasing you. Your happiness is my happiness, just like Dawn and the burgers."


Gently, but firmly, I reached up and tugged on Kim's shoulders. I pulled her away from me, enough so that we could look at each other face-to-face. "I'm sorry. I can't do this. Not right-" I caught myself, stopping before I finished saying 'Not right now'. The last time I wavered on something like this I found myself obligated to have sex with Chevelle.


Kim leaned forward, hope in her eyes as I began the 'not right now' phrase.


I tried to dash that hope by saying, "Not ever, Kim. I'm not that kind of person, and I really do love my girlfriend. I'm sorry, but I don't think I could ever be the kind of man you need me to be."


Kim smiled, reaching up with one hand and brushing my lips with a thumb. Still with that sparkle in her eyes, she said, "You already are." And then she turned around, sliding off the bed.


I pinched the bridge of my nose, feeling the frustration building inside me. Kim wanted more of me than I could give her, and she seemed to be in denial about my rejection. But before I could say anything, she went to the door and opened it.


"Nothing needs to change," Kim stated confidently, more confident than I'd ever heard her before. "You are Dawn's boyfriend. I am just a roommate. I humbly ask that you allow me to continue being your mistress, at least on Thursdays. Everything can stay status quo."


I sighed. "How can we just go back to normal, knowing that you have these feelings for me?"


Kim shook her head. "My feelings have been the same for many months now; they will not change. I swear I will not interfere in your relationship with Dawn. As I've told you: I truly believe that your happiness will ultimately lead to my happiness. All I want is for things to stay as they are."


I mused on that, pinching my lips together and staring at the mattress in front of me. What other options did I really have? Cut things off with Kim entirely and potentially create a roommate conflict? Ask her to move out and avoid her like the plague? Of course not.


I wasn't sure I bought Kim's 'your happiness equals my happiness' thing, but I did know that I cared about her. I'd cared enough to come up with that totally reckless plan to visit her family and pose as her boyfriend, and I wasn't about to abandon her now. I may not have completely understood the way she felt about me, but I figured I could work with "status quo" and go from there.


So taking a deep breath, I got up off the bed and approached her. She stood by the door, smiling up at me with all the force of her undying love behind her eyes, no longer covering up as she'd probably done for the past few months.


Just another day in my ordinary life.





I knew I wouldn't be able to figure out all the complexities of Kim's personality on my own. I tried doing a little internet research, but just came up with a bunch of conflicting opinions from people who barely seemed to know what they were talking about. The only things I really figured out were that a submissive personality is not a one-size-fits-all thing and that every individual has their own unique quirks.


But even if the internet couldn't really help me, I knew someone who could. After all, who better to understand Slave Kim than her Mistress?


I arranged to meet Viktoriya in her office. And on Wednesday afternoon, rather than play video games with Bert, I went and visited my professor.


"Hello, Dr. Isakova," I said in greeting when she opened the door.


"For what you want to talk about, I think you should call me Viktoriya," she replied, waving me inside.


I grinned, and as I walked into the room, I rather deliberately reached out and grabbed a handful of her ass. Viktoriya squeaked in surprise, her eyes popping. But when I just rubbed her buttcheek and let go, her only response was to level me with a mock indignant gaze. There was no heat behind it; her sparkling eyes and silly grin gave her away.


I took a wing chair, and when Viktoriya sat down across from me, I noticed that she'd undone the extra slut-button on her blouse. Her desk was still pushed against the wall, so that there was nothing between us. I gawked at her well-formed legs as she crossed them, her knee-length skirt riding up just enough to show me that her stockings were held up by some rather sexy garters. And she gave me that old predatory smile.


My mind started to percolate with possibilities, but she dashed them when she took a deep breath and said, "This is fun, but don't get any ideas, Benjamin. I'm still your professor. You can look, but don't touch again."


"Yes, Ma'am," I replied contritely, all sense of being her master evaporating immediately.


"You said you wanted to talk about Kim. How did things go at her family's house?"


"Pretty well, I think." I started to give Viktoriya the play-by-play of that evening, starting with our arrival and the way Kim lit up while role-playing "boyfriend-girlfriend". I got a little sidetracked passing on the bit of Kim's history I'd learned, about her never having a serious boyfriend before and her family wondering if she was gay. I got myself back on track, illustrating my initial meeting with Kim's father. But once again, I got sidetracked as I explained my theory about how Kim's behavior stemmed from the commanding presence her father had always played in her life.


When I tried to return to the play-by-play narrative, Viktoriya interrupted me, having me elaborate on the theory of Mr. Fukuzaki being Kim's first "Master". I cited other examples throughout the night of her father adopting what I termed the "command tone", and Kim blindly obeying him. And we stayed on that topic for some time.


Viktoriya then switched gears and started grilling me about my relationship with Kim up to this point. A part of me was hesitant to say too much, my instinct to protect the privacy of a friend kicking in. By Viktoriya probed gently, and constantly reminded me that Kim had chosen HER for a Mistress, so I opened up a little more.


Still, I held back some of the more private thoughts we'd shared. After all, if Viktoriya really wanted, she could ask KIM about these things, a bit of logic I used as a defense more than once. Viktoriya told me that she HAD asked Kim these things, but wanted to get my perspective.


The prying started to get a little personal, with Viktoriya's interrogation turning more to my relationship with Dawn, and at some point, I just cut her off. "Hey, I didn't come here to spill the beans on my love life. I thought you could help me understand KIM."


"I'm sorry," Viktoriya apologized. "I didn't mean to press you so hard. It's just ... I'm trying to understand something myself."


"What?"


She sighed. "I'm losing her."


My eyebrows furrowed. "What?"


"You're not the only one to figure out that Kim has fallen in love with you," Viktoriya explained. "There is a wide range of submissives, from true slaves to simply insecure people who want a strong protector in their lives. Kim falls somewhere in the middle of that spectrum, with both a natural inclination to follow the lead of others as well as her own self-motivations. What that means is that she seeks out a Master, or Mistress in my case, to help guide and protect her. But she also follows her own heart and instincts. And right now, her heart is leading her to you."


"What are you saying? That she wants me to become her Master? Not in addition to you, but instead of you?"


Viktoriya nodded. "And I think you should."


"Whoa, whoa, whoa," I stammered, holding my hands up. "I'm no Dominant. I couldn't possibly take on responsibility for her."


Viktoriya smirked, "You didn't do such a bad job with me."


"I had no idea what I was doing."


"You were a natural."


"It was just a game. You were just playing a role during sex. You're not actually submissive, and I knew it. This is entirely different."


"Not so much. Even if I was just playing a role, you did your part admirably. You took charge, but you weren't selfish. You were forceful, but you weren't harmful. You acted with confidence and inspired trust in both me and Kim. And you were always cognizant of your treatment of us."


I shook my head. "You're a 40-year-old grown woman. Sex slave game or not, I knew you were mature enough to handle things even if I screwed up. But Kim's just a young girl!"


Viktoriya took a deep breath. "She's a fully-functioning 20-year-old young woman. She has full control of her faculties; she's not retarded. She consciously subverts her decision-making and surrenders them to others by choice, not because she's incapable. If pressed, Kim can and will defend herself. She's not helpless."


"But you're asking me to be responsible for her. You're asking me to guide her decision-making. How can I do that when I'm not even in control of my OWN decision-making?"


"I think you do just fine. You make mistakes, but nothing that's irreversible," Viktoriya stated confidently. "I've had the opportunity to observe and evaluate you for nearly two years now, with several months in extremely close contact. You are bright, moral, and have exceptional empathy."


"That empathy is exactly why I shouldn't be Kim's Master. She said so herself: A True Master divorces his feelings from his decision-making."


Viktoriya shook her head. "Not exactly correct. We've talked several times about self-interest and self-centeredness, not only in this class but also during your internship. You've shown that you're capable of making decisions while considering the consequences not only for yourself, but for the people you care about. THAT'S the hallmark of a True Master. To make decisions for Kim's interest, and not solely for your own selfish pleasure. Your ability to empathize with her is critical. It allows you to recognize what's best for her, and take action to see that it happens."


I blinked several times, letting that all sink in. Rather than being an impediment, my empathy for Kim was IDEAL. Only someone who really cared for Kim could do what was best for her, and not just use her.


"The reality is that this is happening whether either of us likes it," Viktoriya went on. "I have done my best to prepare her, to teach her how to think for herself a little more. She put her faith in me to improve her as a person, and I think I've done that. In fact, I've taught her so well that she has been able to self-initiate enough to separate herself from me. And as I've recognized her growing independence, I have lifted some of her restrictions. You will remember a few weeks ago when we eliminated the 'Thursdays-only' rule."


"I remember," I replied quietly, still thinking about the empathy implications.


"I've noticed her fondness for you growing and growing. The reality is that she has spent more time with you than she has with me, being your roommate and a part of your inner circle of friends. I let you go to Kim's family and pose as her boyfriend because I knew this was coming."


I just nodded quietly, still trying to process all the information that was coming at me.


"She's in love with you, and from what I gather, her feelings have not negatively impacted your relationship with Dawn. This is a good thing, because it means that you have found a balance between being a part of Kim's life and maintaining your girlfriend. This is critically important, because while Kim is in love with you, I don't think it would be a good idea for you to fall in love with her. Not yet, at least."


That brought my head up. "What? Why?"


Viktoriya shrugged. "As you've said: You are not a Dominant. And even though Kim has gained a measure of self-initiation, she still needs that commanding direction above her. For you to fall in love with her would make her an equal and give her influence over you. And while your empathy for her is a good thing, falling in love with her WOULD cloud your judgment and your ability to do what's best for her."


I nodded and looked out the window. It was a cloudy day, rather common for Berkeley. But the clouds were beginning to part, allowing a sunbeam to peek through.


"Is Kim going to leave you?" I asked finally.


"Not on her own, she wouldn't. And not unless she was sure you were taking over that role."


"So if I do nothing, everything stays status quo?"


"Benjamin," Viktoriya said quietly. "Nothing ever stays status quo. We're only human, and our lives are ever changing. Kim's feelings will grow or wane depending on your actions, especially now that you both are aware of them. On some level, you have to decide if you're willing to take responsibility for her."


I took a deep breath, and exhaled slowly.





Dawn tapped my arm as we turned the final corner and approached the house. I glanced over at her, and she said, "You're squeezing my hand rather tightly."


Blinking, I realized that my grip had indeed increased as we got closer and closer to home. Relaxing immediately, I sighed and apologized, "Sorry."


"Don't be. You're nervous, aren't you?"


"Nervous about what?"


"It's Thursday," Dawn explained with a shrug.


I sighed and nodded, knowing exactly what she meant. It had been four days since my talk with Kim about her love for me and her whole 'your happiness equals my happiness' thing. And for four days, things had been a little awkward between us.


Who was I kidding? For four days, things had been awkward for ME. Kim had returned to the status quo, just as she'd promised. She was a roommate and friend around the house. She was a team member at school. And she was her usual somewhat shy but always perceptive personality in whatever social group she found herself in.


She was NOT a fawning schoolgirl. She was not a lovestruck teenager. She was calm and collected and to the outside observer, she acted no differently than she had been doing all year. The only weird one was me.


"I'm not sure I can do this," I said with a sigh as we went up the stairs and onto the front porch.


"Why not?" Dawn asked, standing aside as I put the key in the lock. "It's just sex."


"It's not just sex. She has feelings for me." And more to the point, for me to continue having sex with her would ALSO continue our progress toward me becoming Kim's Master.


"And don't you have feelings for her?"


"You know I do. That's what makes this harder." I sighed and opened the door, walking into the foyer.


Dawn shook her head as she followed me. "I don't get it. You like her, she likes you. What's the problem?"


"What's the problem? I don't want to lead her on any more than I already have. We all know that she wants me as a boyfriend."


Dawn took a deep breath and said, "Yeah, well ... I've been thinking about that for a couple of days. Maybe you should."


"Should what?"


"Make Kim your girlfriend."


"Uh, I already HAVE a girlfriend." I dropped down onto a couch and opened my arms up invitingly.


Dawn grinned and flopped down into my embrace, tucking herself into the crook of my shoulder and wrapping my arm around her abdomen. "I meant adding Kim as a second girlfriend."


"What?" I looked dumbfounded at Dawn, astonished that she would even suggest this.


She shrugged. "I'm serious. I've thought about it, and I really wouldn't mind. I love you, babe. You're my soulmate. You were the beginning of my love life and you will be the end of it, my alpha and omega. We will always have each other. I just think that for right now, at the relationship stage we're in, there's room for her, too."


"WHAT?"


"She needs you. She loves you."


"She wants to marry me and have my kids."


"I don't know about that. I'll grant that she wants marriage and family eventually, and she might even fantasize about that stuff with you. But for right now, Kim just wants some stability and to trust someone. She's put that trust in you."


I shook my head. "She trusts me enough as it is. She doesn't actually need the boyfriend thing. She said she was fine with the status quo as it was."


"Maybe she's fine with status quo. But you're the one having issues with intimacy without the 'girlfriend' tag. Tell me: if Kim were your girlfriend, would you have a problem taking care of her tonight?"


I shrugged. "I guess not."


"Exactly. You wouldn't feel like you were leading her on or anything. You would just be carrying out your normal relationship with her. 'Girlfriend' is just a word. Your relationship with her wouldn't really be any different than it is right now."


I shook my head again. "But I can't have two girlfriends."


"Why not? You've had two girlfriends before."


"Disasters, both times. As much of a male fantasy it seems to have two girlfriends, they're just not stable and the damn things always blow up in my face."


"Just because something didn't work in the past doesn't mean it won't in the future. The Adrienne/Paige thing failed because of other problems. Adrienne was in love with Grace and going through a lot of turmoil over her sexual orientation. And Paige just wasn't stable in the first place."


"The first time I tried it didn't work either."


"Why was that?"


"Megan and Cassidy? Uh, well..." I thought back. "Actually, Megan and Cassidy got along pretty well. There weren't any real conflicts between them. Really, the only reason why those relationships failed was because I cheated on them."


"So there you are. Don't cheat, and it can work."


I arched an eyebrow. "Megan and Cassidy were best friends. They were really, really close to each other, and sharing me bonded them even more. That's not the case with you and Kim. Honestly, I'm worried you two would be more like Adrienne and Paige."


Dawn laughed. "I'm not going to fall in love with another woman. Or were you thinking I'm the 'Paige' in this scenario?"


I chuckled and shook my head in the negative. I had to admit, Dawn was bringing up some good points. Kim already lived in the next room, we were sexually intimate, and she clearly loved me. Her family believed I was her boyfriend, most of our friends knew she was very close to me, and my reputation was such that no one would be really surprised if we declared Kim my second girlfriend. Really, 'girlfriend' was just a word. There wouldn't be a significant change in our actual relationship with each other.


But even a word carries weight. Day-to-day, there might not be much of a change. But with the addition of the title would come more responsibility. I felt that the title 'Kim's Boyfriend' would be almost synonymous with the term 'Master', and I wasn't sure I could handle that just yet. For one thing, I would have to devote more energy and effort to consciously think of Kim's interests and take responsibility for her. I would also owe Kim more of me, more of my time. And lately, I'd felt like I'd been having less and less time with Dawn as it was.


"Why would you want me to do this?" I asked, idly brushing Dawn's hair with my fingers. "You're my one and only right now. What benefit could there possibly be for you if I add a second girlfriend?"


Dawn mused on that for a minute. She stared off, deep in thought while I continued brushing her hair. But after that minute, she glanced back at me and shrugged. "Nothing for me directly, I guess. But overall, I think that we would be happier."


"What do you mean?"


"Well ... you and I are a team now. Bert told me you guys were discussing philosophy a few weeks back. I was curious, so we got to chatting about it, too. He was explaining Utilitarianism to me, about maximizing the utility for our collective. Well, I'm part of a collective now: you and me. Some things are good for me, and others are good for you. I have to consider those things equal, though; I don't want to be selfish. So even if there is no benefit for me if you make Kim your girlfriend, there's a benefit for you, and I value that."


"It's not just a matter of a plus for me and a neutral for you. You have to see that adding Kim as a girlfriend would actually be a negative for you. You'd lose some uniqueness being my only girlfriend, and you'd also likely lose some of my time and heart."


Dawn shrugged. "Small sacrifices. Minor negative for me, but a much bigger positive for you. I can deal with that, and overall, we come out ahead. Isn't that why you've been so strongly pushing me the last couple of months about freedoms? I leave you to take this cooking class. I spend more time apart from you and hanging out with Gwen and Robin. I'd like to think those are minor negatives for you, but that they're worth it because of the positives it brings me. Overall, our collective utility goes up."


"But wouldn't making Kim a girlfriend bring her into our collective? What makes us special is that things are just you and me."


Dawn frowned. "I guess I hadn't thought of it that way. I mean, I like Kim well enough, and we're friends. But ... she's not a part of you and me."


"So it's settled then: 'no' to girlfriend."


"But maybe you can have two collectives: you and me, and then you and her."


"Now you're talking about splitting my attention and duty to two separate causes. That can't be good either." Whatever my concerns about becoming Kim's Master, I had to make damned sure I didn't lose focus on Dawn as my girlfriend.


"Ugh, okay, maybe I can't explain this right in terms of philosophy or in theories of self-interest. I just thought..." Dawn sighed and tried to re-work the words in her brain to match the concepts in her mind.


"Dawn, don't worry about it. I love you, you're my soulmate, and you're the only one I want holding this special place in my heart."


"That's sweet." Dawn patted my arm. "But ... Look, let me just put it this way: I appreciate you giving me my freedoms. You don't know how reassuring it is to know that I can go out and spend time with my friends and pursue these outside interests without losing you. So many other people in committed relationships feel trapped because they want to do other things, but feel that they can't."


"I don't want to become another Daniel/Elaine."


"I know, I know. And we won't," Dawn assured me. "But even knowing you've given me permission, and have shown absolute devotion to wait for me to be ready to settle down ... I still feel a little guilty about it."


"About what?"


"About leaving you alone. I love you, and I don't want you to feel abandoned. So while I've been out there, doing my own thing, I've been telling myself that at least you have Kim waiting for you at home. Sure, she has her own friends too, but ... well ... I mean at least on Thursdays, when I'm gone for three hours with this cooking class, I know that you have your night with Kim and I don't feel so guilty. Does that make sense?"


I grimaced. "Uh, this sounds awfully like Adrienne sending Paige to me so that she could be with Grace."


Dawn shook her head rapidly. "It's not. I'm not leaving you, and I'm not trying to just 'occupy' you for my own ulterior motives. Really ... I just ... I like doing my own thing a bit, and I like knowing that someone else is there to take care of you while I'm gone, okay?"


I took a deep breath, and then pulled Dawn around to face me so that we could hug each other face-to-face.


She squeezed me tightly, burying her nose into my shoulder. "I love you, Ben. Forever."


"I know. And you don't need to feel guilty about leaving me to go to a cooking class or whatever. I can do just fine on my own."


"Does that mean you're going to continue avoiding Kim?"


I took a deep breath. "No. Actually, I think you've managed to point out one very important thing to me about her."


"What's that?"


"The only reason I'm resisting the idea of making Kim a second girlfriend is because she's not worthy of you. I can't wrap my head around the idea of giving her the same title as I give you, because that would mean I cared about her as much as I do you. You're unique. You're special. You are one and only."


Dawn smiled, flattered by my praise.


"But I considered it. I really did consider it. I do care a lot about Kim, and even if I'm not willing to put that 'girlfriend' title on her, we still have a very special relationship. I can't deny that to her. I can't keep avoiding her. She deserves better than that."


Dawn nodded. "Okay."


We both paused and thought over everything that had been said. I relaxed, feeling like I'd come to a resolution on how to handle the situation. And smiling, I rubbed Dawn's back as she turned around and snuggled up against me once again.


But a second later, she popped back up and turned to face me. "Hey, do you want me to stick around tonight? Maybe everything will feel easier if I'm with you and Kim."


"And miss your class?" I shook my head. "Nah, I'll be fine."


"You sure?"


"Sure. I want to taste on Friday whatever you learn tonight." I leaned forward and pecked her nose. "What'll be on the menu?"


She grinned, tilting her eyes up and to the side as she raced through her memory. "Ah, we're doing Italian. How do stuffed tortellinis sound for dinner tomorrow?"


I grinned. "Sounds delicious."





"Eep!"


The bedroom door swung inward, and the pretty Japanese-American babe stopped halfway through shrugging out of her motorcycle jacket, covering her mouth in shock with more than half of the leather sleeve hanging off the end of her hand.


"Good evening, Kimiko," I stated evenly from my spot in Kim's desk chair. The only illumination in the room was from the small reading lamp on the corner table, casting half of my body in shadow.


"You surprised me," she breathed in relief.


"That was my intent," I stated with the same measured tone. "Assume First Position."


Her eyes went wide, but she dropped to the floor immediately. Shaking the remainder of her motorcycle jacket off her arm, she sat on her heels with her knees together. And she thrust her chin outward while bringing her hands in front of her as if praying.


Kim's eyes focused dead ahead, taking care not to look at me but still cocking her ears for my next command. I stayed right where I was sitting, watching her slowly bring her breathing under control. And within minutes, she brought herself to a perfect stillness, so complete that she'd become like a marble statue.


Still, I waited. I gathered myself for this moment, a boundary beyond which there was no return. Kim and I had been sexually intimate before, and we'd played this Master/sub game many times over the academic year. But those times came before we were fully aware of the depth of Kim's feelings. Even if I wasn't willing to title her my girlfriend, for me to proceed would be to both acknowledge and accept those feelings. And with that acceptance would also come responsibility.


I would be taking the path to becoming her Master.


If there was anything I'd learned in my rather varied sexual experience, it was that there was a very big distinction between lust and love. Lust could be enjoyed with relatively little consequence. Love was not something to be toyed with, and had to be handled carefully. Love could offer great rewards, but also came with a mountain load of both expectations and risks.


She was worth it. Something in my gut told me that Kim was someone special, someone who would have an impact on my life to come.


And she needed me. The word "need" was more than just a trigger to me; it was a concept that nearly defined me. I wanted to be needed. I needed to be needed. For me to become Kim's Master would be the ultimate White Knight act. And it was something I felt that I just HAD to do.


So I stood up, approaching Kim from her left side. She didn't waver, remaining still and staring straight ahead. She continued to ignore my presence, obediently maintaining First Position even as I unzipped my jeans and pried out my semi-hard cock.


I then moved directly in front of her, holding my dick in my right hand just a few inches away from her mouth. Caressing her cheek with my left hand, I tilted her face up so that she was looking at me. "I am not your Master," I told her, and I saw the glow in her eyes fade just a bit.


"Not yet," I added, and that glow returned. We both knew it was a promise for the future.


"There is much I need to learn about how to take responsibility for you. There is much I need to understand about what makes you the way you are. But I will learn those things. And in time, I will be ready."


Kim was nearly beaming by now.


"I do not love you, not romantically," I explained. "I love Dawn. She is my soulmate, and she is the one I will marry. But I do care about you. And I promise I will always look out for your well-being."


Kim nodded in understanding.


I went silent for a long few seconds, just staring down and reading her eyes. My naked prick continued to wave in front of her face, but she kept her gaze on my eyes. I continued to wait, ensuring that I had her full and undivided attention, and that my words had been given enough time to sink in.


Finally, I pushed forward, prodding my mushroom head at her lips, causing her to open them and allow my cock access to her mouth. And as the first inch pushed through, I stated, "Let's begin."





-- FEBRUARY 14, 2005, VALENTINE'S DAY --



"So where are the boys taking you tonight?" I asked, reclining back against the headboard, watching the gorgeous half-naked blonde doll herself up for the evening.


DJ sat in front of the vanity mirror I'd built for Adrienne more than two years ago, puckering up as she leaned forward and applied her lipstick. Once finished, she patted her lips together and then smiled broadly, checking to make sure she hadn't smeared any on her teeth.


Patting her lips together one more time, she shook her head and glanced over at me. "I don't know. They said it was a surprise. Brooke is hoping they take us into the City."


I nodded, ogling DJ's tits when she turned to me. So as not to get any makeup on her carefully selected dress for the evening, or even on her bra, the buxom 18-year-old was applying her makeup completely topless, with those spectacular 34DD's on full display. Her pale pink nipples were even crinkled up and erect in the winter chill. "Sure you don't want me to turn the heat up?" I asked, referring to the house's central heater.


"You turn the heat up tonight, and my boyfriend is going to feel very put out," DJ cracked, glancing at me again.


"So if I understand things correctly," I began with a grin. "If I turn the heat up, you'll put out?"


"For you, anytime," DJ promised with waggled eyebrows, but she still held up a hand to stop me when I moved to dismount the bed and approach her.


"Wait-wait-wait. Don't get me started. I'm hot and horny enough already in anticipation of tonight."


"Then let me take the edge off for you," I offered with a leer at her tits.


She shook her head and raised an arm to cover her chest. "We don't have time. I wouldn't be able to fix my makeup before Josh gets here."


I arched an eyebrow. "That's it?"


"What?"


"Your only reason to stop me from fucking you right here and now is that you wouldn't have time to fix your makeup before your boyfriend arrives? So if we had more time, you'd let me?"


"Sure," DJ grinned. "Well, okay. Josh might be rather curious if he gets my clothes off tonight and finds my pussy full of cum."


"I'll cum in your mouth," I reasoned. "But then I guess you'd still have 'recently-fucked-pussy' syndrome."


DJ giggled, shaking her head. "If it weren't for that, yeah, I'd nail you in a heartbeat. We haven't gotten together since that first week after Winter Break."


I chuckled and shook my head, reclining back against the headboard.


"I mean it," DJ said, getting up and coming over to the bed. She put a hand on my chest and leaned forward, staring at me with those gorgeous blue eyes and letting her big naked tits sway forward right under my chin. "I've missed you," she said before leaning in and kissing me softly.


A second later, she pulled back and hurried over to the vanity, checking her lips and then applying one more coat of fresh lipstick.


I touched my own lips and then glanced over at her. "Really?"


DJ shot me a wistful look. "Of course. We both do. Brooke really misses you, and I'm not talking about sex."


"I'm always here. You two are the ones that are never home. I feel like the last time I really saw my little sister was when she was a High School Sophomore and I was a Senior."


DJ shrugged. "We have to make our own lives. You and Dawn have your own Junior-class friends, your own school things and all that. This isn't like being at camp when it's just your family and ours. There're a lot of things going on. We could either just hang around here orbiting your group, or we could go out and be at the core of our own group. It seemed better for Brooke and me to go out."


"I guess," I said glumly, staring down at my knees.


"Hey, don't be sad. We're all still family. We may lose touch here and there, do our own thing for a little while, but when push comes to shove, we all know we've got each other's back."


I smiled and looked back at DJ, for once not even tempted to ogle her tits. She smiled right back at me, and I wondered aloud, "Hey, when did you grow up and become so smart?"


She shrugged, making her jugs jiggle delightfully. "I don't know about being smart. It's just what I keep telling myself when I find that I miss you guys."


I grinned and then leaned back against the headboard. Sighing, I stared straight at the ceiling, willing myself to see right through the floorboards and into the Master Bedroom. I heard Dawn walk across the room again, a muffled thumping sound coming down despite my best efforts at soundproofing this house. And I wondered aloud, "What IS she doing up there? If she keeps me waiting much longer, I'm going to rape you, kiddo, Josh or no Josh."


DJ giggled as she stood up and thrust her naked chest out to me. "In that case, I hope Dawn keeps you waiting. At least she ordered you to come here and watch me get dressed. This has been such naughty fun."


She posed, even lifting her tits in her hands and pressing them together with a giggle. I licked my lips hungrily, but just when it seemed like I would actually move forward and motorboat them, DJ shook her head and went to the closet. She carefully pulled out the dress she'd chosen for tonight, and asked, "Zip me up?"


I got off the bed and walked over to her while she finally put on a lacy bra. Wearing nothing else but a tiny thong that disappeared between her buttcheeks, she turned and stepped into the dress, pulling the straps up and over her shoulders. I stood behind her, bending to take a whiff of her perfumed neck and then kissing it gently, causing her to shiver.


"You're about two seconds away from me saying 'fuck it' and just mounting you right here..." DJ breathed, a quiver in her voice.


I knew better than to push her right now. So rather than tease her any further, I simply reached down and zipped her up. DJ turned around to face me, reaching up to pull the clips that had been holding her hair up. In soft waves, it fell down around her shoulders.


"How do I look?"


"Absolutely stunning."


"Stunning enough to steal you back from my sister?"


I chuckled and stepped away.


"I know, I know. I'd have to get in line," DJ sighed. "Heck, I think Kim's cut in front of me by now."


I frowned, "Huh?"


DJ smirked. "Don't be coy. I've seen how close you two have been getting the last month or so, especially after that little trip you took to visit her family."


I shook my head. "We're just friends ... with benefits. You know the special deal with Kim's submissiveness."


"Sure, sure." DJ smirked. "I just keep waiting for you to order her to finally have a foursome with Brooke and me. You realize that neither of us have actually had sex with her in all this time?"


I shook my head. "No, no. Our relationship is really delicate and I don't want to abuse-"


"Whatever," DJ cut me off with a hand wave. "It's clear that you care a lot about her. I'm just waiting for Dawn to formally tell us that you have two official girlfriends again. For all you know, Dawn's getting Kim all dolled up for you upstairs, and the two of them are going to give you a Valentine's Day you'll never forget."


I shook my head. "We're not like that. You heard it out of my mouth. Kim and I are just friends. The 'second girlfriend' thing has officially been put to rest."


"If you say so. You ask me, I thought I heard two pairs of footsteps up there." DJ pointed to the ceiling.


Frowning, I looked up. Dawn wouldn't actually surprise me with something like that, would she?





Miracle of miracles, DJ finished getting ready before Brooke. We emerged into the living room expecting to find my little sister waiting there, but found a different brunette instead.


"Wow, DJ," Kim whistled. "You look stunning."


I elbowed DJ in her ribs. "Told ya."


"Thanks," DJ replied sweetly. "You staying in tonight?"


Kim shook her head and glanced at me. "I'm meeting up with some other single friends. We're going to stay in and have an anime party."


"See?" Raising my eyebrows at DJ, I pointed at Kim.


Now DJ elbowed ME in the ribs, still talking to Kim. "You shoulda gotten lazy butt over here to take you out."


Kim shook her head. "No, Ben belongs with his girlfriend tonight."


"You're practically a girlfriend at this point, aren't you?"


Kim shook her head again, blushing and looking down. "We're just friends. Really."


"See..." I pointed out again. I winked at Kim. We both knew where we stood with each other.


"If you say so." DJ shrugged. Just then, we heard a door open and all turned just as Brooke walked in, wearing a slinky purple cocktail dress that was tight in all the right places.


I went over to my little sister and wrapped an arm around her waist. "So I'll see you home tonight?"


"Yeah, right," Brooke snorted. "Only way I'm coming home tonight is if Joel royally messes up tonight's date."


I feigned a horrified face. "I'm your brother. I can't know those things."


Brooke laughed and said, "Fine. Stay up and wait for me... Dad."


I just rolled my eyes.


Brooke then tapped my chest. "What about you? Not exactly designer threads, here." She gestured with a finger up and down at my attire, which was Monday school-casual jeans and a polo.


I held up my hands helplessly. "Dunno. Dawn kicked me out of the room an hour ago. Expressly told me not to go back upstairs until she came to get me."


Brooke frowned. "So what've you been doing this entire time?"


"Watching me get dressed," DJ said with a laugh.


"Also Dawn's orders," I added.


"Must've been entertaining." Brooke grinned, reaching down and patting my package which was still somewhat swollen. "You certainly feel warmed up and ready to go."


"That was the idea," Dawn said suddenly from behind us, dressed in a way that made all of us collectively lose our breaths. The white outfit she wore was made from some sort of shiny, plasticky material, likely vinyl. The upper hemispheres of her prodigious breasts were completely exposed, although some sort of fuzzy cotton trim helped to ensure that her nipples stayed out of sight. Likewise, the fuzzy-trimmed hem of the dress stopped right at her crotch level, short enough to make me believe that if she only spread her legs, the dress would ride up enough for me to get a peek at her pretty pussy. And the dress was made of two pieces, front and back, that were literally tied together with criss-crossing laces that still left about an inch of exposed skin running down both of Dawn's sides and proved that she wore neither bra nor panties beneath the skintight vinyl.


White, 4-inch "fuck me" high heels were connected to similar criss-crossing laces that ran all the way up Dawn's lower legs and finished above her knees with pretty white bows. Her forearms were sleeved in white, ending in triangles over the backs of her hands that finished with loops around her middle fingers. Hooked around her shoulders like a backpack were fuzzy angel wings, and she even wore a white circlet headband that supported a fuzzy halo above her head.


"Wow..." Brooke exclaimed, summing up all of our reactions in one simple word.


"Dayyyum," DJ breathed.


"I take it we're not going out to dinner," I commented.


"I think that's my cue to leave," Kim stated as well. She came up to me and kissed my cheek. "Have fun tonight. I'll see you guys tomorrow."


"Bye," I replied, with the others collectively saying goodbye as well. But our attention was all on Dawn.


"Well that explains why Ben didn't need to change," DJ sighed.


Just then, the doorbell rang. Brooke turned to look toward the front of the house and then back at us. "I think you two had better get upstairs," she said quickly. "If Joel or Josh sees Dawn like this, we're never going to leave."


DJ giggled and leaned in, kissing my opposite cheek. She then looked over to her big sister, telling her with a smile, "Tomorrow morning, I want details."





With Dawn leading me by the hand, I took two steps into our bedroom before stopping dead in my tracks. I gawked at the bed, let my jaw drop to the floor, and recalled DJ's prior reaction.


"Dayyyum..."


The room was softly lit, with lamps in the corners trimmed with red shades to give the whole room an almost eerie glow. Haunting, almost vampiric music thumped with a heavy bass throughout the room. And Dawn had even set up a spinning disco ball to cast little beams of light all over the ceiling and walls in a psychedelic kaleidoscope of color.


DJ had been right. She HAD heard two sets of footsteps in the Master Bedroom. Sitting up at the foot of the bed was a familiar face, dressed as the matching Devil to Dawn's Angel. Her bright red vinyl dress similarly left the upper hemispheres of her massive tits exposed, as well as the entire length of her legs right up to crotch-level. The front and back halves were similarly tied together with criss-crossing laces. And she had the same type of sleeves covering her forearms down to the backs of her hands.


Red "fuck me" heels were topped with red fishnet stockings than ran up to mid-thigh. Hooked around her shoulders were small, down-swept red wings. Instead of an angelic halo, a headband holding two cute devil horns sprouted from the top of her head. And wrapped around her neck, incongruent with the rest of her costume but no less sexy, was a black leather collar with the words "Tiger's Pet" stitched across it.


Not that I was actually looking at all these costume and decorating elements, not yet at least. While I would discover them over the course of the next few hours, for now my eyes were riveted to the young woman's face.


"Adrienne," I breathed. "I can't believe you're here."


The busty blonde bombshell on my bed stuck her tongue out teasingly. "It's Valentine's Day, and you're my eternal valentine."


Blinking, I took a deep breath and recovered quickly. Adrienne's beauty and jaw-dropping sexuality were mind-blowing, especially in this outfit. But one benefit of having been with her for the past several years was that I was semi-accustomed to her magnificence. "Oh, come on, gorgeous woman like you? Certainly you could have your pick of any number of dates tonight."


She laughed and shrugged. "I've been busy, busy, busy. It's hard to develop any lasting relationships when you're flying to a new city every week. Besides, Felicia's planning some intimate dinner at home with James, and do I really need to explain why I want to come visit you?"


"Yeah, seriously," Dawn pouted. "Adrienne brings us these terribly sexy but somewhat uncomfortable outfits and we go to all this trouble to organize a hot seduction, and you're still talking?!?"


"Sorry." I held my hands up apologetically. "It's just been awhile since we've seen you. When you said you were moving into Felicia's apartment, I remember thinking that the city was only a half-hour away. And yet it's been almost two months since we last saw you."


Adrienne grinned, standing up with her vinyl dress squeaking. With surprising grace given the height of her heels, she sashayed up to me saying, "Aww. I've missed you too, Tiger." And with that, she took my head in her hands and gave me one of those patented nuclear kisses than melted my socks.


Our lips mashed together, pivoted an inch to one side, and then mashed together again. I felt her tongue spear into my mouth, tickling the tip of mine before retreating and inviting me into her mouth. And my nostrils flared as I took deep breaths in and out to gain enough oxygen to continue the ferocity of our kiss without pulling apart.


But despite my breathing efforts, Adrienne pulled away from me. Her hands suddenly jerked my head to the side, startling me enough that my eyes flew open in momentary panic. But then immediately Dawn was grabbing my head and giving me one of those patented volcanic kisses that skyrocketed me into outer space.


Dawn kept me for a full minute before pushing me back at Adrienne. I felt like one of those guys in a cartoon, with an Angel on one shoulder and the Devil on the other, going back and forth while the two pint-sized deities gave him conflicting words of advice. Only these two deities weren't pint-sized, and they weren't using their mouths to talk.


My Angel and Devil also weren't at odds with each other. Rather than continue to tug me back and forth for all eternity, after three or four rounds of heavily intense makeout-swapping, the two quickly learned to team up on me. Dawn hit me high and Adrienne hit me low, and the next thing I knew I was flat on my back across the bed while Dawn shoved her tongue down my throat and Adrienne went to work pulling my jeans off.


Dawn really wasn't wearing any panties. Still fully-clad in her Angel costume, my gorgeous girlfriend moved up and knelt over my face. She only had to pull the hem of her dress up about two inches to fully expose her neatly-trimmed beaver. And then I was getting a much more up-close-and-personal view as she dropped herself down onto my mouth, cooing happily as I began to eat her out.


I wasn't the only one eating, either. Adrienne knelt next to me on the bed, already bobbing her head up and down my elongated prick with urgent fury, desperately trying to cram the thing entirely into her mouth. She acted as if dick were the most gloriously delicious treat in the universe, and since mine was the only one in existence she could ever touch, she ravenously devoured it with giddy abandon.


Likewise, I devoured Dawn's pussy with giddy abandon. The thrill of having Adrienne in my bed once again was giving me an extra boost of energy, and I dedicated myself to thanking Dawn for being such a wonderful girlfriend who was willing to share. I didn't hold back anything, using all of my considerable skill and knowledge to wring every ounce of oral pleasure from my girlfriend's body: lashing her clit, teasing her labia, and even reaching a finger inside to scratch her G-spot. In less than two minutes flat, the Angel thrashed and vibrated above me to an explosive climax, Dawn's body bucking and jerking so hard that her halo actually fell down onto the bed beside us.


"Holy shit!" Dawn gasped when her orgasm passed, an apropos comment given her particular costume. She came to a stop, still straddling my face and grinning down at me. But just then, Adrienne began spanking her butt rather impatiently.


Giggling, Dawn dismounted me and knelt next to the bed while beckoning to her friend. Adrienne immediately popped off my cock, grinning and crawling up my body to take my face in her hands and begin licking up the honeyed cream Dawn had left all over my lower jaw


At the same time, Dawn reached around and between our legs, grabbing hold of my thick erection. She stroked it a few times, spreading around the saliva Adrienne had left to coat me. My girlfriend then re-aimed my prick, swabbing the head through the golden blonde's wet furrow and then centering it at the entrance to Adrienne's vaginal canal.


Taking the hint, Adrienne sat down, cooing as she felt my thick prod opening her up. Dawn held onto the base of my cock all the way until Adrienne's body pushed her out of the way. And once my adoptive sister and I were fully joined, Dawn grabbed Adrienne's cheeks and seared the other blonde's mouth with a volcanic kiss that left me breathless merely to behold.


"Oh, fuck me, Tiger!" Adrienne gasped once Dawn set her free. Still fully-clothed in her Devil costume, she stared down into my eyes with an inner fire in her now golden irises.


I ran my hands up her flanks and to her sides, feeling the hot skin in-between each gap in her laces. Her vinyl red dress squeaked as she rocked on me just once. And when my hands got behind her shoulders, grabbing onto her just behind those costume wings, I yanked Adrienne's upper body down so that we were pressed chest-to-chest and I powerfully began to buck my hips up and down, driving my dick into her juicing wet snatch.


"Ungh, ungh, ungh!" I grunted from the abdominal exertion of thrusting up and into Adrienne's pussy.


"Fuck! Me! Fuck!" Adrienne chanted, exhaling heavily right into my ear.


Dawn just giggled, sitting beside us with her thighs spread to the sides and both feet pointing off to her left. She reached down and stirred her own pussy in anticipation. And when I turned my head to look at her, she merely said, "Happy Valentine's Day."





I stared straight at the bed, gasping for oxygen as I slumped in the desk chair like a wet sack of meat. I was tired, momentarily wiped out from the herculean exertion of pounding my cock in and out of a gorgeous young woman's orgasmically-clenching cunt from BENEATH her. My abs burned from contracting and releasing some hundreds of times to drive my dick upwards. And my calf muscles similarly felt strained since I'd planted my feet flat on the bed and used my legs to assist, otherwise I never would have lasted long enough to get Adrienne off.


The girls were now in a sixty-nine position, Adrienne on top leaking all of the jism I'd just shot into her down into Dawn's waiting mouth. Both sets of wings had been discarded, and Dawn's halo was still missing. But otherwise, the two heartbreakingly beautiful blondes were still clothed as they munched on each other's clit and filled the room with erotic moans of passion.


Staring at the pair of them, for a few brief seconds I was annoyed. No, I was more than annoyed. I was angry. Angry with Adrienne. I was angry with her for leaving school and going off to be a famous model traipsing the globe doing photo shoots for Sports Illustrated.


I was angry ... because that meant Adrienne hadn't been here with me.


I admitted to myself that I was pretty self-centered. I justified it to myself by saying that there was no point in a human being's life if they didn't try to maximize their own happiness. Well I wanted to make myself happy, and I would be happiest if Adrienne were still my roommate, still my classmate, and an adoptive sister who would be with me always. That way I could have been going to bed with this view almost every night. I could have fallen asleep while cradling the two women I loved the most in this world against each of my sides.


But the moment of anger passed. Whether I was still self-centered and recognized that to trap Adrienne here would make her unhappy and ultimately make me unhappy as well, or whether I valued her as a part of my community and therefore sought the greatest combined utility for her and me together as a collective, I didn't know.


Really, it didn't matter.


The point was: Adrienne was a full-time model, I recognized that her course of action was best for her, and I was happy that she was happy. Sure, it meant that I didn't get to be the meat in a Dawn/Adrienne sandwich every night, but I knew I should probably appreciate the opportunity while I had it. In fact, since I didn't know the next time I would get to see my carved-in-the-image-of-Aphrodite girlfriend having lustful girl-on-girl sex with my alluring-sexiest-woman-alive adoptive sister, I realized I should probably commit this moment to memory.


With my lungs once again full of oxygen and my heartbeat having calmed down to a safe bpm-level, I took my semi-hard prick in hand and began stroking it. The girls' vinyl dresses had been rubbing against each other with a delightfully kinky sound, but at present they had begun to unlace each other and pry the restrictive garments away.


Dawn buried her face in Adrienne's cleavage and motorboated herself quite happily there once the red devil dress came off. Adrienne was a little more direct in grabbing Dawn's tit and squeezing it hard while shoving two fingers into the other blonde's snatch at the same time.


"Holy shit!" Dawn cried once again.


Once divested of the main articles of clothing that impeded their lovemaking, Dawn and Adrienne resumed making out. Their hands were all over each other's face, brushing away sunny blonde and golden blonde locks that constantly flew around as they passionately kissed, changed position, and kissed again. Their big, heavy boobs literally bounced off one another, jiggling and swaying enticingly with their body movements.


"Pinch me! Suck me! So fucking good!" Adrienne crooned as Dawn's face darted up and down Adrienne's body, doing exactly the things the bustier blonde was screaming about.


Presently, Dawn lay on her back with her right leg fully extended and her left raised up and bent at the knee. Adrienne straddled Dawn's right leg and scissored her body in between Dawn's thighs, bringing their crotches together so that they could bump and grind. Holding onto Dawn's left knee, Adrienne undulated her hips to bring her clit into contact with Dawn's and rub their pussies against each other. She bit her lip with a stricken look of overwhelming pleasure, grimacing as if in pain and yet sighing so happily with moans of ecstatic bliss.


Dawn threw her head back and enjoyed the heavy friction against her clit, reaching out with her right hand to bunch up the bedcovers in her fingers while reaching up with her left hand to get a firm grip on one of Adrienne's naked boobs. "Hump me! Hump me! Hump me!" she chanted over and again.


Adrienne did so. But after another few minutes, Adrienne pressed down on Dawn's left leg, rolling the other girl onto her belly while she got up and moved out of the way. Dawn lay there acquiescently, letting the slightly bigger girl manhandle her and move her, right up until Dawn's lower body slid off the edge of the bed.


Realizing she was about to fall, Dawn suddenly tried to climb back up. But with a grin, Adrienne pushed on the side of Dawn's hips, twisting my girlfriend until her legs swung off the bed once again and was forced to plant her feet on the ground to catch herself.


"Perfect," Adrienne announced, then looked over to me and crooked a finger invitingly.


I grinned and got off the chair, now with a wickedly hard erection leading the way. My girlfriend stood with her four-inch heels flat on the floor, her calves covered by those criss-crossing laces all the way up and above her knees. She was bent face-down over the mattress with her sleeve-covered arms stretched out before her. And her absolutely mouth-watering ass was pointed right back at me, centered by the juiciest pink pussy you could imagine.


Having realized her position, Dawn stopped struggling and instead just thrust her ass back at me, wiggling it a little. I stepped into position, guided my cock into her folds, and swiftly skewered my girlfriend's inferno-hot cunt.


What followed was the greatest threesome of my life.


I fucked Dawn from behind while she spread Adrienne's thighs and furiously ate out her pussy.


Dawn then climbed up onto the bed and mashed her body face-to-face with Adrienne's, rubbing their tits together and making out with all of their earlier fury while I alternated fucking each of them, drilling Dawn doggy-style and then aiming lower to thrust away into Adrienne before returning back up to Dawn.


Dawn pulled off me and moved out of the way so that I could spray my second load of the night all over Adrienne's big, heaving tits. My girlfriend then licked up every drop and snowballed it all into my adoptive sister's mouth. And then the two of them knelt on either side of me to suck my cock back to life, switching off one at a time until I was hard enough for them to lick both sides at the same time, french-kissing each other quite happily with my cockhead mashed in-between.


Dawn found the Astroglide after that, and though the intention was to start up a round of assfucking, she and Adrienne got so into the lubing process that I wound up sitting in the desk chair once again watching the two smokingly hot babes hold an impromptu contest of who could take more fingers up their ass. Adrienne won by fitting four of Dawn's fingers in her rectum while Dawn couldn't manage more than three. Dawn wanted to keep trying, but by that point, my impatience had won out and Dawn had to settle for me shoving her face into the mattress and shoving my thick dick up her butt instead.


Adrienne happily lined herself up on all fours next to my girlfriend, and I spent the next ten minutes switching back and forth, plundering both lewdly stretched anuses that were nevertheless still excruciatingly tight inside.


Even after ten minutes, I wasn't ready to surrender my load. I was having too much fun sodomizing my beautiful girls, so I tipped them over and parked them next to each other and flat on their backs. And taking hold of their stiletto heels, one-by-one I lifted their legs over my shoulders and proceeded to really ream out their buttholes with my never-quitting rod. There are simply few things in this world more kinkily exciting than to see a girl wearing red pumps, fishnet stockings, arm sleeves, and nothing else but a pair of devil horns while you're pumping your throbbingly-hard dick in and out of her ass...


Well, maybe it was more exciting to see Dawn wearing white pumps, criss-crossed laces up her legs, arm sleeves, and nothing else while my throbbingly-hard dick pumped in and out of her ass...


Well, maybe they were both pretty kinky. I couldn't really decide, which is why I kept switching back and forth between them for another ten minutes.


At the end of those ten minutes, I announced my orgasm and let loose with two powerful spurts into Dawn's bowels. But before I could finish sperming her, Adrienne knocked me back and pounced on my still twitching prick, taking the rest of my load in her mouth and then tonguing out whatever she'd first missed out of Dawn's gaping asshole. It still amazed me that Adrienne would do that.


The three of us made our way into the shower after that. Copious amounts of soap and shampoo were spread around as all three of us pawed at each other's body under the guise of trying to "clean" them. Of course, with all the jostling around, we frequently would lose our balance and have to brace ourselves against the walls, soapy hands or not. And by the end of the shower, there was so much soap on the walls that it felt like we were in a bubble bath instead.


The girls then focused on drying me off before them. They threw me onto the bed and then stood before me, making a big production out of drying each other off. I think they paid more attention to the rapturous expression on my face than to the actual act of rubbing towels on each other's body.


Dawn then took advantage of my fourth erection of the night by climbing aboard cowgirl-style. She kept her towel, using it to dry and pat her hair while she humped up and down my prick, sliding a full six inches up into the air before descending rapidly, grinning and staring down at me while her hands worked the terrycloth through her dark-slickened blonde locks.


Adrienne, meanwhile, went and found her devil horns. She giggled as she put them into her hair once more. Fully naked and with her skin still steaming from the shower's heat, she mounted my chin while facing back toward Dawn. And then she leaned forward to resume the girls' prior fondling and kissing while both of them bucked and undulated on top of me.


It was the girls' turn to switch back and forth, with Dawn and Adrienne taking turns to be at either end of me. But then one time while it was Adrienne's turn to go for a ride on my pogo stick, Dawn left the bed instead of going for a tongue-ride. I watched Dawn as she ducked down underneath the bed, but Adrienne was too focused on fucking me to really pay attention. My eyes went wide when I realized what Dawn had retrieved, but Adrienne had no warning before the lubed-up strap-on was suddenly shoved up her ass.


"Holy FUCK!" Adrienne screamed in surprise at the double-penetration. But then her eyes rolled up into her head and her body began humping up and down, meeting both of our thrusts as she whimpered over and again, "Oh, gawd ... Oh, gawd ... Oh, gawd..."


Adrienne finally tripped off into her fifteenth orgasm of the night (or was it her sixteenth?), collapsing down onto my chest. Without really waiting, Dawn then pushed off the momentarily exhausted girl and climbed on to take her place, riding me quite happily for two minutes before Adrienne recovered enough to buckle the strap-on around her waist and return the favor by shoving the blunt end of it six inches up Dawn's butt.


In the end, my fourth and final load sprayed down Dawn's innards. My ab muscles actually hurt from the uncontrollable orgasmic clenches, as they were already sore from the exertion they'd gone through all night. And when I finished creaming my girlfriend, all four of my limbs turned to jello as I did my best to melt into the mattress.


Adrienne pulled out of Dawn's ass, unbuckling the belt and then dropping the contraption to the floor. Dawn planted her hands on my chest to keep herself from collapsing, worn out from her own final series of multiple orgasms. After another minute or so of heavy breathing, she rolled limply to the side and flopped onto her back beside me. And returning the favor done nearly two hours before, Adrienne slurped out every droplet and snowballed it into my girlfriend's mouth.


In the end I got my wish: I fell asleep while cradling the two women I loved the most in this world against each of my sides.


Happy Valentine's Day.


Chapter 10: Fair is Fair


-- FEBRUARY 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Do you really have to go so soon?" I moaned, staring for just a few more seconds at Adrienne's nearly naked ass. All she wore was a tiny thong of dental floss that disappeared between her buttcheeks. But soon, both juicy globes were covered by the tight pair of jeans she was pulling on.


At least Adrienne turned around, letting me ogle her naked tits before she shrugged into a heavy-duty bra and starting buttoning up her blouse. "It's a Tuesday," she said apologetically. "I've got work to do."


"What kind of work can there be?" I griped. "Show up, look pretty, let them snap your picture. Done."


Adrienne laughed and shook her head. "I know. And yet somehow, I can spend eight, nine hours on a set just trying to get that one perfect shot."


"You got a ride?" Dawn asked as she sat up, yawning.


"Yeah, I already arranged a cab for 9am," Adrienne replied. "At least these shoots almost never start too early in the morning."


Dawn and I nodded, cuddling together and watching Adrienne finish getting dressed.


"Ohmigawd, I nearly forgot." Adrienne popped her eyebrows and then spun around, quickly rummaging through her bag. A second later, she came out with a magazine, grinning as she approached the bed. "I wanted to show you guys this. It doesn't hit newsstands until Friday."


In red letters across the top of the magazine was the title "SPORTS ILLUSTRATED". Much of the letters were obscured by the blonde head of Carolyn Murphy, who sat in the sand wearing a red bikini with the halter straps undone and loose in her hands. Adrienne leaned forward, drawing my attention to the unbuttoned neckline of her blouse and her big swaying tits within. But as she flipped through the pages and then finally stopped, I found myself gawking at the print version of Adrienne's big tits put on full display by a coral-colored bikini.


"That's Costa Rica," Adrienne pointed out. "I spent two weeks down there and only ended up with two photos in the spread. Here's the other one."


She flipped a few pages, and then stood up to let Dawn and me gawk at an even sexier photo of our lover. Adrienne's golden blonde hair hung over one shoulder while she lay on her side, half-covered in wet sand. Her aqua-blue bikini top was undone, so that she had to conceal her nakedness with one arm. Her right hand tried desperately to cover up her left breast, failing to do so and letting titflesh peek out from every side. But my eyes were drawn right to where the nipple should be. That spot was covered up by the base of Adrienne's fourth finger, and more specifically, by my promise ring.


"Aww..." I moaned sincerely.


Adrienne leaned down and pecked my cheek. "Forever and Always."





Adrienne stayed around in the morning just long enough to see Brooke and DJ. The younger girls were simultaneously thrilled by her arrival and disappointed that she had to depart so soon. Kim had come home sometime last night, and she also extended pleasantries with her old friend.


"Are you staying for breakfast?" Kim asked. "I'm making pancakes."


Adrienne laughed and patted her belly. "Are you kidding? I'm a model now. All we're allowed to eat are cigarettes and salads, and I don't smoke."


"Mmm ... bacon..." I murmured with waggled eyebrows to Kim.


Adrienne turned and slapped my arm in annoyance.


So Adrienne left, and the five of us roommates started our days. For me, despite the rather unusual start, it was just another Tuesday.


The next day was just another Wednesday.


The day after that was just another Thursday.


And the day after that was just another Friday.


I slept, I ate, and I did my homework. I played video games with Bert, I chatted with Kim, and I spent some quality time with Dawn. I also spent some intimate time with Dawn, and Kim and I had our usual Thursday fucking.


For Dawn, it was pretty much the same. She slept, she ate, and she did her homework. She hung out with Gwen and Robin, and she did a little shopping on the side. She spent some quality time with me, and she took her cooking class at the City College.


In a way, our lives were a little boring for a couple of weeks. Not that there's necessarily anything wrong with "boring". My life to this point had been full of ups and downs, sometimes punctuated by intensely dramatic moments both good and bad. In-between those dramatic moments were quiet little lulls, giving me time to recover from whatever dramas I'd just experienced and to just relax for a while, enjoying the simple pleasantries of my daily life. I had everything I needed and more. And I couldn't ask for anything different.


But of course, these lulls never lasted forever. And after a couple of quiet weeks, my life was bound to get more exciting.





-- MARCH 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



I hung up my new Motorola RAZR cell phone, slapping the clamshell shut and sliding the ultrathin device into my back pocket. I took a deep breath to try and relax my racing heartbeat. Nothing was wrong; quite the opposite. The speaker at the other end of the line had more or less invited me to dine at a buffet of gorgeous, nubile young girls who seemingly had all gotten it into their heads that me fucking their brains out was a classroom course they were required to take.


And this time, "fucking their brains out" might very well be taken literally. So was "classroom course" for that matter.


"Who was that, babe?" Dawn asked when I returned to the living room. She was seated on the couch across from Brooke and DJ, both of whom had come home for the night and were doing their homework. Kim was at the dining table behind them.


I raised my eyebrows, communicating the need for privacy to my girlfriend with just my gaze. I tilted my head, and immediately Dawn got up to come after me.


I led the way to the stairs, unable to wipe a silly grin off my face. When we got into our bedroom, I chuckled, shaking my head in disbelief.


"What?" Dawn asked with some urgency, her interest clearly piqued.


"That was Carli."


"Carli? As in Tri-Delt Carli?"


"Uh-huh. I don't remember if I ever told you, but last year, Leighton got it into her head to hold an advanced blowjob class for any of the sisters who wanted to learn."


"Oh, yeah." Dawn nodded, a silly grin spreading across her face at the same time. "Too bad it never happened."


"Yeah, well you and I had some things going on last year."


Dawn smiled knowingly.


"Anyway," I continued. "Leighton passed the idea on to Carli, and Carli decided to actually go and do it. She's scheduling a class at the Tri-Delt house on Saturday next week, and she wants me to be one of the practice dummies."


Dawn giggled. "One of?"


"Well, interest has been high. She said she already had six girls lined up, and even I can't fit six mouths over me at the same time. She has some other guys as potentials as well."


"Who wouldn't want to do this?" Dawn cackled.


I shrugged. "You'd be surprised. I know it sounds like a guy's greatest dream, but there are some serious performance pressures here. Nobody wants to be that dude who popped off in two minutes and was useless for the rest of the class."


Dawn mulled that over. "True, I guess. But I'm thinking you don't have that problem."


I shrugged. "I wouldn't. But what do you think?"


"About whether or not you should go? Of course! Sounds like fun!"


"Are you sure? A hookup with Nora and Whitney is one thing. Letting six or more girls suck my dick is something else."


Dawn laughed and shook her head. "Babe, I'd let you fuck six or more girls. Blowjobs are nothing."


"But ever since we've been together, we've always done everything together."


"And we'll do THIS together."


"Huh?"


Dawn chuckled. "Silly ... I'm going WITH you. Who else do you think is more qualified to teach a girl how to blow you?"


My eyebrows popped. "Really?"


My girlfriend stepped up to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and giving me a fierce, explosive volcanic kiss. She pulled away just as quickly, panting softly as she stared into my eyes. "Just think about it: a dozen hot sorority babes kneeling in a row, all of whom know how to blow you just like I do."


[sproing!] Instant boner.


Dawn giggled, feeling me rise against her belly. Kissing me again, she sank to her knees and rapidly unzipped my jeans. Pulling my erection out, she lovingly caressed it and then smiled up at me. "I'd better get a lot of practice between now and then, don't you think? So I can be a better teacher when the time comes."


I groaned as Dawn quickly surrounded my prick with her hot mouth, already bobbing her head up and down. I slid my fingers into her hair and sighed happily. "Whatever you think is best, dear."





"Is this seriously happening?" Bert had a clear deer-in-the-headlights look in his eyes.


"Relax, dude. You'll be fine," I stated confidently.


"Seriously, you'll be fine," Dawn added. The three of us were standing in front of the Tri-Delt house, on time for Carli's planned BJ Party. Originally, she'd lined up three guys including me. But when one dropped out two days ago, Carli asked if I knew anyone who could take his place. Dawn had suggested our good buddy, and since he initially saw only the positives, Bert had immediately agreed.


But now he was starting to realize the potential negatives as well.


"How exactly will I be 'fine'?" Bert hissed to Dawn. "When we played that swingers game last year, I nearly popped my load just from you giving me a handjob!"


"That was a long time ago," I reasoned. "You've been through a lot since then, grown up a lot since then. The Bert from the swingers game wouldn't have survived that trip to Carter's, remember?"


"Oh, right." Bert grinned, thinking of Nikki and Tasha. "But ... ah ... I was kinda high and mellowed out that time."


"Hmm..." I thought about that. "Fine. I've got an idea."


Just then, the door opened. Andie Holland stood before me, the pretty, perky bottle-blonde staring at me with an eager expression. She was dressed in blocky pajamas, revealing nothing of her body, but there was no mistaking her freshly-painted cherry red lips standing out from her pale face. "Hi, guys. Hi, Dawn. Carli told me you were coming. Well, you're right on time. We're meeting in the Chapter Room."


We nodded and went inside, Andie closing the door behind us and sliding shut the deadbolt as well. This was one party we definitely didn't want interrupted.


"Andie, can you show Dawn the way?" I asked, letting go of my girlfriend's hand. I grabbed Bert's shoulder and explained, "We'll be there in a minute."


Andie shrugged, and reached out to Dawn's hand. "Sure thing."


Dawn glanced at me curiously, but I just indicated for her to go ahead. And then I head-nodded for Bert to follow me upstairs.


Having been here so many times, I knew the Tri-Delt house's layout almost as well as my own. With a couple of quick turns I went three doors down and knocked. A moment later, Lakhi Sharma opened the door, a broad smile spreading across her face at the sight of me.


"Ben! Hey!" The busty Indian babe quickly stepped into me, wrapping her arms around my torso and putting her cheek to my chest in a firm hug. "What are you doing here? Aren't they expecting you downstairs?"


I jerked a thumb at Bert. "Need a favor. My friend is a last minute replacement and he's got a mild case of nerves. Think you got anything that can help keep him calm?"


Lakhi grinned, backing up and pointing to an array of hookahs she had lining the wall. "I think I know just the thing."





"Duuuude..." Bert sighed, already quite mellow.


"Wow..." I marveled in agreement, my eyeballs zigzagging in different directions trying to look everywhere at once. There really weren't that many girls in here. After all, I'd been at the Tri-Delt house when 25 pledges and their matching big sisters had all crammed into this room. And later on during the pledge initiation, I'd even been here while dozens of Tri-Delts were completely naked around me.


But there was something to be said about staring at ten girls lined up in a single row, dressed in the skimpiest of revealing lingerie, all on their knees just waiting to suck your cock.


[sproing!] Instant boner.


An eleventh girl stepped into view, Carli Singer with her fiery red hair and equally outgoing demeanor. With her nice tits put on full display by a green push-up bra, she smiled and gestured a hand down the line. "Gentlemen, allow me to introduce Jamie, Madison, Sarah, Esther, Whitney, Andie, Lupe, Kate, Misa, and Dawn."


I'd been going down the line, trying to commit to memory the girls that Carli was so rapidly pointing out. To be honest, I was thinking: brunette, brunette, blonde, asian, pale blonde, bottle-blonde, latina, redhead, asian, and... Dawn? I hit the end of the line and jerked my head back in shock. Sure enough, there was my girlfriend on her knees, wearing the sky blue ensemble that really showed off her tits.


My instant boner began to fade.


"Holy shit," Bert groaned, half in astonishment and half in eagerness.


Dawn caught my gaze. Instantly, her smile turned into a disapproving frown, and she gave me a harsh look.


I had to admit, if I was going to complain, I didn't have a moral leg to stand on. Here I was, getting ready to be blown by up to eleven different girls. I'd known full well that Dawn was coming to be here with me, and was I really expecting her to not participate? Or was I expecting her to only blow me?


Perhaps I had always known this would happen and only blinded myself because I didn't really want to think about it. But the fact was: if I was going to be here, Dawn had every right to as well.


It was just a blowjob, right? And while I would have ten other girls, Dawn would have at most two other guys. Bert I could actually live with. For one thing, he'd already had sex with Dawn once. And for another, he was a friend. Letting Dawn give Bert a blowjob wouldn't be so different from her doing Kenny.


As for the other guy ... I scanned the room, looking for another male. He was easy to spot. 6'4", 240+ pounds of muscled frat boy stood off to the other side with a smug grin on his face. He had shoulder-length blonde hair, and the only things bigger than his biceps were his pectoral muscles. I recognized the guy instantly.


"Fuckin' Achilles," I whistled in disbelief.


Hearing the name, he turned to look at me. "Back, foul Trojan!" he bellowed before breaking into a grin and proffering his hand. "It's Ben, right?"


I nodded and extended my hand to meet his. "Jaron, right?"


We shook hands, Jaron gripping mine forcefully, but not like he was trying to show off or anything. A second later, he turned and shook hands with Bert as well while the two exchanged names.


Jaron then leaned in conspiratorially. "Correct me if I'm wrong, but isn't that fair Helen on the end?"


I nodded. "I'm here. Seems only fair."


"Are you sure?" he asked with clear concern in his eyes. "If you'd like, I can do my best to avoid-"


"No, no," I waved him off, though I took a deep breath to calm myself. "I know what I'm getting into here. Tonight is all in good fun."


Jaron grinned and clapped me on the shoulder. "Sure is. Isn't this the greatest fucking idea ever?"


Bert chuckled, surveying the girls. And in a totally mellowed out, relaxed tone, he replied, "Fuck, yeah."





I'd thought I knew what to expect when I'd arrived at the Tri-Delt house for this "advanced blowjob class". I'd imagined standing in the middle of the room with a boner while a half-dozen girls sat in a semi-circle before me, listening with rapt attention while Carli and Dawn pointed out the various features of my anatomy and erogenous zones. I would stay hard from the occasional hands-on (mouth- on?) demonstration. And then one-by-one, the girls would take turns practicing what they had just been taught.


It wasn't anything like that.


The Tri-Delts were a mix of classes, with five Sophomores, 2 Juniors, 2 Seniors, and a Fifth Year. Carli had limited the signups to nine, setting the ratio at three sisters per guy, although Dawn was an extra, and Carli herself had planned to mostly "supervise". Rather than have any one person act as "teacher", the idea was for ALL of the girls to share whatever wealth of knowledge they'd personally accumulated over their lives. Sure, the girls could have discussed blowjob techniques amongst themselves, but this organized class gave them a forum to do so along with three real-life practice dummies.


There were three mattresses spread across the room in a big triangle, and each of us guys was directed to lie down on one. The lights were on full, the room not set up for seduction, but rather so that each girl could plainly see what was going on. The lights also let us guys have clear views of the scantily-clad young women, all the better eye candy to help us maintain our erections.


The girls split up relatively evenly to each guy, with Dawn, Andie, Whitney Arvidsson, and Kate Mosely coming over to me. I quickly realized that the girls were just as nervous about this as I was, as Andie and Whitney had both come to me, the one guy in the room they'd already had sex with. Kate the redhead was the lone fifth year, and she quickly took charge of the two sophomores.


"Just relax, girls. Nothing you haven't done before," Kate said sagely.


Andie and Whitney both looked at each other, giggling excitedly.


Kate then nodded to Dawn. "He's your boyfriend. Want to get him warmed up?"


Dawn beamed and looked over at me. "Don't enjoy this TOO much."


I frowned. "Huh?"


Dawn grinned. "Don't want you popping off too fast. Need to give these girls something to work with." And then without any ceremony, she bent over my lap and slurped my half-hard cock into her mouth.


What followed next was an absolute clinic in how to suck a guy off without making him cum. The girls discussed a variety of topics from hand pressure to tongue swirling to little-known sensitive spots around a guy's crotch. Dawn, of course, knew my dick as well as anyone else in the world, even better than me. But I think each of the other girls had a new trick to teach her. Kate had a particularly good technique of blowing me in a virtual sixty-nine position, kneeling with her ass right next to my face and deep-throating me while reaching forward with her right hand to scratch my balls. Only my reflexive thrust off the mattress warned her that she was about to make me cum, and the pretty redhead quickly pulled her mouth off me.


Out of the blue, Carli's voice then pierced the air. "Time! Everybody switch!"


I groaned in mixed disappointment and relief. I was disappointed, because my four girls were getting really good at pleasuring my joystick. But I was also relieved for any break, because I had come really close to losing my load, and my pride wouldn't let me be the first guy to break.


Sarah Henley, a blonde senior, came over with Esther Choe, a Korean junior, and Jamie Miano, a dark-haired Italian sophomore who had been part of last year's pledge class. The girls settled to their knees on either side of me, grinning happily.


Since I didn't know Sarah or Esther very well, they introduced themselves. It's a surreal experience to shake hands with a lingerie-clad girl while you're buck naked and lying on your back. But any awkwardness I felt was washed away when Jamie giggled and decided to shake my erection, stroking it up and down a few times while saying, "Hi, there. I'm Jamie. Pleased to meet you."


Dawn was the first to laugh. Rather than go with Kate, Andie, and Whitney, she'd stayed right by my side. There weren't any rules about staying together as a unit, and indeed, the other three didn't stay together either, splitting up as they went to Bert and Jaron so that they could learn techniques from other girls as well.


But Dawn had apparently made it her mission to teach all these girls everything they needed to know about my dick. She taught them even better than she'd taught the first group, having already given one "lesson" tonight. And I soon found myself straining at the outer limits of my control while Jamie was putting those lessons to use, sucking powerfully on my mushroom head while corkscrewing her hand rapidly up and down my shaft.


"He's gonna blow if you don't stop," Dawn warned.


Jamie's dark eyes twinkled, and incredibly she started sucking even harder. At the same time, the Italian babe squeezed her own D-cup tits and moaned in obvious heat while rapidly bobbing her head up and down my shaft.


"Jamie!" Esther complained.


With a sigh, the brunette ceased her suction. She pulled her head back, panting softly and staring straight down at me. "I've wanted your cum since last year's pledge task," she murmured softly.


Dawn reached out and touched her shoulder. "Stick around long enough, and you will. I promise."


Staring at my girlfriend seriously, Jamie held her gaze for a moment before nodding and backing away. She didn't seem happy about delaying her gratification, but she'd been mollified for the moment.


"Go on. Try it," Sarah was encouraging Esther.


"I dunno. He's bigger than Bert."


"Not that much," Sarah said reassuringly.


So Esther tried. She opened her mouth as wide as she could go. She inhaled my prick, pushing herself lower and lower and lower. I felt the head of my prick nudge against the entrance to her throat. But her gag reflex kept kicking in, squeezing her tunnel shut and barring my entrance.


Basically, Esther was attempting a deep throat, and from the directions the girls were giving her, she was clearly a novice. As a few minutes passed, I got the understanding that Esther had accomplished her first deep throat with Bert less than twenty minutes ago. But she was having a harder time with the thickness of my prick.


"Time!" Carli's voice rang out.


Backing away with a gasp, Esther shook her head and sighed. "I can't do it. Not tonight. He's too big."


"That's okay," Sarah soothed. "Maybe another time."


Esther nodded, squeezing a few tears of tension out from her eyes.


"Finish them off girls," Carli then announced. "I think we've given these boys blue balls enough. I'm sure we can wake them up again for Round 3."


My eyes opened wide, and I glanced over to Dawn, who was sitting above my head. She grinned upside-down at me, patting my cheek. And then I glanced down to the 3 girls closer to my crotch, all three of them eyeing my waving prick.


Esther was still catching her breath and didn't seem in a mood to resume sucking me. Jamie, on the other hand, looked positively ravenous.


"Go for it. I'll help you out," Sarah offered.


Immediately, Jamie ducked down, swiftly accomplishing the deep throat that Esther couldn't before backing up and sucking on my head. She groaned, terribly turned on by the act of fellatio. And her hand quickly surrounded my shaft, stroking in the same corkscrew motion that Dawn had taught her earlier.


I closed my eyes and sighed at the pleasure coursing through my dick. Knowing that I now had permission to blow, I surrendered myself to the blissful feelings, relinquishing my PC muscles that had been holding my orgasm at bay. "Oh, fuck," I groaned.


"Mmm-gahhh," Jamie groaned around my prick. I opened my eyes and realized that when Sarah had stated she would help her out, the senior blonde had NOT meant helping Jamie blow me. Instead, the tall blonde had moved behind the brunette sophomore, sliding a hand into the back of Jamie's panties from behind and fingering her while nibbling on the back of Jamie's neck.


Giggling, Dawn moved to join in as well. She slid a hand inside Jamie's bra, cupping a firm tit and pinching the nipple. My girlfriend also turned her lips to Jamie's ear, whispering something I couldn't hear but nevertheless spurred the brunette into sucking on me even harder.


"Mmf! Mmf! Mmf!" Jamie moaned with each downthrust as she bobbed her head up and down on my cock. It sounded like Jamie was chanting in erotic ecstasy from the tender caresses of Dawn and Sarah, and if I didn't know any better, I would have thought somebody was actually fucking her. Her whole body trembled as she rapidly approached orgasm, the vibrations carrying through her mouth and down around my prick as she sucked me in time with her own moans. And then all at once, she tightened up and came.


"AAAAHHHHH!" Jamie screamed, popping her head off my dick and turning her face to the side.


"UNNNNGHHH!" I groaned at the same time, feeling my balls uncoil and begin geysering great gouts of spunk into the air. After more than a half-hour of near-continuous fellatio, I'd built up quite the reservoir of semen. It felt like I shot out gallons, with the first two long streams of sticky cum spraying right into Jamie's face, creating ribbons than ran from her forehead, over her left eye, and down onto her cheek. She turned her face back into the stream for the third one, catching it right in her mouth and gulping greedily.


The rest of my bursts lost power and didn't quite reach Jamie's face as she'd backed too far away. Like a fountain, creamy globs shot up into the air before splashing back down around my crotch and Jamie's hand. And even though she was climaxing herself, Jamie reflexively continued jacking me, coaxing out more and more cum until I finally ran dry.


"Holy shit," Jamie sighed when she finally came down from her high.


"C'mere," Sarah urged with heat in her voice, turning the brunette's face to her own for a steaming kiss full of passionate tongue work. The two hot Tri-Delts continued making out for a minute before Sarah broke away and stuck out her tongue to begin scooping up the ribbons of cum lining Jamie's face. And I didn't need to worry about the rest of my load, either. Dawn had taken it upon herself to lick my crotch and deflating cock clean.


And that was only Round 2.





Round 3 was much like the first two. Junior Lupe Gutierrez and Sophomores Madison Keynes and Misa Ng came over for Dawn's Guide to Blowing Ben. As before, everyone got a little worked up, but none of them made me pop off. I got pretty close though, when Lupe decided to put the "fucking her brains out" theory to the test as I grabbed her head while standing and literally face-fucked her.


Round 4 is when things got interesting. First of all, Dawn kissed me and then told me she was leaving. I felt a lump in my throat, but then forced myself to relax and let it pass. She deserved this. We'd talked a lot in the few weeks since New Year's. Dawn was only 20 years old, with a lot of things still yet to be tried and new thrills to experience. Although we used to talk about how she was the mature one and I needed to grow up, the reality was that I had already experienced a lot more than she had.


I had a choice: I could forbid her from venturing away from me to get those new experiences and suffer the consequences, or I could give her some slack and stay by her side while she went and did her own growing up. I chose the latter.


"Have fun," I stated encouragingly. "I don't mind."


"Really?"


"This is just sex. I LOVE you." I gave her my most encouraging smile. "Besides, Bert is Bert."


Dawn cracked up. "And Jaron?"


I took a deep breath. "Well ... just don't pull a 'Ryan' on me, okay?"


Dawn giggled. "Deal."


We kissed again, and she left, going straight to Bert. My best buddy was sitting up at this point, joking in Korean with Esther as well as chattering something to Sarah and Whitney. But his eyes went wide when Dawn approached, and mellowed out or not, I could see the eagerness in his stare.


Have at her, buddy, I said to myself. She's still coming home to MY bed tonight.


Besides, I had my own distractions in the form of four girls of my own. After forty-five minutes of taking turns giving blowjobs while not-so-subtly fingering themselves, all eleven girls in the room were pretty damn horny. Throw in that Carli dimmed the lights and put on some music, and the vibe was taking a definite turn away from clinical toward sexual.


"Hey Carli, what are the rules?" Sarah called out from over by Bert.


"You know what?" Carli replied with a crooked grin. The fiery redhead was kneeling next to me with a rather predatory expression on her face. "No more rules. Class is dismissed!"


"Huh?" Three or four girls sat up and looked over to us in confusion.


"Does that mean everything is over?" Kate queried from over by Jaron.


"But I'm horny!" Jamie whined, also next to Jaron.


"Then by all means, take care of it!" Carli announced. "Blowjob class is over. Tri-Delt Orgy is just beginning! WOOO!"


Ten other girls in the room took up the cry. "WOOO!!!"


And then Carli pounced.


"Ahhh, FUCK!" I groaned as her hot mouth quickly surrounded my prick. Carli grinned and looked up at me, her green eyes twinkling. The Tri-Delt Senior Pledge Mistress had remained aloof for the entire class, supervising and keeping time while offering a helpful pointer here and there. I knew she must have been getting terribly aroused watching all the live sex acts in front of her without participating, and that pent-up excitement was showing in the way she was practically gulping down my dick.


"Nn-dee," she mumbled around a mouthful of cock, pointing to her "little sister" Andie. She then pointed at my face, and with a grin, the bottle-blonde sophomore slid out of her panties and then settled a knee to either side of my head, facing toward Carli. I found myself looking up at a pretty pink pussy, bare-shaven, with wet labia already opened up in anticipation. Andie then lowered herself onto my extended tongue, and fresh moans began to emanate from above me.


Pretty revved up myself, I slid my hands up Andie's torso and underneath the hem of her babydoll nightie. I felt her hands settle over mine, but she didn't stop me. Instead, she helped guide me over her tits, and I heard her groan as I began to grind her pebbled nipples against my palms while I squeezed down on the tender titflesh.


Carli continued to bob up and down my erection. It felt great, but to be honest, I was a little done with the whole blowjob thing. I mean, I'd been fondled, teased, and sucked upon for nearly an hour now, and I had yet to get myself some pussy. Getting blown was nice, but it just couldn't compare to the feel of truly being inside someone.


But I didn't have to wait long. Carli stopped blowing me and a second later I felt a warm body moving over my crotch. A hand held my dick upright, and soon I felt that long-desired moisture surrounding my throbbing wet dick. She was tight, and she was hot, but I didn't know who she was. Andie's crotch was blocking my view, so if for no other reason than to find out who was fucking me, I grabbed onto Andie's hips and really started devouring her snatch with the intent of getting the pretty bottle-blonde off, and then getting her OFF.


"Oh! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!" Andie squealed, clenching her butt and bouncing on her thighs while I tongue-lashed her clit. A minute later, she shrieked in orgasm, shaking like a leaf while I eagerly drank down the honey flowing out from her center. And when the climax passed, she toppled off me to the side.


With Andie out of the way, I blinked a few times to clear my vision and then focused on the girl who was currently riding me. I found that I was looking up ... and up ... to a very tall, willowy brunette with the figure of a fashion model. Madison Keynes smiled down at me with large bedroom blue eyes. And she sighed happily as she undulated up and down my prick.


"Hope you don't mind," the lissome brunette moaned, reaching up to tweak her own nipple, as she'd stripped herself completely naked by now. "I spent all of Round 3 sucking your cock and dreaming about what it would feel like inside me."


"Don't mind at all," I grunted, reaching up to take Madison by her hips. "But if you don't mind, I've been on my back for too long."


Madison laughed as I flipped us over without dislodging my dick from her cunt. She was really tall, almost as tall as me, and I found myself with easy access to her gazelle-like neck, bending down to suck on it while she clutched my back and moaned up a storm. Showing off amazing flexibility, she then raised her long, loooong legs up and hooked them over my shoulders. And she cooed at me prettily while I began to strongly pump in and out of her skinny little body.


Madison's pussy clenched at me quite nicely, giving me enough pleasure that I started to worry about cumming again. Although I'd ejaculated once tonight, I'd still gone through all of Round 3's fellatio plus Carli and now fucking the willowy brunette. Turning my head to focus on other things besides how good Madison's cunt felt, I scanned the room checking out the others.


Of course, I went looking for Dawn first. She was kneeling next to my best buddy, licking up the side of Bert's erection like it was a popsicle. Carli was licking up the other side, seeming to make up for lost time by fellating each of the guys she'd missed. Right next to them, Whitney and Misa were sixty-nining. And Kate was off to the side, watching everything while ramming a vibrator in and out of her cunt.


At the third mattress, Jaron had also tired of lying on his back. The hulking man with flowing blonde locks was doggy-fucking Jamie while the busty sophomore was eating out Lupe. And Sarah and Esther were cuddling off to the side, fingering each other's clit while softly making out with each other.


Some of the lingerie was still properly worn. Other articles of clothing had been haphazardly pulled aside in the excitement while still others had been tossed onto the floor. Everywhere I looked were barely-covered boobs and completely uncovered boobs being fondled, suckled, or swayed. Tight asses wriggled while fingers, vibrators, and dicks speared them. And the air was filled with the erotic moans of men and women basking in the glow of absolute pleasure.


So no, watching the room wasn't doing anything to help distract me from cumming.


No matter, Madison was getting there first. Even though I wasn't consciously being doing it, my hands had been roaming her body, searching for hidden trigger spots and erogenous zones. Without even thinking about it, I'd been tweaking her pleasure nodes, scraping my cock against her G-spot, and generally ramping up the brunette sophomore to an absolute monster of an orgasm. When I finally looked down at her and added my focus to my actions, I quickly drove the poor girl up the proverbial wall ... and then through it.


"AAAAAAGGGGGGHHHHH!" Madison screamed, a surprisingly loud voice for such a skinny girl.


I didn't cum myself. Making the girl cum and then have all her muscles go limp, including her pussy muscles, was the best way to preserve my control. Smiling gently, I gave her a quick peck on the lips and then withdrew, sitting back on my haunches and taking a deep breath.


I straightened my back and allowed myself a proud smile. Big Ben reputation taking a hit or not, I was still me. This was still the Tri-Delt house. And there were ten more girls in this room who I hadn't fucked today.


Yet.





Lupe Gutierrez was the exact opposite of Madison. A more compact 5'6", she nevertheless had twice as much padding as the willowy brunette in both the hips and chest department with a J-Lo butt and a robust 36D bosom. Rather than just let me fold her in half like Madison, Lupe mounted ME and athletically rode me to two screaming climaxes before her clenching cunt muscles forced me to spray a volley of cum into her rioting pussy.


Off to my right, Sarah Henley was flat on her back with Bert slow-pumping her and holding her thighs apart at the knees. Sarah's "little sister" Esther Choe was riding Sarah's face, leaning forward so that she could make out with my Korean buddy.


To my left, Carli was finishing up her belated blowjob on Jaron while Andie was eating her out. And Dawn had worked her way back near to me, crawling atop a still-stunned Madison, whispering something in her ear and nibbling on the girl's extended neck while slipping two fingers into the brunette's recently fucked cunt.


When I finally pulled my dick out of Lupe, Jamie arrived to slurp out my spunk, cackling that she'd gotten to swallow both of my loads tonight. Whitney Arvidsson went straight to the source, inhaling my prick and bringing me back to life with the express purpose of being my next fucktoy.


She was. As I said the last time I fucked the Nordic blonde, she fell into the category of nymphos with hyper-sensitive nerves that produced orgasms in bunches. After only five minutes of fucking, the busty cheerleader-type went into spastic convulsions that made me worry she was having an epileptic fit. But when she passed out and started leaking a puddle of honey onto the floor, I only had to take one look at the deeply satisfied smile on her face to know that she was okay.


Andie and Jamie wanted to go next. I lined up the two sophomores side-by-side, ramming each of them for thirty or so seconds at a time while fingering the other. I'll admit: I spent a little more time on Jamie, luxuriating in the feel of a new pussy and reaching forward to fondle those big D-cup tits since I'd already been with Andie a number of times.


Andie didn't seem to mind. After I'd been plugging Jamie for a while, Andie decided to roll onto her back and then pull her friend from the same pledge class over her. That put Andie and Jamie face-to-face and chest-to-chest, with Jamie's larger tits squishing down on Andie's more modest B-cups while the two exchanged wet, sloppy kisses.


I switched up and down a few times then, porking Jamie for a while and then aiming lower to skewer Andie. Eventually, I hammered both girls to sweaty orgasms, drooling spit and leaking orgasmic honey. I finished by rolling Jamie out of the way and jacking my rod over Andie's chest, spraying ribbons of cum all over the pretty sophomore's tits and belly. And sure enough, Jamie crawled over to her friend, tonguing Andie's perky tits for every droplet of sperm she could find.


Skinny little Misa Ng then came by to revive me. The young sophomore had a truly exotic look about her, with the doe eyes and delicate features of an Asian heritage, but the strong cheekbones and light coloration of a Caucasian parent. She also had the least developed body of anyone present, with narrow hips and breasts that would be termed "goose bumps" in High School.


But MAN, this little girl could suck a golf ball through a garden hose. She could also fuck like a Tasmanian Devil, and for once, I found myself worried whether or not I could keep up with a girl.


She fucked me in a dozen different positions in less than ten minutes. My personal favorite was when she mounted me in a reverse cowgirl position, then leaned forward so far toward my feet that she was practically fucking me like a slide rule. My dick was pressed at such a downward angle that it was almost painful, but at the same time, my cockhead was scraping the back of her pussy with such pressure that she was having climax after climax after climax without me having to do much of anything.


Misa was currently rabbit humping me in a cowgirl position. Her hands gripped my shoulders with surprising strength, so tight that I thought she might fracture something. Her thighs propelled her up and down the full length of my shaft so fast that I thought I was going to get friction burn, were it not for the copious fluids of her arousal lubricating us. And she stared down at me with such an intense fire in her light brown eyes that I actually felt intimidated.


Gawd DAMN this felt good.


But I wouldn't yield. It became a matter of personal pride to outlast her. After all, wasn't I the Legendary Sex God? It would not do for me to be done in by a mere mortal, and a barely past pledging Tri-Delt at that.


I am a sexual creature.


With a roar, I sat up and yanked the girl off me. She stood 5'5", but only weighed a hundred pounds. Parking her on all fours, I lined up my dick and rammed forward, burying nearly eight inches of thick man meat into her exquisitely narrow channel. And then I went to work.


One: I swabbed my left thumb through her soaking wet furrow, teasing her clit for a bit before circling back and then pressing the thick digit against her asshole.


Two: While Misa tensed up at the sensation of my thumb probing her anus, I flexed my PC muscles to angle my dick upward to brush against the back wall of her pussy on every thrust.


And three: I slid the fingers of my right hand forward along her belly, up across her sternum and between her tiny breasts. Though they were small, they were sensitive, and the ticklish sensations made her buck her head back. And just at the moment when her neck was completely exposed, I flipped my hand to grab it, immediately cutting off all supply of oxygen.


"Hrk!" Misa jerked once to the left, trying to get away from the hand suddenly gripping her neck. She bucked her spine, trying to get me off her. And as the adrenaline from sudden panic flooded her system at the same time as my dickhead scraped across her G-spot, the tiny brunette let out a muffled squeak and came.


"Ohmigawd!" Sitting right in front of us, Esther suddenly squealed as she watched her friend's eyes bug out in alarm. Sarah frowned in confusion. Jamie just cackled hilariously.


Misa thrashed erratically, looking for all the world like someone drowning and fighting to get to the surface even though we weren't in any water. She twitched and jerked, desperate for oxygen but getting none. And no matter what kind of wiry strength she had, she was no match for my physical build and more powerful muscles.


At the same time, I felt my balls uncoil in the middle of her thrashings. I was so focused on making her cum that I couldn't control my own ejaculation any longer. And together ... we both CAME.


"MMMPHHH!" Misa screamed into my palm, the sound muted by my hand.


"UNNNNGH!" I groaned, feeling the ultimate release as I let loose shot after shot after shot of scalding jism into the back of the tiny girl's womb.


"MMMPHHH!" Misa screamed again, frantic for air even as her body convulsed over and over again from the wracking orgasms. I felt her pussy clench and unclench rapidly, milking more and more cum from my dick. And after about thirty more seconds of oxygen deprivation mixed with explosive orgasm, she began shivering as if falling into hypothermia.


"UNNNNGH!" I groaned again, feeling the blissful release of my climax passing. My final shot sprayed out of me, and only then did I let go of Misa's body.


She was unconscious before she hit the mattress. Like a sack of flour, her body slammed down limply and remained there. Her head was turned to the side, her eyes closed. Her lips quivered as her body instinctively sucked in precious oxygen. And a dark puddle rapidly expanded on the bedsheets just beneath her crotch.


"UNNNNGH!" a distinctly male grunt echoed somewhere behind me. Turning my head, I looked over just in time to see that Dawn was the bottom in a hot sixty-nine with redhead Kate. Jaron had been porking Kate from behind, and just now yanked his dick out, jacking it furiously while aiming it downward at my girlfriend's mouth.


"Mmm..." Dawn hummed as she reached up and sucked him inside, her cheeks bulging out as the muscle-bound hunk painted her tonsils with his spunk.


"Fuck yeah," Jamie moaned from right in front of me. For the fourth time today, she was going after my cum. Leaning down, the busty brunette spread poor Misa's thighs apart and began lapping up the white cream trickling out of her.


At the same time, Andie had come back to me, smiling as she bent over and licked my deflating cock like it was an ice cream cone, more for the enjoyment of the act than any strong desire to try and revive me.


I looked at Dawn, sighing in contentment as she laid her head back and just stared at the ceiling with a goofy expression on her face. And then I looked over at the collection of destroyed Tri-Delts who had collapsed around me, from Misa to Carli to Whitney and to Madison.


Yeah, so Dawn had swallowed the sperm of another man. I'd certainly done far worse than that.


Fair is fair.





Andie was still licking my cock like an ice cream cone when Dawn returned to me, a self-satisfied smirk on her face. Patting Andie's bottle-blonde head and whispering, "Good girl", I then looked up at my girlfriend and asked, "Have fun tonight?"


"Sure thing," she answered, then reached down and spread her labia, which were pink but unsullied. "But now I'm craving cock. Got one more in you?"


My eyes popped as I realized that Dawn hadn't actually fucked Bert or Jaron. It wasn't that I was surprised, but I had to admit I was a little relieved. Grinning, I pushed Andie's mouth a little deeper around me, directing her to increase her suction and help get me hard for a fifth time. "For you, always," I stated confidently.


"Then take me home, cowboy," Dawn sighed.


I nodded and glanced around. "Where's Bert?"


We quickly spotted him, sitting on a couch that had been pushed against a wall. He was cuddling rather intimately with Esther Choe, and the two were still making out with some intense, but tender, kisses.


"Hey Bert!" I called over. "You sticking around here tonight?"


Breaking away from Esther, he turned to me and blushed. "Uh ... well ... I hadn't really thought-"


"He is!" Esther answered for him, holding his hand and looking at him adoringly. Without waiting for confirmation, she stood up and tugged on his hand. Esther's big sister Sarah helped them all find their clothes, and the three of them dressed before heading out the door.


Meanwhile, Dawn had begun hunting around for our clothes as well. Her lingerie was a little scattered, but her jeans, blouse, and jacket had been neatly set aside from the beginning like all the other girls. Mine were in a pile not too far away from my mattress, and together we also got dressed.


But before we left, Carli came over to me, with Andie in tow. The Senior Pledge Mistress asked sweetly, "Can I talk you two into staying in my room tonight?"


Holding Dawn's hand, I held it up and answered apologetically, "I owe my girlfriend a good fucking right now."


"Oh, you can," Carli agreed. "Just use my bed so we can watch. And maybe in the morning, all four of us can have an encore."


Dawn giggled and squeezed my hand firmly. With a sparkle in her blue eyes, she replied, "Sounds like a plan."





Dawn, Carli, Andie, and I had our morning encore. They offered to take a shower with us when we were done, but I figured it would be useless since Dawn and I would still have to dress in our clothes from the night before. We got dressed and then headed out to find Bert. But once we found our intrepid friend, he told us he'd rather stay with Esther and Sarah.


"I'll make sure he gets home safely," Sarah promised.


Dawn and I just shrugged and left, driving back home. Bert was a big boy who could take care of himself.


The house was quiet when we arrived, not unexpected for a sleepy Sunday morning. We probably would have slept in a little longer ourselves if it weren't for Carli and Andie feeling rather frisky. After going upstairs and stripping our clothes off, I sent Dawn into the shower first and promised I'd be there in a minute. Taking a deep breath, I then crossed the short hallway and without knocking, pushed in Kim's bedroom door.


Just as I'd expected, she was kneeling in First Position on top of her bed, her hands clasped together prayer-style. She was also fully naked, her hair back in a ponytail so as not to obstruct my view. And her eyes gleamed with delight to see me.


"Good morning, Master," she greeted.


"Good morning, Kim," I replied while circling around the bed and heading into her closet. Viktoriya had told me that being Kim's Master meant more than just giving her orders whenever I felt like it. I would need to exert my control over her in subtle, consistent ways. And she stressed that routine was the key to keeping everything straight.


Part of that routine I'd implemented was to choose Kim's outfits every day. She was used to her father deciding on her clothing, and when left to her own devices, she'd typically reverted to the white tank top, black hoodie, and simple jeans. I wanted Kim to dress a little differently, to show some sense of style. A good chunk of my first couple of weeks as her true "Master" had been devoted to building up her wardrobe. And quite nicely, I was able to dovetail my intentions with Dawn's regular shopping trips with Gwen and Robin, so I got to spend some extra time with my girlfriend that I wouldn't have spent otherwise.


Plus, the girls were crucial in helping to shape Kim's style of dress. When commanded, Kim would admit to her own preferences. And with the additional advice of three other girls' opinions, we were able to design a wardrobe that Kim was comfortable with and also met our collective criteria for higher fashion.


Going through Kim's closet, I selected one of her standard white T-shirts, but paired it with a long-sleeved, button-down, knit powder blue sweater that was cropped just below her breasts. I pulled out capri-cut jeans to show off her calves and a pair of gray heeled sandals that went with a lot of Kim's new outfits. Bringing them out, I laid the garments on the bed beside Kim along with thong panties. And then reaching out to touch her ponytail, I said, "Leave your hair down over your shoulders. And do your makeup to go out. It's early enough that all three of us will go out to brunch."


"Yes, sir. I can also cook breakfast, sir," Kim offered.


I accepted her suggestion, but immediately dismissed it. "No. I'm feeling in a particularly good mood this morning. I'd like to walk around town with two of the most beautiful women in the world on my arms."


Kim smiled. "Then I assume you and Dawn had a good time last night."


I looked to the shower, where I heard the water had begun to run. Imagining my gorgeous angel fully naked and with her hair slicked back by the spray, I grinned happily. "Weekend isn't over yet."





-- SATURDAY, MARCH 19, 2005, SPRING BREAK --



"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." Dawn kissed me before I stepped back and descended the porch steps, heading for the driveway.


"Have fun," she called while waving from the doorway. It was a Saturday in late March, and once again we were going our separate ways.


It's not that I really minded being apart from Dawn. I wasn't clingy, and I was resolved not to become clingy. She wanted to spend the day hanging out with Gwen and Robin, and she was free to do so because I had plans of my own. Sure, I would have liked to bring her with me, but I didn't HAVE to. Besides, despite patching things up at the end of last year, Dawn and Paige Jacobsen were never the best of friends.


About forty-five minutes later, I pulled the Mustang into a long Atherton driveway and parked behind the two cars that had arrived before me. Just sort of casually ambling along, I walked up the flagstone pavers to the large entryway and rang the doorbell.


You know the comic strip Calvin and Hobbes? You know: that brat kid with the stuffed tiger? Yeah, I was Calvin that day, and Paige was Hobbes. Before I had time to blink, the door opened and a fireball of auburn hair and excessive energy burst through, hitting me right in the chest and nearly bowling me over. I'm actually quite surprised she didn't knock me flat on my ass.


"Ben! You're here!" Paige cheered enthusiastically, looking up at me with sparkling deep blue eyes.


"Hey, Red. How ya doin'?" I reached down and tussled her hair. She was looking good, and had more or less regained her physical shape pre-pregnancy. Her boobs still looked a little bigger, likely because Paige was still breast feeding. But her stomach had flattened out and once again, she could pass for a young schoolgirl.


The petite redhead giggled and stood back. "I'm doing great. Well, a little sleep-deprived, but doing great. Hopefully I'll be able to come back to school in the fall."


"Really?"


She nodded. "Uncle Frank and Aunt Polly have been a big help, and they love little April. I'd have to commute back and forth every day – no way I'm leaving my baby behind overnight – but I think I could make it work."


"That's great, that's great."


"Oh! You haven't seen her in like five months. Come in! Come in!"


She took my hand and led me through the door. The first I thing I saw was a string of balloons dominating the family room, some of them reading "Happy 21st Birthday" and others reading "Happy 6-Month Birthday". April's 6-month was on the 10th, and Paige's birthday was coming up on the 23rd.


"Not exactly how you expected to celebrate the Big 2-1, is it?" I commented


Paige shrugged. "Maybe not. But I wouldn't trade April for the world."


Entering the family room, the four girls already there looked up at us. Kady Jacobsen smiled and waved. Her girlfriend Noelle nodded. A third girl I didn't recognize just looked at me curiously. And Lynne Arian stood up, walking over to me for a hug.


"Hey, Ben. Long time no see," she greeted warmly.


"I know. How's school?"


"School is school. Come on, we can catch up later. Come see April."


The 6-month-old infant was sitting in some kind of contraption that Paige had nicknamed the "Wobbler". The little tyke was in a cloth seat and surrounded by plastic toys in a full circle around her body. The base was a wide plastic disc that was slightly curved, so that whenever the baby actually pushed down with her feet, the whole device would wobble from side-to-side. I guessed the intention was to help teach the baby how to balance.


When I arrived and knelt down next to the Wobbler, April immediately looked over at me, tilting her head back and leaving it tilted as if her noggin were too heavy for her to keep upright. She stared at me down the bridge of her nose, blinked slowly as if evaluating me, and then finally turned to resume erratically slapping at her plastic toys.


I smiled and reached out, rubbing the little girl's cheek with the back of my index finger. "Hey there, cutie."


"Aww..." Kady drawled. "She looks just like you."


"Wait, what?" I turned with a frown, alarm on my face. Instantly, my brain started doing the math again. With April's birthday of September 10, Paige would absolutely have to have been knocked up in December 2003, a time period during which I did NOT have sex with her.


All five girls in the room just started cracking up.





The collective birthday party for Paige and April started winding down. Even though the focus was ostensibly Paige's 21st, more attention had been paid to April and most of the gifts (including mine) were baby-related. But only 'most'. One of Paige's friends had brought her a bottle of tequila, sealed with a note that read: "Open only after April can eat solid foods."


We'd ended up with a total of nine guests, including me. One-by-one, they had started to say their goodbyes and take their leave. And when April started getting cranky and wanted to go down for an afternoon nap, I figured it would be a good time to make my escape as well.


I went up to Paige, who was holding the baby and swaying gently. I bent down and kissed the redhead on her cheek, saying, "I'm going to head out. I'll come back again soon."


"No, wait," Paige pleaded quietly. "I want to talk to you later. Can you stick around?"


Glancing across the room, I noticed that Aunt Polly, Kady, and Noelle were puttering around, cleaning up gift wrappers and empty food trays. I nodded, replying, "Sure." And then I went to join the others in cleaning up.


Paige took April down the hall and into the nursery. About five minutes later, she returned and rather shyly took my hand. I left the others to finish the cleanup and let her lead me back down the hall and into her bedroom. And I stood in the middle of the room looking for a good place to sit down and chat while she closed the door behind us.


But Paige didn't have chatting in mind. I felt her slip a hand into mine again and pull me around to face her. Her left hand went up behind my neck, tugging downward so that I could meet her 5'2" height. And before I could really think about it, her lips molded themselves around mine.


We'd kissed so many times in the past couple of years that it was only natural to cinch my arm around her and kiss her back. But a second later, my mind woke up and I pulled away, "Whoa-whoa-whoa," I stammered, bringing a hand up between us. "We shouldn't be doing this."


"Please," Paige begged quietly, her blue eyes big and bright as she looked up at me. She didn't throw herself at me, and indeed her passive sadness was more compelling than if she had. "I haven't felt the touch of a man in forever. In fact, it was the last time I was with you. I love my baby, but I've been really lonely out here. It's not like I'm in a situation where I can easily go out and find a date. I'm really horny, the doctors cleared me for sex three months ago, and I was really hoping you could help me out here. I'm not asking for anything else. No commitments or promises. I won't ask you to come back in a few days or anything like that. Just give me an hour here, today, while April's asleep."


"It's not that simple, Red. I'm with Dawn, and you know I'd never do anything behind her back."


"Is that the only reason?"


I frowned. "It's reason enough."


Quickly, Paige's hand darted into the pocket of my jeans, fishing out my cell phone and then holding it up to me. "Call her. Ask her. I won't do this without her permission."


My eyebrows furrowed as I reached out and took the phone. But I paused before dialing. Asking Dawn for permission to do this was a moot point if I didn't want to do it myself. I was friends with Paige, and she was still a pretty girl, but did I really need this?


"Please," Paige begged again, this time a little more urgently. She took hold of my hips and pushed me back to a sturdy armchair, pressing me down into the seat. She knelt before me, reaching forward and rubbing her hands over my crotch. "I'll make it good for you. You know I will."


"I'm not worried about that. But we're friends, Paige."


"And we'll stay friends," she reassured me. "Please. I need this. And you're the only one in the world who can give it to me."


I took a deep breath, raising my eyebrows and considering it. It wasn't like Paige and I had never done this before. And it's not like it would be a big chore for me. For whatever failings we'd had as a romantic couple, great sex was never a problem for us. Paige was horny, I was around, and I could give her what she needed.


"Call it a 21st birthday present," Paige offered.


That brought a chuckle out of me, and I shrugged in acceptance. But I raised my eyebrows and held up the phone. "I still won't do this without Dawn's blessing, and even then only if I'm sure she won't mind."


"Of course, of course," Paige agreed. Then she watched excitedly as I held down the speed dial to my girlfriend.


She didn't pick up the first time I called her. The moment it went to voicemail, I sighed and closed up the clamshell. This wasn't the sort of thing that could be asked by message. I looked at Paige, and her face fell when I told her, "She's not picking up." But just when I started to re-dial her, my phone lit up with an incoming call.


"Hey," I answered, already knowing from the caller ID that it was my girlfriend.


"Hey, what's up?" Dawn asked. "You called?"


"Yeah, I've ... uh ... got something I need to ask you," I began. Paige's face had already brightened when Dawn called me back. And the petite redhead now grinned a Cheshire smile as she walked her fingers up my thigh and toward my crotch. Smiling, I batted her hand away. "I'm not sure how to explain this. But basically, Paige is really horny and hasn't gotten laid since she left our house in Berkeley."


Dawn immediately started barking in laughter. In the background, I heard Gwen asking, "What's so funny?"


Paige took advantage of my distracted state to once again get her hands into my crotch, this time popping the button on my jeans and then pulling down the zipper before I batted her away again.


"Are you asking me what I think you're asking me?" Dawn inquired, still with amusement in her voice. I gathered that she didn't want to spell it out on her end of the line.


"Yeah, basically she wants a mercy fuck."


Paige frowned, momentarily looking annoyed at the terminology I'd used. But a second later, she shrugged and nodded as if agreeing that the phrase was indeed appropriate.


Dawn laughed again. "And you want to give it to her?"


"Well, I mean, I'm here and there's really no one else she can go to..."


"But do you want to?"


I glanced down, watching as Paige now extracted my half-hard cock from my shorts and stroked it eagerly. Her eyes were locked onto my prick, staring at it as if she were cradling a statue made of solid gold. She licked her lips, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of arousal as I imagined those pretty lips being wrapped around my shaft.


I was about to answer in the affirmative, but my brain caught me at the last second and I felt my ardor wane a bit. "Uh, is this a trick question? You know, the kind where you ask if I want to and I'm going to get in trouble the second I say 'yes', even if I don't actually do anything?"


Dawn started laughing again, choking a bit as she must have had some spit go down the wrong pipe. Gwen asked again in the background, "Seriously, what's going on?"


Robin chimed in, "I think it's something naughty."


Gwen sighed. "It's Ben. Big surprise."


By then, Dawn had recovered her breath and collected herself. "It's not a trick. I can already tell that you want to because you never would have called me if you didn't. So let me put your mind at ease. Go ahead and fuck the shit out of her, you silly goat. Unequivocal enough for you?"


I blinked in surprise.


In the background, Robin chirped, "Did she just say what I thought she said?"


Paige chose to take that moment to inhale my prick, stuffing the first three inches of it into her mouth whether Dawn agreed or not. She just couldn't resist. And groaning, I replied, "Uh, yeah. Clear enough."


"She's already getting started, isn't she?" Dawn asked knowingly, recognizing the strain in my voice.


"Uh-huh," I mumbled.


"Well tell her to enjoy. Consider it a happy birthday present from me."


"I will."


"Sure thing. Oh, and honey? Do you want fried rice or chow fun for dinner tonight? We're going to the Chinese market later."


My eyes popped open, amazed that Dawn was so casually asking me about dinner plans two seconds after telling me to fuck the shit out of another woman. My girlfriend was one in a million. "Uh, chow fun sounds good."


"Okay. Remember to say 'happy birthday' to Paige for me."


"I will," I groaned as Paige shoved the tip of my mushroom head into her throat, rubbing her nose up against my short and curlies while she moaned in obvious heat.


"Bye babe," Dawn finished. "I love you."


"I love you, too."


And then she hung up.


Paige pulled me out of her throat, gasping for air and giving me a shit-eating grin. "She said 'yes'?"


I nodded. "And she says, 'Happy Birthday'."


"I'll have to send her a Thank You card." And then she deep-throated me once again.





"Hey, save some for April," Paige admonished me with a giggle, bopping the top of my head.


"Mmph," I mumbled and smiled around the redhead's swollen nipple, taking one more suck to slurp out another squirt of breastmilk. It really did taste like melon juice. I'd first heard that it did while I was in high school, but just dismissed the terminology as Kenny's slang for calling breasts a pair of "melons".


I then let my head fall back down onto Paige's pillow, grinning as she resumed her up and down humping motions while she steadily rode my cock.


"I wish you didn't have to go," she sighed, slowing herself down as if to prolong the time she could remain with my dick inside her body. We'd already fucked twice, and this third and final go-round would have to last her until she either found another man to do it for her or talked me into coming back. In the middle of the sex, we both wanted to make this a regularly scheduled thing. But during our last downtime, we both realized that it wouldn't be the right thing to do. It wouldn't be fair to Dawn, and Paige needed to think of a future that didn't require me.


"Life goes on," I reminded her. "Single-mother or not, there are lots of great guys out in the world. You'll find the right one."


"I already did," she sighed mournfully, still pumping her body up and down. "He's just already taken."


I shook my head and pulled her down into a sweet kiss. She didn't pull away though, and as our lips increased their force and pressure, so did Paige's pumping motions. Gradually, we sped up and fucked harder, and soon my little redhead was crying out her latest orgasmic release.


"Better ... pull ... off ... soon..." I grunted about ten seconds after her cries died out. She was still riding me hard, digging for an aftershock orgasm, but I knew I couldn't last that long and put my hands on her hips to pry her off my cock if need be.


"I don't want to," Paige moaned. "I want to feel it."


"You do that, and you might get knocked up again," I warned.


"Wasn't so bad," she rationalized. "Might be worth it."


"PAIGE," I growled.


"Oh, poo."


Both of us started chuckling then. Paige sighed mournfully and then rather angrily thumped her body down on me extra hard three times. The force and feelings were so good, I just barely kept myself from ejaculating. She stopped entirely then, just resting with my dick fully imbedded inside her pussy. And reaching down to stroke my cheek, she murmured, "But if it was your baby, then maybe you'd stay with me."


"Paige," I warned again.


Sighing wearily, she nodded and then dismounted me. This close to firing, she only had to suck on me for a few seconds while jacking my shaft to get me to cum, and I quickly filled her mouth with every last drop that remained in my balls.


When I was done, she smiled and opened her mouth to show me the pool of jism she'd collected. And then tossing her head back like she'd taken a shot of alcohol, she swallowed it all in one gulp.


"You know," I wondered. "If everything you eat goes into your breastmilk production, then does that mean my semen gets converted into-"


"Don't even go there," Paige cut me off.


"Sorry, Red," I apologized.


She giggled, and I laughed. And then she leaned over me for one final, forlorn kiss.


"Happy Birthday," I said softly when she pulled away.


"Thanks for coming."





-- MARCH 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." Dawn kissed me before hoisting her purse strap over her shoulder as she descended the porch steps and headed for the sidewalk. Today was one of the days when she had class before me, and she was off to school while I was still in my pajamas.


I was still at the door when Brooke and DJ emerged from DJ's bedroom, similarly dressed for school. Even though there was a perfectly good bathroom between their rooms, the girls had taken to getting ready for the mornings in front of DJ's vanity. Well, DJ did. Brooke didn't wear much makeup, so she usually just hung out in DJ's room to chat while the blonde finished putting on her face.


"Hey, hey. Aren't you two going to get some breakfast? Kim made a bunch of waffles."


"No time. Gonna be late. Bye, Ben!" Brooke hopped up and pecked my cheek on her way out the door.


DJ then did the same, pecking my opposite cheek while also goosing my butt. "Bye, Ben."


Shaking my head, I turned and went back into the living room to finish my own breakfast. Kim was just finishing her meal, and she stood up while grabbing both her and Dawn's empty plates. I sat down, picking up my knife and fork before deciding that I wanted a little more maple syrup and pouring an extra dollop onto what remained of my waffle.


Kim came out of the kitchen then. I'd assumed she would head upstairs to finish getting ready for her own class that began in another hour, the same as usual for Tuesdays and Thursdays. But instead she returned directly to the table and – without a word – ducked down and crawled beneath it.


Frowning, I stopped mid-chew, tucking my piece of waffle into the corner of my mouth. Kim soon reappeared, this time right between my legs. And she had a rather impish smile as she reached up and slipped a hand through the open flap of my pajama pants.


"What are you doing?" I mumbled around the waffle still in my mouth.


"I thought I might please my Master," she hummed melodically, flashing her dark eyes up to me. "With your permission of course."


I thought about it for about 17 milliseconds before shrugging and nodding. "Permission granted," I said, still with a mouthful of food.


Five minutes later, my plate was finished. Kim was getting a mouthful of something else.





"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." Dawn kissed me before hoisting her backpack over her shoulder and turning in the direction of her next class.


I waved to her as she left, then turned around and headed in the opposite direction. I had an hour and a half before my next class, and there was an Xbox controller with my name on it.


But I was almost home when my phone rang. Bert's name flashed on the exterior LCD, and I flipped it open to answer. "Hey, what's up?"


"I ... uh ... I'm not going to make it to your place today," he said apologetically.


"Something else come up?" I asked in curiosity.


Bert chuckled. "You could say that. Esther wants me to come visit during this break between classes. She wants to try out something Sarah just taught her."


I laughed. Bert and the Tri-Delt junior had been going at things pretty hot and heavy in the weeks since the Blowjob Class. They had a lot in common, from their Korean heritage to academic intelligence and apparently taste in music. More importantly, both were relatively new to the wonders of wild sex, and both had taken to it with some enthusiasm. Bert and Esther were hooking up every free chance they could get, and from what I gathered, Esther's big sister Sarah Henley was their frequent companion/instructor.


"Have fun," I encourage Bert. "I'll see you later."


"Sure thing." He hung up.


Two minutes later, I stood in the foyer of my empty house. Dawn was in class. Brooke and DJ would either be in class or at Vivian's. And Kim spent the afternoons with her friends.


I figured I could either get a head start on my homework and studying, or pick up my Xbox controller, even if I had to play by myself.


Xbox controller it was.





"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." Dawn waved to me as she headed off northward across campus to her next class.


"See you tonight," Kim said as she folded her binder across her chest and headed westward for her friends' house.


"Laters, dude. Wish me luck," Bert said with a grin, heading south for the Tri-Delt house.


"I'll see you later, Ben," Sasha said politely as she hoisted her backpack, grimacing slightly in pain.


"Hip still bothering you?" I asked, gesturing with my hand.


"A little," she admitted.


"Still hasn't healed by now?"


"Oh, it should've," Sasha sighed wearily. "But only rest will really heal it and I can't afford to really rest."


"Why not? You need a wheelchair or something to stay off it?"


Sasha blushed and shook her head. "Uh, not exactly. It's nothing, really. I'm fine."


I frowned. We'd started walking and she was still moving with a noticeable limp. "You don't look so fine. Here, lemme at least carry your bag for you."


"Oh, you don't have to do that."


I rolled my eyes and just reached over, sliding my hand beneath the strap and hoisting it. "Seriously. I promise: I have no ulterior motives. Just trying to help out."


Sighing gratefully, Sasha let me take her backpack off her other shoulder and I slung it around mine. We started walking again.


I then looked forward and asked. "Where are we headed? I don't think I've ever figured out exactly where you go after the team splits up."


"Ah, Koshman."


"The Biology building? That's clear across campus!"


Sasha nodded. "You should probably give me my bag back. I don't want to make you walk all that way."


Shaking my head, I clapped a hand over the strap to prevent her from taking the bag back. "No, no. You just concentrate on getting there. I've got a free period anyway."


"But surely there are better things for you to do than carry my bag for me."


I shrugged. "I usually just play video games during this period. And my gaming buddy just went in the other direction to visit his girlfriend. Really, I'm happy to do this."


Sasha looked at me oddly. "If you say so. I'm not going to turn you down."





"Do NOT tell me you've been waiting out here all this time." Sasha gawked at me, holding her backpack over her shoulders as she came out of Koshman Hall. I was sitting on the exact same bench where she'd left me an hour and a half earlier to go into class.


"No, no, of course not. Went down to Shattuck and grabbed a frappucino. Plus, I picked up this baby for you." I reached down and patted the blue Jansport backpack on the ground beside me. From the outside, it looked almost identical to Sasha's current blue Jansport backpack - only mine was much newer and had the added feature of being wheeled, with a telescoping handle like airline luggage carry-ons.


Sasha stared at the backpack in stunned silence. She glanced back at her own somewhat dilapidated pack with its scuff marks and fabric tears. One of the zipper handles had also broken off the main compartment. She then looked back at my new pack, and immediately started shaking her head. "Oh, no. I couldn't possibly-"


"Of course you can," I cut her off. Grabbing the handle, I pulled it all the way out and then spun the pack around on its wheels before rolling it forward to her. I then held up the receipt and said, "If you don't like the color or something, you can exchange it."


"Ben, really, I can't repay you for-"


"Don't worry about it. It's a gift. Just think of it as a team leader trying to help a team member be more productive. Take some weight off that hip around all the paved walkways here. And it's still light enough to lift if you need to go up stairs. Here, take it."


"Ben-"


"Do you have a class coming up soon? You'll need a minute to re-pack all your books and things. And I've got to get across campus for my own class, too. So here, it's yours. I gotta run, okay? See you later!"





"So Sasha told me you were the one who got her a new set of wheels," Dawn commented as we turned the final corner and approached the house.


I shrugged. "Was nothing."


"It was something. You gave her the receipt. That thing cost almost a hundred bucks."


I frowned. "Well I didn't want to give her some cheap piece of crap that would fall apart inside a month. Besides, I can afford it. Haven't been on a date in forever."


"Hey!" Dawn smacked my arm. "And here I was, just about to tell you how sweet you were."


I laughed. "I'm still sweet."


"I know you are, babe." Dawn held my elbow and slowed me down enough to kiss my cheek. We resumed walking, and she glanced over at me. "Has it really been that long since we've gone out on a date?"


"I dunno. Since January?" I shrugged. "I'm not complaining. You've been cooking these gourmet banquets on Friday nights ever since you joined that class, so there's been no need to go out to dinner."


"But surely there's been a Saturday..."


I shook my head. "Nope. But again, I'm not complaining." I smirked and added, "Actually, this all works in my favor. I don't have to wine or dine you. We go straight to hopping in bed and screwing like bunnies."


"I guess there's that." Dawn giggled and nodded. But she sighed and wrapped her arm around mine a little more tightly. "But this does point out something: I've been neglecting you."


I frowned. "No you haven't."


She sighed. "Sure I have. I spend more time with Gwen and Robin nowadays than I do with you."


I shrugged. "They're your friends. And I've had Bert to game with."


"But he's in his honeymoon phase with Esther now. Neither of us ever sees the boy."


"I can take care of myself."


"But you shouldn't have to. Big Ben should never have to go without company."


"Kim's around a lot. It's been nice, having some time to talk to her. And ... of course ... do other things," I said with plenty of innuendo in my tone.


Dawn sighed. "But even she spends most of her afternoons with her friends. You're all alone."


"I'm fine."


"Maybe I should take a page out of Adrienne's book. Send over some hot babes to entertain you whenever I'm not around."


"Ugh, like Paige and Grace?"


"No, not like Paige and Grace. I told you, no ulterior motives. I'm talking about what she did in High School. What were some of those girls she told me about... ? Helene-something? Heather?"


I laughed and waved my hands in front of her. "No-no-no. I'm fine, really. That Tri-Delt Blowjob Class was wild enough. The last thing I need is a hookup with a random girl while you're not around. Seriously, I'm good."


"No, you're right," Dawn said with a mischievous smile. "I've got a better idea."


I read her expression and arched an eyebrow. "Oh, no. I'm not sure I like where this is going."


Dawn started laughing immediately. With an extra waggle in her eyebrows and a look that told me she knew exactly what she was saying to me, she managed to sputter, "Trust me."


I just buried my face in my palm.





"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." Dawn kissed me before hoisting her backpack over her shoulder and turning in the direction of her next class. "Now promise me you'll go straight home."


"Dawn, I've told you a hundred times. You don't have to make anything up to me or feel guilty. Heck, you're not even 'abandoning' me right now," I said, miming the air quotes with my fingers. "You're going to class!"


"Whatever. The next two hours were available in their schedules."


"Their?" I queried.


Dawn giggled and blew me a kiss. "It's already arranged. Just go home!"


I sighed and watched as she hurried away from me, leaving to get to her class on time, but also to forestall any further protests from me. Shaking my head, I turned in the direction of home and started walking.


Along the way, I mentally compiled the list of possible surprises Dawn could have waiting for me. She'd warned me that she might send some girls my way, the way Adrienne had done to me in High School. And from the comment about "their" schedules, I knew she was sending me at least two people.


Based on that information, I thought that a few Tri-Delts would be at the top of the list, maybe Jocelyn and Kelly or perhaps Nora and Whitney. There was even a chance that she'd stayed in touch with girls from the Blowjob Class, and Jamie Miano and Madison Keynes both had shown clear interest in an encore after that night.


But then, Dawn had made reference to having a "better" idea. So maybe it was possible that she wasn't arranging for me to have sex. But given the limited friendships I'd formed, I couldn't see who else Dawn could send to me. Bert was my video game partner, and there wasn't anyone else I could really see playing games with. If she wanted me to have friends to hang out with, I could almost see Dawn arranging for Gwen and Robin to spend some time catching up with me, but such an arrangement would really just feel too forced and unnatural. Better to just get together as a big group. Apart from them, I was at a total loss for what to expect.


I decided then and there that if Dawn had sent some girls to me to have sex, I would politely decline. If nothing else, I wanted to prove to my girlfriend that my sex life had been just fine, that she wasn't neglecting me, and that I didn't need anyone else. With the lone exception of that one hookup for Paige's birthday, and my occasional one-on-one's with Kim, all of my sexual activities took place WITH Dawn by my side. That wasn't something I really wanted to change.


If nothing else, fair was fair, and I didn't want to set a precedent for Dawn to have sex without ME.


On the other hand, if Dawn had arranged for me to be entertained in some form that didn't involve sex, I would play that by ear. For all I knew, she'd hired a magician and an assistant to set up shop in our living room and entertain me for an hour before sending me off to class. I knew the idea sounded completely ridiculous, but then I really had no clue what else to expect.


Of course, in hindsight, I shouldn't have been surprised. When I entered the house and walked down the hallway, the two people waiting for me made 100%, absolute perfect sense. Dawn had indeed come up with a better idea than a hookup with some random girl.


"Hi, Big Brother," Brooke's voice floated through the open doorway of DJ's bedroom.


I turned, staring into the bedroom with my jaw on the floor. My little sister and DJ were kneeling side-by-side on top of DJ's bed. Their hair was pulled back tight against their scalps and then tied off in matching ponytails. Both wore heavy black eyeshadow, leather collars around their necks, and very revealing black lingerie that defined the term "trashy". It was the same Frederick's of Hollywood gear that Adrienne had sent to them back before October.


Brooke and DJ were also holding hands, and together, they raised them. Only then did I realize the girls were handcuffed together at the wrist.


"That looks like its going to be a challenge," I mumbled, pointing at the cuffs.


"I'm sure you'll figure something out," DJ sighed, already breathing heavily in heat. The action made her bosomy chest rise and fall dramatically. "Now stop wasting time and come ravage us. I've been dreaming about this ever since Valentine's."


You know how I told myself I would politely decline any arrangement for sex? Yeah, scratch that. DJ and Brooke were "Family". They didn't count.





I thrust upward a final time, grunting my orgasm into Dawn's ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy. Riding atop me, my girlfriend pressed her tits down against my chest and pulled herself tight against me with her arms hooked beneath my shoulders. Throwing her head back, she howled an unholy cry of pleasure. And she shuddered uncontrollably as a monster orgasm swept its way across her body.


Eventually, my spine went slack as I finished filling her up with my jism. A few seconds later, she dropped her face down onto the pillow, shaking erratically from her exertion and gasping for air.


"Oh, fuck!" Dawn sighed. "That was incredible."


"Uh-huh," I mumbled, still shaking a bit myself. I realized I was still holding onto the handle of the vibrator, the business end still buzzing several inches into Dawn's colon. Focusing what little energy I had left, I pulled it out and then let the device fall from my hands, still buzzing, onto the mattress.


"Fuckin' A..." Dawn gasped again, clenching her buttcheeks against the emptiness and collapsing onto my chest in exhaustion.


"Damn ... That was better than Brooke and DJ combined," I wheezed.


"I don't like trying to compare," Dawn giggled. "But thank you."


"You're incredible."


"I was inspired. Gawd, when you shoved that thing up my ass, I took off like I was on a space ship."


"I knew you'd like it," I wheezed, still with Dawn's weight pressing down on my chest. I cradled her head in my arm and stroked her spine with my other hand. "That's been a particular kink of yours for a while. Getting DP'd."


She chuckled, turning her face to mine. "It has been, hasn't it?"


I nodded. Nearly every spectacular orgasm I could remember her having in the last two months involved the double-penetration, usually from one of our sisters or even Adrienne wielding some plastic. "Maybe we shoulda brought one of the girls in here with a strap-on. Maybe even both of them so we coulda triple-teamed you."


"Ohhhh," Dawn moaned as if she just had another mini-orgasm. She put her face back down on the pillow, and for a minute or two, we both just concentrated on getting our breath back.


I lay there, enjoying the aftermath as my dick slowly softened inside her flooded canal. I continued rubbing her back, and used my other hand to stroke her hair. Our bodies were hot, sticky, and sweaty, but I felt so comfortable that I had absolutely no intention of ever moving for the rest of my life.


Eventually, though, Dawn moved. Taking a deep breath, she flipped her head around to look at me. Even then, she didn't say anything right away. I stared into her eyes, knowing there was something she wanted to ask me. So after another few seconds, I prompted her by saying, "Go ahead."


She smiled, pleased to know that we were on the same wavelength. Then taking a deep breath, she asked, "Can we do that again?"


I blinked, clenching my PC muscles and testing my hardness. "Uh, well, I might need a minute and a little encouragement. But sure, I'm up for another round."


Dawn was already shaking her head, telling me that I wasn't on the right track. She took a deep breath and said, "I mean ... with another man. I want to feel it, with two real, live dicks inside me. The way we did it that one time with Kenny and his stripper friends."


My eyebrows rose. Ever since that orgy over Winter Break, I had known in the back of my head that this would come up again. Dawn had simply enjoyed the experience way too much, and I'd told myself again and again that I would let her when the time came. After all, fair was fair, right?


But now that the moment was here, I hesitated. Was it so wrong for me to want her all to myself? Yeah, I shared her with plenty of other girls, but another man? Could I really do it?


You HAVE to, I told myself. You OWE this to her. After all the varied pussy she's let you have, it would be ridiculously hypocritical to stop her from allowing her to do the same. At least you've gone out of your way to not set the precedent of screwing around without her, excepting that one thing with Paige. She'll never go behind your back, and you'll always be present. You have to do this.


"Yeah," I said quickly, trying to make up for the hesitation. "Of course, of course. I promised you these experiences. I promised you these freedoms. And you've certainly been more than tolerant in letting me screw other girls. Fair is fair."


She nodded quickly. "You know I don't mind you screwing other girls. It's just sex. I know you LOVE me."


"I do," I stated firmly.


"And this is just sex for me. It doesn't mean you aren't enough for me or anything like that. Gawd. What we just did was absolutely mind blowing. It's just ... you don't have two dicks."


"Wouldn't that be a strange sight?" I deadpanned.


Dawn cracked a smile, appreciating my attempt at humor. "I'd never need or want to have sex with a man without you. I hope you know that. Straight one-on-one, you're it. Forever. But I have this craving ... I want to feel the double penetration, and while vibrators and strap-ons are nice..." She shrugged and trailed off for a second. "They're just not the real thing."


"I know. Well, I don't know. Not my particular thing you understand..."


Dawn giggled again.


"But I get it. And I'm open to this."


Dawn raised her eyebrows. "The only question is: who?"


Who indeed. Who on Planet Earth could I stand to watch stick his dick into MY Dawn? I winced, thinking about the situation. "It's not like you'd have much trouble seducing somebody..." I offered. "I mean, you let me hunt down girls that appeal to me. I guess it would only be fair to let you decide on a guy."


But Dawn shook her head. "This isn't about attraction. You're the only man for me," she said firmly. "I just need a live dick. If they could somehow make a dildo that could just feel more real ... and ... well, have a human being attached to it."


"Maybe find DJ and Brooke some sort of strap-on with a battery-operated heater and-"


She shook her head again. "No, the mental concept just doesn't do it. I guess I really do need to know and feel that it's a guy. I'll let you choose, really. I know this is something you'd have to be comfortable with. You've said 'fair is fair', but I think guys are a little more jealous about their girls with other men. And I know it can't be easy for you to see me with someone else."


"It isn't," I conceded. "But it's something I can handle. You've gone out of your way to assure me this won't change how much you love me."


"Actually, it'll make me love you even more."


I smiled. "So then, I've just got to figure out who."





"ME?" Bert gawked, his jaw on the floor as his eyes ping-ponged back and forth between me and Dawn.


"Simply enough, you're my friend, you've already had sex with her before, and I can trust you're not going to try and steal her from me or anything," I explained.


"Ohmigawd..." Bert breathed, still in utter and complete shock.


"If you want, I can hook you up with some of Lakhi's special ... uh... 'herbs' ... if you feel like they would take the edge off."


Bert blinked rapidly, gawking rather obviously at Dawn. She blushed under his heated stare, pinching her legs together and hugging her arms across her chest which had the unintended effect of presenting her cleavage on further display in her V-necked sweater. "Uh, yeah ... I think I'd need to," he stammered. But then he immediately shook his head and said, "Wait, wait. I'm not sure I could do this."


I sighed, worried that my one and only candidate wouldn't do this. There really was no one else in town I could easily handle having sex with Dawn. Maybe Ryan, but only because Dawn's ex-boyfriend of course had sex with her before, and I already knew that she would choose me over him. But Ryan was a completely ridiculous idea for a host of other reasons. Really, it was Bert or I'd have to find somebody else, and I really didn't want to do that.


"Please, Bert," Dawn said sweetly, reaching forward and putting her hand on his knee. "It would mean so much to me."


Beads of sweat started to form on his forehead. With his lower lip quivering, he stared my girlfriend right in the face and said, "The first time we did this, I was too drunk and naïve to understand what I was getting into. Now, I know exactly what I'm getting into, and quite frankly ... you're intimidatingly beautiful."


Dawn blushed at the compliment and looked down, unable to help but smile. Bert had come a long way from the sexually-inexperienced nerd we'd first met freshman year. He'd hooked up with a lot of exceedingly pretty girls, and for him to still be so in awe of Dawn made his statement that much more special.


"Still," Bert continued. "If it were just for you, I could do it. But I've got a girlfriend now."


"Invite her over, too," Dawn chirped, looking at me with fresh enthusiasm. "All four of us can play." She seemed relieved by the idea of bringing me another girl, as if to compensate for her sleeping with Bert.


"No way. Nuh-uh." Bert dashed that idea immediately. He gritted his teeth for a moment, and then looked pointedly at me. "No offense, buddy. But the last time I let my girlfriend sleep with you, she dumped me."


"Well, I don't think that was all my fault." I blushed, thinking of that swingers game with Bert and Robin.


"Okay, maybe not with Esther," Dawn conceded. "But are you sure you couldn't do it? Maybe if you asked her?"


Bert stared at my girlfriend again, and once again he allowed himself to let his eyes roam up and down her fabulous body. Feeling his gaze, she actually twisted and profiled herself for maximum appeal, as if he needed any further physical enticement.


"I don't know," he said after a minute. "Can I think about it?"


"Of course, of course," I said obligingly. "Take all the time you need." If nothing else, Dawn wouldn't have me trying to find another man until Bert actually said 'no'.


"I want to, Dawn," Bert said earnestly. "Please believe that."


She blushed and averted her eyes demurely, smiling in a way that was both alluring and aloof at the same time. "I don't doubt it."


Bert took a deep breath, and then exhaled slowly. And after another moment's thought, he turned to me. "Ben?"


"Hmm?"


"I think you'd better call Lakhi, just in case."





"Duuuude..." Bert sighed, already quite mellow.


"Wow..." I marveled in agreement, eyeballs immediately tracking up and down as I gawked at the beauty of my own girlfriend. "I think I need a hit of that."


Listlessly, Bert held out the glass of Indian Bhang milk and nearly dropped it before I could grab it from his fingers. I don't blame him. He was too busy ogling Dawn.


For the entire Saturday afternoon, we'd hung out as friends. We'd eaten pizza and chatted about whatever. We watched a movie, with Dawn sitting in the middle idly rubbing both of our thighs and occasionally blowing into Bert's ear. By the end of the movie, all he could really think about was fucking the gorgeous blonde that had been flirting with him for hours. And right then, she'd told us to fire up the Xbox while she went upstairs to get changed.


Both of our minds were upstairs. Our Halo characters were easy kills for the computer. Well, Bert had taken a few sips of Lakhi's "milkshake" and was already mellowing out as well.


Two minutes ago Dawn had called down the stairs and told us to sit at the dining table, putting on the blindfolds that she'd left there for us. We heard her come downstairs and walk past us into the kitchen. We heard the sounds of her rummaging around and glasses being poured. The anticipation had built and built. And ten seconds ago, she'd finally told us we could remove the blindfolds.


"Beer?" Dawn offered, cheerily raising a frosted mug filled three-quarters of the way with dark lager and topped over the rim with a thick layer of foam.


Neither of us was looking at the beer. It seemed like this was a semester for costumes, and Dawn had donned the attire of a German Beer Maiden. Her sunny blonde hair was parted down the middle and finished with braided pigtails that hung in front of each shoulder. Her boobs were thrust front and center in a white, scooped-neck blouse. Her dress had a bright blue skirt and a black top, cinched together around her midsection corset-style and stopped below her bosom to put her tits on even better display. Thigh-high white stockings covered her legs, ending with chunky black 4-inch pumps.


While Bert finally woke up to point to the table in front of him and let Dawn set down the beer, I took a sip of the milk. I don't know what exactly was in this strange Indian concoction of cannabis flowers, leaves, and various herbs, but it seemed to be putting Bert in a very good mood. It was also beginning to put me into a good mood, and I had nothing but a smile when my girlfriend came over to me and set down the second mug of beer.


"Is there anything else I can get for you guys?" she asked brightly, pinching her knees and elbows together and bending over at the waist, giving us an even better angle on her cleavage.


"Uh, no..." Bert fumbled, reacting more or less the way he would in a restaurant. "We're fine."


"Really?" Dawn pouted as if profoundly sad that she couldn't be of more assistance to us. "Are you sure there's nothing else I can do for you? I'd do anything make my customers happy."


I don't know whether it was the bhang or just the humor of the situation that got to me, but the first thought that came into my head also flew out of my mouth. "You know, my friend here has had a really stressful day," I commented. "If you'd really like to help, I think he'd love to have a blowjob."


"Really?" Dawn giggled excitedly, acting for all the world like an air-headed bimbo. "I can do that! Would you like that, sir?" she asked Bert innocently.


"Uh, sure," my buddy groaned, breathing heavily.


I reached out and hooked my foot underneath the crossbar of his chair, then physically dragged Bert away from the table about two feet and turning him around. Dawn helpfully picked up his beer and offered it to him, saying, "Take a drink of this. It's Augustiner Helles, and I think you'll find it the most delicious beer you've ever tasted."


Obediently, Bert accepted the mug and took a swig. At the same time, Dawn knelt down in front of him, gently prying open his jeans and then extracting out his rock hard dick. Unable to think of anything else, Bert took another drink, and another, all while Dawn breathed upon, then licked, and finally surrounded his dick with her mouth.


Years later, Bert STILL pronounced Augustiner Helles the greatest beer on Earth.


In the meantime, our night was just beginning.





Dawn spent a good five minutes sucking Bert, putting on a sensual performance that was more about titillation than pure pleasure. She didn't want to bring him off; she wanted to turn him on. And every intense stare from her sterling blue eyes and keening moan emanating from her mouth was perfectly tailored to maximize my buddy's arousal. She also tugged down the front of her blouse, enfolding his prick between her lush titties. When she stared up into his eyes and panted softly while slowly humping her breasts up and down his shaft, I nearly came just from watching it.


A strange thing happened over those five minutes: I stopped thinking about Dawn as my girlfriend. No, it's not like I forgot who she was or what she meant to me. But I divorced some of the emotional attachment from the sex act I saw in front of me. And instead of seeing my girlfriend, I instead just saw her as the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen.


Think of some of the hottest babes you've ever seen: pop singers, actresses, even porn stars. Pick out a ridiculously hot blonde from that array of beauties and imagine her wearing a slutty German barmaid outfit with the blouse pulled down so you can ogle her D-cup juggies. Picture her kneeling on the floor with a guy's dick between her tits, moaning as she tucks her head down to lick pre-cum oozing out of his tip and then sparkling her eyes at him as if delighted to taste the sweetest nectar in the universe.


It was like a porn scene in High Definition, with an even wider angle than IMAX and an even bigger screen than the biggest Plasma. It was real, only a few feet away, and watching it was nothing but a huge turn-on.


And then it got even better.


This hottest babe in the universe stopped blowing the other guy. She stood up, fixing me with an intense blue stare, and then she came over to me. Reaching down, she offered me her hand. And without even a microsecond's hesitation, I took it.


We returned to Bert, where Dawn reached out and took his hand as well. And while my best buddy and I gawked at each other like a pair of nerds who were caught in the middle of the luckiest night of their lives, Dawn led us up the stairs.


She was in charge the whole time. This night was Dawn's night. Bert and I were merely tools for her pleasure, giving when she wanted and taking when she told us to. We started with Dawn lying sideways across the bed, her head hanging upside down off the edge. After directing Bert to lift her skirt and begin lapping up the honey oozing out of her soaking wet pussy, she unzipped my jeans and fed my cock into her mouth, pulling on my asscheeks until I'd shoved the head of my throbbing prick all the way into her throat.


Bert sucked Dawn to two orgasms, her screams vibrating around my deep-throated dick. I pawed at her big tits while I stood next to the bed and face-fucked her. And after her second climax, she pushed me away and then ordered Bert to climb aboard and fuck her.


He did just that, rabbit-humping her for only about two minutes before whimpering that he was about to cum. Dawn quickly rolled him onto his back with two hands to the chest and then pounced on his waving prick, jacking his eruption into her waiting mouth and then showing him the collected cream before swallowing every drop.


Then it was my turn. Wriggling her ass at me, Dawn barked at me to come fill her up while she nursed Bert's dick back to health. I flipped up her skirt and doggy-fucked her to a brand new orgasm while she sucked on Bert's dick and moaned sultry promises that Bert was going to fuck her asshole next.


The filthy words alone coming out of Dawn's angelic face were enough to get Bert hard. Coupled with her hot mouth, stroking hands, and impish smile, my best buddy was stiffer than steel in record time. By the time I groaned and spurted my first load deep into the hot blonde's cunt, Bert himself was already lubed up and ready to go.


But even with the bhang chemicals working to relax him, Bert got a case of the nerves as Dawn had me lube up her butthole. Apologetically, he told her that he'd never had anal sex before.


Dawn just grinned. "It's only difficult if the girl has never done it before. As the guy, all you have to do is grab on and shove."


That's basically what Bert did. With Dawn on all fours, my best buddy grabbed onto her hips and shoved his thick prong three inches into her colon on the first thrust. Dawn howled in delight and then bent forward, sucking my dick until I was hard. She then told to me get up on my knees and ram my dick down her throat while holding her head so she could feel well and truly skewered at both ends.


Her barmaiden costume remained on the entire time. I think a black strap might have fallen down her shoulder once or twice, but that was it. Seeing her with those black heels, white stockings, and tits hanging out over the black corset was even hotter than nudity. And even though I wouldn't have changed my position for anything in the world, I wished there were two of me, just so the second me could stand next to the bed and watch the fully-clothed blonde babe getting roasted on a spit.


Bert's first anal ended with a massive explosion that filled up Dawn's rectum right about the same time I spunked straight down her throat. Tears began rolling out the corners of her eyes as she felt cum being poured in her gullet and up her bowels at the same time. And with my cock blocking her windpipe, she couldn't scream or even breathe.


No matter, her body quivered and then suddenly jerked as hard as I'd ever seen her jerk before. She would complain the next day about having a sore neck as if she'd gotten whiplash in a car accident. But for tonight, Dawn had nothing but a big smile as she finally tipped over and flopped onto her back across the mattress, limbs askew and leaking cum out of all three holes.


Even then, we weren't done. Bert and I finally stripped off the barmaiden costume and then carried Dawn into the bathroom. It took her a few minutes to recover, time during which Bert and I soaped up and cleaned every square inch of her body. But when she did recover, she went right back to horny slut full speed.


Bert and I ended up leaning against opposite walls of the shower with Dawn on her knees taking turns sucking each of us while jacking the other. Her makeup was starting to run as the hot water sprayed her head and upper body, but she didn't care, enthusiastically filling her mouth with cock over and over again.


We got out and dried off before either Bert or I prematurely busted our nuts, though. And then it was time for the final act.


Dawn pulled my head to hers and kissed me for the first time tonight, a surprisingly sedate kiss after the wildness of our evening. She hummed and then stared into my eyes for a good two seconds before saying in a deeply heartfelt voice, "Thank you, honey. Thank you for tonight. I love you."


Blinking in surprise, I nevertheless smiled warmly. Once again, Dawn was my girlfriend, and not just a hot, horny blonde babe. And all I needed to answer was, "I love you, too."


Pushing on my chest, Dawn then propelled me over to the bed and pushed me onto my back. Delicately taking hold of my erection, she positioned her pussy over me, and then slowly sank down until our loins were fully joined. Pressing her naked chest against mine, she articulated her hips in a gentle rocking motion as we kissed and made love for a brief couple of minutes amidst the rollicking fuckfest. And even though I hadn't been doing anything in particular to stimulate her to orgasm, she cried out a quiet climax and then put her face down on the pillow beside my head.


And together, we cuddled in silence.


"Okay, Bert," Dawn said a minute later as she picked her head up and turned to face him. "Lube me up again."


Obediently, Bert retrieved the Astroglide and squirted it onto his fingers. While he did his work, Dawn shuddered and then fixed me with an intense gaze. "I know you'd like being in the back door for this, but I want to look into your eyes when I cum."


I nodded agreeably and flexed my dick inside her pussy. "Sounds good to me."


A minute later, Dawn closed her eyes and sighed as Bert notched his prick into position and began pushing. Dawn's sphincter had closed up a bit during the shower, but she was still stretched out a bit and his entry was much easier the second time around.


Everyone got what they wanted this final round. With my Dawn kissing me and cooing in my ear, I got to make love with my girlfriend at least once tonight. And the feeling of filling her womb with my liquid essence was as blissful as floating away on a heavenly cloud.


Bert got to assfuck the hottest babe he'd ever laid eyes on ... twice. I can only imagine the mixed disbelief and exultant elation he felt as he hosed down her bowels once again.


And Dawn got the spectacular, monster orgasm that she'd been craving, the one she could only feel while having two live, throbbing dicks hosing down her innards at the same time.


Yeah, some might say that I should be jealous about another man cumming inside my girlfriend. But all I needed to see was the deliriously happy expression on her face as she came, knowing that I had helped make that happen for her. She deserved that happiness, and I always told myself would do anything to give it to her. I wasn't jealous; I was proud. Even when she let me fuck another girl, Dawn could see past the sex and know that I truly loved her. Now, I could do the same for her.


Besides, how many different pussies and asses had I creamed in the past few months alone?


Fair is fair.


Chapter 11: Birthdays


-- APRIL 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt Dawn's presence against my chest, and a wave of pure bliss spread across my body.


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 Dawn'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 as 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 naked asscrack.


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 Dawn 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.


Moving slowly, I kept my touch as light as possible while still grazing across her skin. She stirred slightly, but did not awaken as my left hand continued to fondle her nipple while my right hand slid down her buttcheek and back up between her legs. Dawn's shirt had ridden up in the night, giving me a clear path to her crotch. Still with an infinitely gentle touch, the pad of my middle finger glided up through the furrow of her closed labia, pressing just slightly to part them until I found the harder nub of her love button.


We had not made love last night. After the rousing success of our first threesome with Bert a week ago, Dawn and I had scheduled another rendezvous yesterday afternoon. Kim was in Sunnyvale, our little sisters were out with their friends, and I'd procured another batch of Indian Bhang from Lakhi. This time, even Dawn had gotten into the illicit drug, and the sex we'd had took on truly epic proportions.


After taking a group shower and then sending Bert home, Dawn and I had simply stayed in our bedroom, cuddling and talking about anything that came to us. We had some of the cannabis-milkshake left, and drank all that remained while positing the mysteries of the universe. We talked about our families and what they were up to. And most of all, we reaffirmed to each other the unbreakable bonds of our relationship.


We were happy.


And more than ever, I KNEW that nothing in the world could ever change that.


I had an extremely checkered past, one that I knew was enough to scare almost any girl away from ever forming a romantic relationship with me. I'd embarked on a very unusual – but highly intimate – relationship with our roommate Kim, something that very few girlfriends would have been able to tolerate. And I'd even invited another man into our bed, sharing my girlfriend and letting her take his seed into her body.


Still, Dawn loved me more than ever.


We weren't perfect; far from it. There would be trials and tribulations to come, I was sure. But no matter what, we would survive. Through it all, our love would endure. And where other relationships might crumble, ours would succeed.


It was our Destiny.


Last night, we'd fallen asleep in each other's arms at a fairly early hour. Now, the clock was just barely past 6am on this Sunday morning. But I knew that we'd both gotten enough sleep that I wouldn't feel guilty about waking my angel a little prematurely.


With a few more swipes of my fingerpad over her clit and a few delicate squeezes of her nipple, my Dawn began to lubricate. Her nether lips opened up like petals of the sweetest flower imaginable, secreting their honey which I coated upon my finger tip. Probing more firmly now, my finger glided back up through her cleft, buzzing over her love button. I fondled it, making love to that little bundle of nerves with my fingertip until my frictionless-gliding began to lose lubrication. I then returned my fingertip to her honeypot, dipping into it with carefully restrained force. And thus recoated with fresh nectar, my finger returned to once again make love to her sensitive clit.


I kept this up for a good five minutes. Dawn nearly woke once, her soft pants hitching into a startled gasp. But within seconds, she hummed and calmed down, squirming her thighs together as she obviously dreamed a pleasant dream. And I returned to my carefully-plotted task.


In the end, Dawn's pussy was on fire. Her nether lips were parted wide-open, surely glistening pink should I be able to get down and take a peek. There was a fine layer of sweat now covering her skin beneath the covers, and as my finger swiped up and down through her cleft, she trembled in anticipation.


I shifted my hips until my banana-bent erection was neatly enfolded by her asscheeks. Sliding myself further down, I felt my cockhead travel through her buttcrack, lower and lower until there was suddenly room in front of it. Pivoting my pelvis, I nudged the mushroom tip forward and slid myself back up the bed. And as the moist warmth surrounded me, I smoothly pushed myself inside.


Dawn gasped as she suddenly came awake. By then, she was already three-inches full of dick, and helpless to stop the last four-and-three-quarters from pushing in as well. She moaned and pushed her ass back against my pelvis as I reached over her hip with my still wet fingertips and resumed rubbing her clit. And within three strokes of me pumping my hard cock in and out of her body, she stiffened up and came.


"Oh, god..." Dawn whimpered as the bliss washed over her.


"Now, now. We've talked about this with other girls," I commented mirthfully. "I'm not God. It's just me."


"God..." Dawn began before sighing, "I love you, Ben."


I then pushed my forehead against the back of Dawn's neck, whispering over and over again in rhythm with my thrusts, "I love you ... I love you ... I love you..."


It didn't take long. I didn't hold myself back. I was so worked up after teasing her sleeping body that I was primed to blow. And within five minutes of steady pumping, I came to a stop and let my cockhead do the pumping for me, pushing out a steady stream of cum that splashed into the back of Dawn's womb while she whimpered in mutual orgasm.


It was a good morning.





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 9, 2005 --



"Happy Birthday, Ben!" Deanna Evans squealed like a 9-year-old girl as she opened the front door of her house. Immediately, she threw her arms open and wrapped me up in a hug.


"Thanks," I replied warmly, hugging her back before moving inside and shaking hands with Jack Evans.


"Welcome home, son," he joked (mostly).


I laughed, responding, "It's good to be home. That's why we're here today."


"About that: I seem to remember 21st Birthday Parties being a little different back in my day. Hanging out with old fogeys wasn't exactly high on my priority list back then."


I shook my head. "Well, my priorities may be a little different right now. Legally being able to drink doesn't change the way I feel about your daughter. And on a day like this, I really just want to be with family and friends."


Speaking of family and friends, the rest of them were joining us in the living room. With my birthday falling on a convenient Saturday, it was easy for them to find time off for this party. Brandi and Dayna had already arrived from San Francisco. Bert was an easy drive from Fremont. Kim was an even shorter ride from Sunnyvale. Gwen and Robin had taken Gwen's car. And Dawn, DJ, and Brooke had of course driven down with me.


Bert walked inside and exchanged polite greetings with the Evanses before coming over to me. "Dude, the Tri-Delts offer to give you a full-on orgy for your big 2-1, and you choose this?" he asked quietly with raised eyebrows, glancing side-to-side. "It's a nice house, but seriously?"


I chuckled. "To each their own."


"But come ON. I heard Jocelyn talking about a Lingerie Show!"


I laughed and patted my friend on his shoulder. "Maybe next time. Or maybe you should've just brought Esther as a date."


He shook his head. "Nah, we're not that serious or anything. Besides, she'd just feel uncomfortable here, not knowing anybody."


I nodded and patted my friend on the shoulder. Dayna and Brandi were coming over, and I exchanged hugs with both of my older "sisters". They wished me happy birthday; I asked about jobs and dating. Dayna was currently "on" with her on-again/off-again boyfriend Kevin. Brandi had just broken up with some financial analyst downtown. The girls wrangled a promise out of me to stop by their apartment and fix up some things. And then they too ribbed me on my choice of 21st Birthday venue.


"You should be hitting a bar, or better yet, a strip club!" Dayna enthused.


"Dawn's not 21 yet, so she can't come to the bar with me. And while there ARE a few 18-and-over strip clubs around here, why would I want to do that when I get to see her naked every night?" I pointed right at my girlfriend, who felt my attention and blushed when she saw me and the other two girls staring at her.


"He's got a point," Brandi agreed.


"It's too bad we didn't end up implementing Dawn's birthday idea," Dayna sighed regretfully.


"Dawn's idea?" I frowned. "What was that?"


Dayna just gave me a mysterious grin.


"Hey, where's A.D.?" Brandi wondered. "Is she coming?"


I sighed and shook my head. "She was planning to, but then-"


"I know, I know," Dayna interrupted. "Work, work, work. Man, ever since that Sports Illustrated thing came out, that girl's been in serious demand."


"I heard she has to have a permanent bodyguard around her now?" Brandi wondered.


"Just about," I explained with a shrug. "She can afford it."


The girls nodded and we went back to chit-chatting.


Meanwhile, Bert, Kim, Gwen, and Robin were talking over in one corner. Dawn was giving directions to Brooke and DJ, telling the younger girls that it was their responsibility in life as little sisters to be put to work. And Dawn's parents were scrambling around, making sure that everything was in place.


Just then, the doorbell rang. Deanna raced out of the kitchen to answer it, squealing happily as our last guests arrived. Paige Jacobsen had come with baby April, and Deanna immediately scooped the 7-month-old baby into her arms. Not yet a grandmother, Deanna certainly seemed eager for the role.


Paige came over to enfold me with a hug, saying, "Happy Birthday, Ben."


Lynne Arian had ridden up with her, hugging me as well while saying, "Thanks for inviting us."


And Kady Jacobsen gave me a rather butch fist bump while commanding emphatically, "Beer me, man."


It was my kind of party.





"Hey, Mr. Evans?" I called when I spotted Dawn's dad. He was in the kitchen, trying to stay out of our hair. While Dawn's parents appreciated the gesture of having my party here, and being allowed to observe, I think they understood that my friends would all relax more with them out of immediate sight.


"What's with the 'Mr. Evans' crap? Weren't you just calling me 'Dad' a minute ago?"


I blushed. I'd only called him 'Dad' once, as a joke shortly after he'd called me 'Son' at the beginning of the party. "Actually, it's kind of about that."


Jack Evans furrowed his eyebrows, giving me an inquiring look.


"Is your wife around?" I asked.


"I'm here," Deanna Evans announced as she came into the kitchen after delivering up another tray of finger foods to the ravenous college students.


I gestured out to the back patio. "Can we ... talk somewhere?"


Nodding curiously, Jack led the way. We went out into the backyard and around a corner. Once we were out of sight of most of the guests, he turned to me and said, "Okay. What's up?"


I took a deep breath, feeling nervous. "I want to formally ask permission to marry your daughter."


Deanna's eyes lit up like a Christmas Tree. Jack put on a sardonic grin and asked, "Which daughter?"


"Jack!" Deanna gasped and slapped her husband in the chest. But it was the perfect response, as all three of us started chuckling and let out any remaining tension we'd been feeling over the reason for my bringing them out here.


"Dawn, of course," I stated once I got my laughing under control.


Jack shrugged. "I'd have given you permission for any of them."


"All three?" I asked with raised eyebrows.


"Hey, don't be greedy now. And I think that's technically illegal in the U.S."


We all started laughing again. But after another few seconds, Deanna turned serious. "So ... did you mean 'now'?"


I held up my hands quickly. "Before you get your hopes up, I'm not planning to propose right away. There are a lot of things about our lives that are still unsettled. We haven't graduated yet, I don't have a stable job, and I want to make sure that I can provide for Dawn before we get married."


"Dawn's not the housewife type. She can support herself."


"Oh, I know," I agreed. "But this is one traditional role I feel I need to at least be capable of. The economy is great right now, but anything can happen. At the very least, I want to be able to buy her ring with my own money."


Dawn's parents nodded sensibly.


Deanna then frowned. "Then ... why ask us now?"


I grinned. "I just wanted to. I wanted you to know the direction I'm going, and how firmly committed I am to your daughter. I've had a pretty wild and crazy life these past few years, and I'm sure my mom has told you quite a bit."


Deanna blushed, nodding slowly.


"But that's behind me now. I love your daughter. And someday, I'm going to marry her."


Both parents beamed at me and Deanna started crying. Jack arched an eyebrow and asked, "Uh, does Dawn know this?"


I shrugged. "I think she has an idea. I didn't tell her I was doing this with you, it was more of an impromptu thing. But it's okay if you want to tell her."


Deanna nodded. I got the distinct impression she was going to go out and do just that.


We chatted just a minute more before Jack suggested we get the birthday boy back to his party before everyone got suspicious. I returned to find my friends and family happily conversing with each other, with a PlayStation set up in the TV room as well.


No hard liquor. No drugs. Just a close group of friends and real family. I could get used to this.





The rest of the party cruised by. Everyone had a good time. But eventually, it was time to clean up.


Being the birthday boy, I wasn't allowed to help. Dawn's parents, Dawn herself, and Brooke and DJ weren't allowed either, since they'd done all the setup. Responsible Lynne had taken it upon herself to organize everyone else, mobilizing them to pick up plates, clean up food, and generally tidy up the house of this family that had so generously let us throw a party here. And I was not-so-subtly shunted off to the side.


For a second, I thought of just talking to Dawn, observing everything that was going on. But right as I thought this, her Mom went and pulled her outside, no doubt to talk about what I'd said to her parents earlier.


At almost the same time, I felt a hand almost shyly slip into mine.


I turned my head, finding that Kim was giving me a doe-eyed look. She didn't ask anything. Instead, she simply held my hand and used it to tug me along toward the stairs and up. Kim started looking for an empty room, and figuring it would be the safest, I took charge and led her into Dawn's.


I had several flashbacks to my past as I stared at all the trappings of Dawn's bedroom. There were photos of herself, often with family but sometimes just her. I thought back to my days here at ten years old and even younger. And I thought back to the highly emotional days in High School when I had visited.


I wasn't the only one staring around. Kim was looking at it all, and I thought I saw a quiver in her lip as she took in all the trappings of my girlfriend's life. "Hey ... what's wrong?" I asked softly.


Kim turned to me, bowing her head in shame. "My apologies. I ... I eavesdropped on your conversation with Dawn's parents."


I smirked. It wasn't really a big deal to me, and I'd known Kim had a habit of eavesdropping. She always seemed to know more than she was letting on, and I'd caught her more than once lurking like a hidden wallflower, keenly paying attention to what was going on around her. "Well, that's not polite behavior," I stated. "But no harm."


She blinked several times, staring up at me with big brown eyes. "You intend to marry Dawn?" she asked.


I arched an eyebrow. "Uh, yeah," I replied as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. "Haven't we all known that for ... well ... forever?"


"Pardon me, sir," Kim said, casting her eyes downward. Her speech often became more formal whenever she was nervous or in subservient mode. "I just wanted to know where that might leave me."


My heart went out to her. I was still aware that Kim was in love with me, but I'd decided that it would hurt her more to shut her out than to keep her with me for now. Deep down, I figured that with time and experience she would eventually grow out of her infatuation, if not grow completely out of her submissiveness. And the question of whether or not I married Dawn or her would ultimately be moot.


Taking a deep breath, I leaned forward and held Kim's shoulders. Staring her right in the eyes, I stated, "Nothing has changed between us. I still care for you."


"But you want to marry her."


"I always did. Again, nothing changed."


"Something did: you asked permission from her parents."


Still holding her shoulders, I shrugged. "Kim, I've made it clear from the beginning that Dawn is the priority in my life. We talked about this before. I told you point blank that I was going to marry her."


"Probably," Kim clarified. "But now that probability is more likely."


"And it will continue to be so."


Kim pursed her lips. She was quiet for a long time, and then she returned to her original question. "Where might that leave me?"


I leaned forward again, this time kissing her forehead tenderly. "I still care about you, and Dawn knows this. Nothing changes. I will take care of you for as long as I think I can best do that. That might be forever. It might be until you graduate. It might only be the next week. Nothing has changed. Understand?"


Taking a deep breath that made her shoulders rise up, she exhaled and let her body sag. She closed her eyes and seemed to be gathering herself. And after a long few seconds, she opened her eyes back up with a fresh light inside. "I understand, Master," she stated as evenly as a robot.


I nodded, relieved to hear that.


Wordlessly, Kim reached out to my jeans, unbuttoning me and then pulling the zipper down as she dropped to her knees.


"Hey, what?" I chirped in surprise.


"Nothing changes, Master," Kim stated evenly. "It has been many hours since you last ejaculated. Please let me relieve you."


I looked down at her, then around Dawn's room in a mild panic. Everyone was cleaning downstairs, but if someone came up here to look for me...


Aww, fuck it. I told myself. Look at Kim. She needs this right now, for her more than for you. And if someone discovers you? Well, everyone down there pretty much knows about you and Kim anyways. What, like anyone would be surprised?


So as Kim extracted my semi-hard prick, exhaling on it hotly, I simply cradled her cheek with my hand. When she stared up at me questioningly, I nodded in approval.


Three minutes later, she swallowed everything I had to give. We then tidied up and quickly rejoined the others.





-- APRIL 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



The clock read 7:06am 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 right hand firmed up over her hip, gently holding her in place while I reflexively ground my erection into her naked asscrack. My mind was a blank slate. I'd slept the sleep of total peace, where you dream of wonderful things but go so deeply into unconsciousness that you've forgotten everything by the time you actually wake up. 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.


She awoke before I got her fully warmed up. That happened every now and again, usually because I wasn't as featherlight with my touches as I should have been, too eager to get things moving on to the main course. But she tended to play along, letting me stroke and caress her body until she'd reached prime readiness, that peak position at the intersection of her sexual desire and willingness to remain still.


So I continued on as if I didn't know she was awake. I let my wet fingertip glide back and forth through her furrow while my left hand rubbed and caressed her naked breast. This morning, I let my right thumb join in on things, stroking sideways across her buttcheek while my middle finger dipped inside her damp pussy. At the same time, I pushed my left hand higher, up the slope of her breast and onto her upper chest. I let my fingertips wriggle their way across her collarbone and to her neck. And I heard her inhale a little more sharply as I tickled her throat.


I felt her tip her head down toward my left hand. She did it so slowly and so casually that I wasn't sure she even realized she was doing it. Taking the invitation, I dug my shoulder even deeper underneath her pillow, giving me a few extra inches so that my hand could rise up and meet her face. Her lips parted as my fingertips traced them, and I could feel her mouth turning to try and capture a finger inside. At the same time, I dipped the middle finger of my right hand into her steaming pussy, and buzzed my right thumb over her anus.


Dawn jerked and let out a soft moan. I could actually feel her skin heat up beneath my hand as her whole body flushed with arousal. And I felt a gush of fluid coat my middle finger.


One finger in her mouth, one in her pussy, and a thumb buzzing her ass. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure this one out.


"You want a third guy, don't you?" I asked quietly.


Dawn went still, turning her cheek into the pillow and relaxing all her muscles as if feigning sleep.


I chuckled beneath my breath and said gently, "I know you're awake. And I know you've been feeling a little out of it for a couple of days now. I don't know exactly what's bothering you, and you don't seem to want to tell me. That's okay. I'll let you work out your things if you want to, knowing that I'm always here for you."


She didn't respond. Maybe it was just that time of the month. I did the mental calculations in my head. When exactly was her last period?


Taking a deep breath, I added, "In any case, I was thinking that you might need some cheering up. And I think I've figured out how we can do that. You want a third guy, don't you?"


Dawn turned her face into the pillow, perhaps embarrassed to admit it. I sighed and thought about the situation. I'd already run through the list of guys I could handle having sex with my Dawn before, ultimately choosing Bert. He was a friend, he'd already had sex with her, and I didn't feel threatened at all by him.


But who else would fit that description? If Dawn were to ask me to choose a third guy for her, who could I choose? I had very few male friends. The simple fact was: they all hated me. Or even if they didn't hate me, they were jealous of me. I lived the life of the luckiest sonovabitch on the planet, and it was easy for guys to resent that. The ones that had girlfriends worried that I would steal theirs. The ones that didn't have girlfriends hated that I poached the ones they might want. It wasn't their fault. It was just the way things had turned out.


If I were in High School, I might have been able to consider guys like Kenny, Daniel, and Sung. But I wasn't in High School, and I didn't have male friends like that anymore. The only guys I knew were acquaintances at best, sometimes classmates, but never, ever friends.


There were boyfriends of girls I knew, guys like Brooke's Joel, DJ's Josh, and Gwen's Steven. There were boyfriends of the Tri-Delts, but they fell even more into the category of "acquaintance". Some of them outright despised me, knowing that I'd boinked their girls before them.


Dawn wanted a third cock. It wasn't that I couldn't satisfy her. It was simply a matter of anatomy: I was born with only one penis. And from the standpoint of pure, unadulterated sex, there was really nothing I could do that could equal having three live, throbbing dicks in Dawn's body. We'd tried – many times – with strap-ons and other girls. But there was something ... carnal ... about having something in the flesh.


I couldn't decide. Really, beyond Bert or going back to Kenny, every guy was just about equal to me. It was just sex. It wouldn't change the way Dawn felt about me. I wanted to give this to her, I wanted her to live the rest of her life with me without regret, without wondering what it might feel like ... just one time at least ... to have three dicks penetrating her body at the same time. I wanted to do this ... because I loved her.


Always.


And even more, I decided I would let her choose. "You pick the guy," I said evenly. "I picked Bert; I'll let you pick the third. Don't even try to protest. I know you want this. So I'm going to let you."


Still with her back turned, Dawn finally spoke in a quiet voice tinged with grateful pride. "You get me. You really, really get me."


I grinned, happy that my suggestion had met with her approval.


I just underestimated the magnitude of her approval.


Dawn finally turned around to face me and then slid her body atop mine. She didn't say anything else. She didn't have to. The fire in her eyes was full of lustful energy and eternal gratitude. Her pussy was a swampy inferno, literally dripping honey down onto my thigh.


She kissed me, one of those explosive volcanic kisses that blew the top of my head off. And after sliding forward so that my dick could press into her with the ease of liquid butter, she royally fucked the shit out of me.





Dawn didn't get her triple-penetration right away. There were a few obstacles to her immediate gratification, and although she didn't like the idea of having to wait, she agreed that the delay would make the ultimate act even more satisfying when it did happen.


First, there was the matter of getting our third guy. When I'd picked Bert to be Dawn's second dick, we really just had to walk up and ask him. He was a friend of ours, he'd had sex with Dawn before, and neither of us was really worried about talking him into it.


This time, Dawn had picked Jaron Hedlund, the muscled Achilles we'd first met at the Tri-Delt Halloween party and then later at the Tri-Delt Blowjob party. On the surface, her choice made a certain kind of sense. Because of the BJ party, Jaron already had some sexual contact with Dawn, so it wasn't like I would be adding someone new to the list of people I was letting touch my girlfriend. It wasn't such a far stretch to go from Dawn giving him a blowjob and sucking down his sperm to full-on sex, at least so much as it would've been to choose someone else. Heck, for all I knew, Dawn might only let me and Bert fuck her while remaining only on a blowjob-level with Jaron. I figured that was unlikely, but it's not like I'd object if that was what she wanted.


Plus, although he wasn't a friend or anything, Jaron at least was a semi-known quantity to me. I'd met the guy a few times, and he didn't set off any alarms in the back of my head. He seemed to be a pretty good guy, and when he'd first realized at the BJ party that my girlfriend was present, he'd gone out of his way to offer to avoid her. I'd told him that wasn't necessary, but it showed me his head was in the right place about this whole thing.


That said, Dawn DID admit to having some attraction to the guy on a purely physical level. I knew she appreciated me as a lover, but the guy simply had a physique I couldn't match. He was a 6'4", 240-pound mass of muscles, with a 9-inch dick if Dawn was to be believed. She got wet at the thought of being pounded into the mattress by the big oaf, the same way I got hard thinking of buxom beauties wearing skimpy bikinis. Like Dawn always said: It's just sex. I knew she loved me.


But unlike Bert, Jaron would have to be seduced on some level. True, we might be able to just walk up to the guy and ask him to have a four-way with us, but that didn't seem likely. Dawn and I agreed that the best way would be for her to start a more casual conversation with him, work her feminine wiles on the guy, and get him in the mood before inviting him into our bed. I would be nearby, and when Dawn believed that Jaron was starting to resist out of concern for her relationship with me, she would give me a signal so that I could arrive and assuage his concerns.


And if he didn't resist out of concern for her relationship with me, then Dawn promised she would call the whole thing off. A man too eager to fuck her without considering her boyfriend wouldn't be right for this sort of thing.


I wasn't worried about Dawn herself. I knew my soulmate loved me deeply, would always love me deeply, and would never transfer that love to someone like Jaron, even if he was a big, handsome hunk.


Realistically, all that would take time. Dawn had exchanged phone numbers with Jaron after a chance meeting at Starbucks back in March, the day I'd gone to Atherton for Paige's birthday. She could call him, but we still needed time to arrange a casual in-person conversation. We needed time for Jaron to think it over. And we needed an available day for the foursome itself.


But not this weekend. For the past eighteen years, seven days after my birthday came DJ's birthday. And that day was Saturday.





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 16, 2005 --



"Wooo!!!"


"Wooo!!!"


"WOOO!!!"


I didn't think it was possible, but somehow my little sisters and their 12 froshling friends managed to make as much noise as a house full of 80+ sorority sisters. Or at least it sounded that way.


Vivian Wang had offered to host DJ's birthday party at her house, since she and her two roommates had plenty of room and no older siblings to get in the way. But DJ insisted that her party be in her own house, and she promised that the "old geezers" wouldn't be in the way.


Indeed, DJ put us to work. She told Dawn it was only fair since she and Brooke had helped out at my birthday. So while the birthday girl and her friends danced, sang, and generally whooped it up in the living room, Dawn and Kim were in the kitchen making and serving snacks. And DJ's 21-year-old almost brother-in-law (that would be me) had been sent out to bring home a keg of beer.


I arrived to the aforementioned Wooo-ing, with all 12 froshlings delighted to see the keg (not me). Well, some of those froshlings were happy to see me. 8 of them were female and I still had the reputation for being something of a hunk, despite my own self-assessment that I was about a 7 on the hotness scale. Red and blue Solo cups were passed around. Beer was drunk. Snacks were munched. And a half-dozen nubile froshling girls danced quite provocatively to the cultured tones of OutKast's "The Way You Move".


"Tenks foh da primo, brah," Meli Kanemura cheered as she sidled up to me, wrapping an arm around my shoulder and swaying her hips side-to-side with the beat, bumping them into mine. At her height, she was actually tall enough to hold onto my shoulders, and with a pleasant grin, she tilted her head back and took a sip from her cup.


"You can't be buzzed already," I laughed. "I just got here."


"Der's more than beer in dis house, brah," Meli giggled, wrinkling her nose. It took me a second, and I had to lean into Meli's neck and take a stronger whiff to detect the very clear scent of marijuana.


"Brooke!" I barked immediately, turning and scanning the room for my little sister. She was sitting on the couch in her boyfriend's lap, giggling and waggling her head around wobbily. Separating from Meli rather brusquely, I quickly marched over to the couch and took my sister's hand.


"Excuse me for a minute," I said to Joel, jerking Brooke onto her feet. While she babbled some sort of protest, I literally spun my sister's shoulders around and with a hand at the small of her back, marched her out of the living room and into her bedroom.


The door had been closed before my arrival. Airheaded blonde Tammy was on her back across Brooke's bed, french kissing some guy while he snaked his hand up the front of her shirt. The amorous couple looked up at me in alarm as we stormed in.


I jerked a thumb at the door and barked angrily, "Out. Now."


Tammy quickly jerked her shirt down and ran from the room, hotly pursued by the horny boy.


Once the door closed behind them, Brooke whirled in my grasp and slapped my chest. "Ben! What the fuck was that for?"


"You didn't tell me you guys would be doing weed."


"What?"


"When you asked permission to hold DJ's birthday party here, you didn't TELL me there would be any drugs."


"What? Like we need permission from you. DJ politely informed you we'd be having her party here. She lives here, same as you. And she has every right to have her party here."


"You still didn't tell me you'd be doing drugs!"


"It's just pot!"


"BROOKE!"


"Oh, fuck off Ben! Like you weren't smoking up when you were in High School."


"That's different. I never brought it HOME."


"Oh, so it's only alright for me to smoke pot OUTSIDE the house? In some strange guy's bedroom, is that what you mean?"


"NO!"


"Ohmigawd! Seriously! When did you turn into such a Nazi? You're worse than Dad!"


"Dad would NOT approve of you doing this."


"He already DID."


That took me aback. I jerked my head and gawked at my little sister. "Excuse me?"


"Dad knows full well that I've smoked pot. I did it on special occasions with my friends – not all the time – just like you did in High School. I've got it under control. The joint I shared with DJ twenty minutes ago was the first one we've had in weeks!"


I blinked rapidly, still trying to process all this.


"Jeez, Ben. When was the last time you toked up? And don't get all high and mighty on me. Dawn told me the root of that Indian Bhang stuff you two were drinking is the same cannabis flower."


"That's different."


"Why? 'Cuz you're a guy?"


"No. I'm older than you."


"Bullshit. I know full well you were doing drugs when you were younger than me. Not anything too serious. And you kept it under control. Oh, I know you told Mom and Dad that you would stay away from the stuff, but do you really think they didn't know? Do you really think I didn't know? Adrienne told me everything."


I frowned. "You're my little sister."


"If you haven't noticed, I'm not so little anymore! I'm not a lost 15-year-old girl crying for help because a boy was mean to me. I'm 18, almost 19, dammit. I'm in COLLEGE. I went and grew up!"


"I just don't think that a girl of your age should be-"


"Ohmyfuckinggawd!" Brooke exclaimed, putting both hands to the top of her head and turning away from me in disbelief. "Where the hell have you been the last year? Nothing's changed. I've been doing this shit with my friends since September!"


My jaw dropped.


Brooke rolled her eyes. "Oh no. Don't tell me. You've been busy. You've been living your own life. You've got Dawn and now you've got Kim and everything is so peachy keen for Big Ben. You got your whole life settled for you while you just bide your time doing your homework until you graduate, get a great job, and marry your soulmate. Good for you. Meantime, I've got a life of my own to lead. I have my friends, I have my own studies, and I have my own love life thank you very much. Or did you think my sex drive began and ended with my occasional visit to get injected with brother spunk?"


"Brooke, I-"


"JEEZ, Ben!" Brooke exhaled slowly, turning around and stomping across the room.


Everything she'd said made total sense to me. I really didn't have a moral leg to stand on, so I didn't know what to say. Helpless, I just stared after her, watching her pace until she managed to calm herself down. Brooke had a legendarily short temper, but her rage never lasted all that long, either.


Finally, Brooke exhaled one more time and stomped back to me. She stood in front of me expectantly, and I managed to murmur, "I'm sorry."


Brooke glared up at me and cocked an eyebrow. "Sorry for what?"


I took a deep breath. "Sorry for overreacting out there. I'm sure I came off like an overbearing parent grabbing you and stomping you in here like this."


"Damn straight. I'll bet half of my friends are worried that my own big brother is going to narc on us now."


I shook my head. "I'd never narc on you guys."


"I know that." Brooke jabbed a finger emphatically at the door. "They don't."


I opened my arms, giving Brooke my best puppy dog face. She tried to glare at me, forcing herself to appear angrier and angrier. But a second later, the anger melted and she shook her head in bemusement before leaping into my embrace. I held her tightly, patting her back. "I'm sorry, little one."


"I'm not so little anymore," she reminded me.


I sighed. "It's hard for me to remember that sometimes. Every time I think of you, I think of the 15-year-old Sophomore that was crying for her 'brudder' at Drew Walker's place. But you're not that girl anymore. You're an 18-year-old adult now."


"Almost 19," she pointed out.


"You grew up so much the two years I was gone. You grew up even more this past year. And I feel like I've missed so much."


"We're still family. We'll ALWAYS be family," Brooke reassured me, rubbing my shoulders. "You're living your life. I'm living mine. But in the end, when the chips are down, you'll always know I've got your back."


I smirked at Brooke's words, feeling simultaneously encouraged and amused by them.


"What's so funny?"


I pulled back and looked my sister in the eye. "DJ said almost the same thing you just did, like around Valentine's or something."


Brooke nodded. "We both mean it. You know it's true."


I nodded as well.


Brooke then looked to the side and took a deep breath, finally dropping her arms away from me. "And I have to admit," she began, sounding like she'd rather do anything but concede something to me. "You going all drug Nazi on me is still ... reassuring. It's nice to know that no matter how old I get, you'll always drop everything to come to my rescue."


"Always," I said fiercely, leaning in to hold my sister's shoulder. "Always."





Meli was waiting outside when Brooke and I emerged. She gave us both funny looks and then leaned in, sniffing Brooke's neck. "Huh. Guess not."


"What?" my little sister queried awkwardly.


Meli shrugged. "If I didn't know any better, I'd have thought you two had gone in there for a quickie."


Brooke and I stared at each other and blushed pink. While we certainly would never have done such a thing right in front of this group of outsiders, Meli's comment hit a little too close to home.


"Must be the pot. I'm seeing things again," Meli giggled before looping her arm through Brooke's and then leading her away.


Dawn immediately arrived at my side. "Hey, chill out. The girls can handle things."


"I know, I know," I sighed, wrapping my arm around my girlfriend's waist. "Brooke was just telling me the same thing."


Dawn then raised up a half-smoked joint, the end still burning. "Toke up," she ordered.


My eyebrows popped. "You serious?"


My girlfriend grin. "C'mon, let's have some fun. I want to see you flirt with some of these freshman girls and get all worked up."


My eyes went wide as I gawked at my girlfriend. "You must be joking."


"Not at all. Oh, I don't think it would be a good idea for us to actually nail any of them; that would fuck up the group dynamic for Brooke and DJ. But I wouldn't mind you getting all hot and bothered, and then maybe you and I can go upstairs and work off a little steam. I won't even mind if you fantasize that I'm one of them."


Shaking my head, I nevertheless smirked and allowed myself to mentally undress some of these young teenagers in my mind. Lexi was a tall brunette with a nice rack and brilliant green eyes. Little Faye promised to be a tiny dynamo of sexual energy from the way she danced. And as always, Meli was the definition of a lithe, exotic island beauty.


Directing Dawn forward with my arm around her waist, I took the joint and inhaled a long drag on it. Exhaling slowly, I grinned and said, "Let's have some fun."





-- APRIL 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Wow ... uh ... You guys are really serious."


Now I realize that I can be a little unfair when describing some of the guys around me. It's not that I consider myself the most physically attractive man on the planet. But instead of accepting someone as taller, stronger, and better looking than me, I'd rather think of a guy as a beefy meathead who wouldn't be capable of tying his own shoelaces were it not for extensive monkey-training from remedial high school.


Jaron was not such a meathead. Sure, he looked the part. But the two times I'd previously met him, he had shown remarkable restraint and politeness around my girlfriend despite the hyper-sexual situations we had found ourselves in at the Tri-Delt Halloween party and then Carli's BJ Class. It was almost unfair that he could be so handsome and well-built without suffering from caveman-level intelligence.


But at least for this moment, the poor guy looked as stupid as a rock. His eyes were wide. His mouth was hanging open. And his expression was that of a Junior High-dropout who'd just been asked to compute the gravitational constant of the universe.


"You really want me to have sex with you guys..." Jaron repeated, still in disbelief.


"And one more guy friend," Dawn added with an excited grin, clearly turned on by the idea. "This is all for me."


"And you're really okay with this?" Jaron asked me for the third time.


I nodded patiently. Jaron had not believed it when Dawn first quietly propositioned him after chatting inside Starbucks for about fifteen minutes. He had not believed it when Dawn insisted that she was serious. And he still had not believed it after Dawn brought him to meet me down the block and in a quiet corner of the parking lot off Center Street behind Bank of America.


"Why me?" he asked. He didn't bother asking Dawn. He asked me. I was liking this choice already.


I shrugged. "You've already shown that you respect my relationship with Dawn. From the experience we already had at Carli's little thing, I think you can understand that this is purely casual, and doesn't mean anything beyond that. And ... well ... I trust you."


"You barely know me."


I shrugged. "Call it a gut feeling."


Nodding, Jaron gave me a look that clearly said he didn't want to let me down. I smiled encouragingly, knowing how much Dawn wanted this.


"Can I think about it?" he asked nervously. "It's not every day I get asked this sort of thing."


"Good-looking hunk like you?" Dawn teased. She played with her hair and posed for extra-sexiness.


"Sure thing," I offered. "Think about it. But if you're free this Saturday, well ... Dawn's been looking forward to this."


"Saturday ... okay..." Jaron turned that over in his head. Suddenly, he looked around the parking lot as if worried that some passerby overheard our conversation. Taking a deep breath, he returned his gaze to me and nodded. "I'll let you guys know."


"Don't take too long..." Dawn crooned.


Jaron blushed and couldn't help but let his eyes run up and down my girlfriend's body. She rarely went out of her way to be seductive out in public, but I knew from experience that when she did, the effect could be pretty damn intense.


Nodding agreeably, Jaron gawked at her tits before tearing his eyes away and looking back to me again. "Yeah ... I'll let you know."





"Think he'll do it?" I asked once Jaron left, heading away from campus and further down Center Street. Perhaps he lived off in that direction.


"He'll do it. Boy can't help undressing me with his eyes."


"Um, with your body, that would describe the majority of males on this campus."


Dawn tittered before sliding an arm around my waist and smiling broadly. "They can all fantasize, but it's you I come home to every night."


I grinned happily. "That you do."


She turned and wrapped me up in a fierce hug. I could tell that she was horny as hell right now, but this hug was more about warm affection. Sighing, my girlfriend squeezed me as tight as she'd ever squeezed me in her life before muttering, "I can't believe you're letting me do this."


"Anything for you. I love you."


"But why? Shouldn't you want me all to yourself?"


I snorted. "Shouldn't you want me all to yourself? We've been over this. It's just sex. This is an itch you want to have scratched, and I understand that."


"But I feel ... dirty ... for wanting this," she whimpered. "I try so hard to do the right things and have the right feelings."


"You don't have to 'try'. Just be you. You are perfect just the way you are."


Dawn abruptly let go of me. "No I'm not."


"Yes, you are."


"No, I'm not," she stated a little more emphatically. "Perfect girls don't ask their boyfriends for triple-penetrations."


I shrugged. "You didn't ask. I offered, remember?"


"Oh, yeah." Dawn cracked a smile. "I just ... I ... I feel torn sometimes. There's a part of me that wants to be the perfect princess of your dreams, the girl you deserve. But then I have these urges and unholy cravings and-"


"I want you," I interrupted, raising a finger to her lips before tapping it against her nose. "I love Dawn Evans, in all her myriad shapes and forms. I accept you for who you are. This thing with Jaron? This is just 'fun'. Remember 'fun'?"


She smiled even wider, and this time she grabbed my cheeks and planted an explosively volcanic kiss right on my lips. She practically swallowed my tongue and did her level best to crawl right up my body and mount herself right then and there. But I had a hard time maintaining my balance, and on her second attempt, I nearly dropped her.


Giggling, she dropped away and set her feet firmly on the ground. "I don't deserve you, you know that?"


I chuckled. "We deserve each other."


"I love you for this, my Ben."


"I'll always love you, my Dawn."


"Now take me home. You may only have one dick, but I want to feel that one dick spurting in ALL my holes tonight. Okay?"


I grinned. "Sounds like a plan."





The ballpoint pen descended at a rapid rate toward my right thigh. Like a gleaming surgical tool, the metal cone at its tip flashed in the overhead fluorescent lights. But just before impact, my hand wrapped around Dawn's wrist, arresting the pen's hasty descent.


"I'm awake," I grumbled with a scowl for my girlfriend.


"Just checking," she smirked at me. "The eyes are open but the stare is vacant. You and Kim didn't cover this stuff during your internship; she told me. So you'd better be paying attention, fearless leader."


"Have I ever let you down?"


Dawn blinked, all mirth suddenly leaving her face. She stared at me solemnly and after a deep breath, she suddenly glanced away. "No. No you haven't."


Her change in demeanor was so abrupt that I was taken off guard. But before I could really ask her about it, a loud voice cleared itself at the head of the classroom.


"Ben, Dawn. Is there a problem?" Professor Ice queried, well ... icily.


"No, ma'am," Dawn replied immediately, looking apologetic.


Our professor just held our gaze for a few seconds longer, making us squirm just that little bit more while the attention of the entire class was on us. And then she finally returned to her lecture.


Well, that certainly ensured I wasn't falling asleep again anytime soon.


When class was over, we packed up our books and headed out. The weather was nice again, so we'd resumed our project team meetings outside in Faculty Glade. And the five of us set off down the pathways at a casual, ambling pace. Dawn led the way, chatting about something with Bert. She was probably talking about their Finance course, since that seemed to be all that Dawn could talk about lately. She was really intent on maintaining her perfect GPA.


Sasha, meanwhile, was falling back a bit. Frowning, I nodded to Kim and then slowed my pace so that our final member caught up to me. "Hip bothering you again?" I asked.


Blinking, the beautiful brunette looked at me in surprise before looking ahead and realizing how far she'd fallen behind. "Oh! No. Sorry. Just daydreaming I guess. The hip has been fine." Picking up her pace, Sasha led us in catching up to the others, the wheels of her roller backpack grinding along the pavement.


I followed along, amiably smiling at her. "So what's the daydream about? Some exotic sex dream about me, I hope."


She made a face at me before grinning at my rather bawdy comment. We'd come a long way from the beginning of the year. Sasha had come to realize that while I tended to flirt with all the girls around me, and indeed would make some fairly suggestive comments from time to time, they were all in good humor and never meant to make her feel uncomfortable. And the more relaxed about it she became, the less I had to focus on muzzling myself around her.


"No, just thinking about the weekend," she replied.


"Big plans?"


She smiled. "Not really. I normally have to work both Saturdays and Sundays, but I've got this weekend off. I really just plan to stay home and relax for once."


"Good for you. Time to relax is a rare commodity these days."


"Don't I know it?"


"You know, you never told me what kind of job you had on the weekends."


She flashed me veiled look. "You never asked."


"Oh ... So ... What do you do?"


Sasha just laughed. "I'm a waitress at this club downtown."


"Which club?"


She shook her head quickly. "Nuh-uh. Last thing I want is for you and your friends to come have dinner there. How awkward would that be?"


"Oh, wouldn't be so bad. We'd give you a really big tip!"


Frowning, Sasha immediately bit her lip and averted her eyes from mine. I'd seen her do it enough times over the past several months to realize when I was prying a little too much into her personal life, and that I should back off. It wasn't that Sasha was closed off about things. She was just a private person, and even after almost a year of being teammates, I still didn't know much about her outside of school.


"You know, I think I need to apologize to you," she suddenly said out of the blue, returning her attention to me.


"Apologize?" I queried with an arched eyebrow. "What for?"


"I've been kind of rough on you this whole year as a project team leader. We both know I kind of doubted your ability in the beginning. And when you kept falling asleep during lectures I would get really annoyed. But I did get an 'A' last semester and we're well on our way to acing this semester as well. Dawn's comment earlier about you as our fearless leader reminded me of that. And I can honestly say I couldn't have done a better job."


"Better watch how much praise you heap upon me," I cautioned. "There are still a few weeks of school left."


Sasha shrugged. "Just the final presentation and the final report. We're already 90% done with both. Piece of cake from here on out."


I sighed and nodded. "Hopefully. Gonna need all the extra time I can get to focus on other classes, other finals."


Sasha rolled her eyes and then punched my shoulder. "Yeah, right. You're gonna ace all your classes in your sleep."


I shrugged. I did alright. Taking a deep breath, I then said, "Well since we're in such a complimentary mood, I figure I should say thank you to you as well."


"For what?"


"You've been the anchor of this team, the hardest working one out of all of us. Not only did you already do almost half of the writing for the final report, but you've been the safety net for everything we've done. Every time Bert or Kim or I come up with some crackpot idea, you're there to poke holes in it and keep us on course. Who knows how far off we would have gotten if you weren't there to ground us?"


Sasha blushed, and as she twisted away from me with a little smile, I got a good profile of her face and body and sighed rapturously. One of the "good girls", she could be so closed-off about her sexuality that I sometimes forgot just how beautiful she was, and how she probably had a pretty rockin' bod underneath her sometimes unflattering clothes.


Without really thinking about it, I reached out and wrapped an arm around Sasha's shoulders, hugging her against my side while we continued walking along. Rather than recoil, she just smiled up at me and patted my hand on her shoulder.


"Hey meathead! Get your fucking paws off my girlfriend!"


I jerked back and turned to look, seeing a beefy football-jock stomping up to us with one of his gorillas in tow.


Sasha separated from me with a sheepish look and sighed, immediately going into defensive mode as she turned toward her boyfriend. "Rod! Relax!"


I just rolled my eyes and sighed. Not a good start to our lunchtime.





"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." Dawn kissed me before hoisting her backpack over her shoulder and turning in the direction of her next class.


I waved to her as she left, then turned around and headed in the opposite direction. I had an hour and a half before my next class, and there was an Xbox controller with my name on it.


But I hadn't gotten past Barrows when somebody intercepted me along the way.


"Heyyy, Ben," came the sultry, sweet voice from my left. I glanced over just in time to brace myself as Carli Singer bumped her hip into mine, knocking me off balance for a brief second. The Tri-Delt Pledge Mistress was wearing a short summer skirt so sheer and loose it looked like a stiff breeze would blow it up and reveal her panties, if she was wearing any. Her top wasn't much more substantial, the scoop-neckline promising to reveal all of her tits if only she would lean forward.


My eyes did their yo-yo thing down to her tits and then back up to Carli's face as I answered, "Hey, Carli. What are you doing over here?"


"Oh, just passing by," she drawled in a way that made me suspect she'd actually been camped out waiting for me. "So I had a rather interesting conversation the other day," she began, her voice full of innuendo.


I gave her a puzzled look and replied, "Uh, you're going to have to explain more than that."


"It was a personal visit last night from a strikingly handsome man."


"You must be mistaken," I said with a sardonic grin. "I was at home."


Carli laughed, flashing twin rows of pearly white teeth. She shook her head, sending coppery tresses to wave around her shoulders. "It was a visit from one Jaron Hedlund. I believe you're familiar with the guy."


I arched an eyebrow, wondering just how much Carli knew. It was only two days ago that we'd extended the invitation to Jaron, and he seemed to accept that our invitation was genuine. But neither Dawn nor I had heard from him since then. Was this mere coincidence that Carli had brought him up? Or did she know something?


"I know the guy," I replied neutrally. "How do you know him?"


"C'mon, I'm the one who invited him to the BJ party. As great as you are, Ben, don't think you're the only stud we girls are fond of."


I read something extra into Carli's voice. "The girls? Or you?"


"Well ... let's just say that Jaron and I have spent significant quality time together ever since the last Halloween party." She giggled musically. "But you know me, I'm a sharer."


"One of the things I love about you. But that doesn't explain why you're here right now, talking about him."


Carli's emerald green eyes twinkled at me. She gave me a sideways grin and giggled lightly. "Jaron told me about your little 'invitation'."


I frowned. Dawn and I had asked Jaron for explicit secrecy. This sort of behavior wasn't the type of thing I wanted getting out, not so much for my own reputation as much as Dawn's. Carli was a friend and all, but I still didn't like the idea that Jaron had blabbed.


"Relax, relax," Carli quickly raised a hand up to mollify me. "He swears he's only told me about this, and even that only because he knows that you and I go way back."


I chuckled. Really, I'd known Carli for less than two years, but that was splitting hairs. The reality was that Carli and I were on very intimate terms, ranging from the initial Pledge seductions all the way up to her orchestrating the Blowjob Party. At least all participants from that party had managed to keep it a relative secret, Dawn, Bert, Jaron, and Carli all included.


"Jaron came to me asking if the invitation you'd offered him was for real."


"What did you tell him?"


"I told him the truth. As far as I knew, you and Dawn only shared other girls, never another guy. But at the same time, you clearly have a very permissive relationship, and it wasn't such a stretch to think that you two might invite a guy or two into your bed." She waggled her eyebrows suggestively.


"I'm not gay," I repeated.


Carli laughed. "I know, I know. This is more for Dawn than anything; I get that. I told Jaron that you two were likely quite serious about this, and that he should feel quite honored you chose him. Like I said, I've never known you to share Dawn with another guy."


I shrugged. "It's a special situation."


Carli nodded. "I just have one request. Consider it a way of ensuring my silence."


I shot her a hard look. For Carli to even lightly threaten to expose-


"Relax, relax," she laughed, raising her hands again. "I'm not going to tattle. I just meant that if I'm involved, I have that much more incentive to keep it a secret."


"Involved?"


Carli grinned. "I want in."


My eyebrows popped.


"C'mon, Ben. Think about it. Jaron told me you had a third guy as well, that Dawn wants the triple-penetration. I shiver just thinking about it. But even if you want to make her the focus, there's room for me in there too. I won't be in your way, and I swear I won't try to steal her thunder. But hey ... you can't really complain about having a second girl with you, can you? One more plaything to help while Dawn is otherwise occupied? Maybe just an extra mouth to get a man hard again for Round 2? Think of me as a fluffer off the set. Hmm?"


Still with raised eyebrows, I pondered Carli's offer.


"Besides, I've been with Dawn before. Why don't you go to her with this suggestion: She can have a dick in all three holes AND my lips wrapped around her tits."


My mind immediately flashed to the fivesome I had with Dawn, Kenny, and the two strippers from Bliss. I remembered the moment when Dawn had me in her ass, Kenny in her cunt, Heidi on her mouth, and Sydney at her breasts. If three was good, four was even better, right?


"I'll ask her," I said thickly, still halfway into the erotic vision.


"Great!" Carli squealed. "This Saturday is gonna be the BEST!"





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 23, 2005 --



"Mmm..." Dawn moaned into Carli's kiss, the two beautiful babes swapping spit and rubbing their big breasts together. After spending a good minute locking lips, the pair of them tilted their heads in the opposite directions and kissed each other again. And then, after breaking away for oxygen, Carli turned her face to me and planted a fierce smack on my lips as well.


For what I'd originally thought would be a male-overloaded foursome, things were definitely turning out more in my favor. I had been prepared to sit on the sidelines, waiting my turn while a red hot Dawn stayed in the middle of Bert, Jaron, and myself, getting fucked from one direction while sucking on a cock in another. I wouldn't have minded doing it. I loved my Dawn and it would have been a very small sacrifice to keep her happy.


But as it turned out, I wouldn't have to. Actually, Dawn had spent a good part of the evening so far with me. Even now, I sat comfortably on the couch with the love of my life sitting in my lap, my dick in her pussy while she faced away from me, rubbing her tits up against and french kissing another beautiful babe. That ratio was a little more what I was used to.


Of course, Carli wasn't only making out with my girlfriend. The perpetually-horny redhead was leaning over the couch with her feet on the floor and her hands planted on either side of my shoulders. Her ass was jutting out, her legs spread so that she could accept the steady pumping big Jaron Hedlund was giving her from behind. The four of us fucked in a slow rhythm, every thrust Jaron made into Carli pressing her against Dawn, which caused my girlfriend to drop down until I was balls deep in her cunt, and then I would thrust up off the couch to send the lateral motion back where it came from.


And we weren't alone. Carli had decided to bring a friend, her ever-present little sister Andie Holland. The perky bottle-blonde balanced out our 3-guy/3-girl ratio and was currently entertaining Bert while my buddy sat next to me, enjoying what might have been his first ever lapdance with his dick actually INSIDE the girl giving it to him.


"Another drink," Carli Singer sighed as she pulled away from me, her green eyes on fire. Pushing herself up into a standing position, she reached back and gently pushed Jaron away from her, the big guy backing up a few feet with his 9-inch cock waving wetly in the air.


Carli stepped over to the side table where we'd left the big mug of Lakhi's latest Indian Bhang. Grinning, she brought it over and handed it to Dawn.


"What is IN this stuff?" my girlfriend hummed pleasantly as she took the proffered glass from Carli's fingertips. "This is my second time using it, and I still can't believe how ... tingly ... I feel."


"I dunno," Carli shrugged. "Lakhi was spouting something about Ayurvedic medicinal systems and roghan-something aphrodisiacs the last time I used. Ben, did she tell you?"


I shook my head, flexing my cock deep within Dawn's snatch. Smiling happily, I reached out to take the milkshake from her, sipping at it myself. "Sacred mixture for curing illness, warding off evil spirits, and cleansing people of their sins," I mumbled rapturously, feeling quite buzzed from its effects.


"Sounds good to me," Dawn cheered enthusiastically. She took the glass back from me and sipped at it. And then she leaned back against my chest, enjoying the pleasant glow.


"Are you ready, Dawn?" Carli then asked, reading my girlfriend's eyes quite carefully.


"Mmm ... yeah..." Dawn hummed. I could feel her body coming alive on top of me. Her arms filled with energy and tension. Her pussy clamped down around my cock. And she sat up, breathing deeply and strongly in anticipation.


Carli stepped back, turning to Jaron and directing him to lay on his back across the mattress we'd set up on the living room floor for just this occasion. Carli led him with their hands together, moving with the intimate familiarity of frequent lovers as she climbed over his body face-to-face, kissing the big guy before dragging her own body down the length of his, her wet pussy leaving smears of honey across his abdomen and across his tumescent prick. Sliding off him and moving into a kneeling position on the floor, she reached out and jacked his cock a few times before holding it upright and then crooking a finger to my girlfriend.


Dawn humped me a few more times as if she wanted to remember what my dick felt like inside her. But then without any hesitation, she dismounted me and quickly crossed over to the mattress. I took my own cock in hand, stroking it as I watched my girlfriend settle onto her knees while straddling the muscular Achilles' pelvis.


"Un-freaking-believable," Jaron whispered, absolutely awestruck by the beauty of the woman about to mount him. Even for how big he was, at this moment, Jaron looked like a 13-year-old boy giddily opening up his first Playboy magazine. "I can't believe this is happening today."


"What's today?" Dawn asked mirthfully, rubbing herself across the top of his prick.


Jaron blinked several times in amazement before exclaiming, "It's my birthday!"


Dawn turned and grinned to me, giggling with amusement and a 'can-you-believe-it?' look on her face. But then while still staring right at me, and with Carli doing the aiming for her, my girlfriend eased her way down Jaron's massive cock.


"Bert," Carli announced, completely extending an arm out to him with her palm up. My buddy, who had been watching this scene intently while remaining relatively still so that he didn't stroke himself to premature ejaculation, gently lifted Andie off of him and walked over in front of my girlfriend.


Dawn had been riding up and down Jaron's prick slowly, savoring the filled sensation with her eyes closed and her thoughts turned inward. Her fingers were curled inward on his chest, as if she wanted to scratch his nipples off. And she grimaced with determination as she felt her body being stretched wider than it had ever been stretched before.


By now, Bert was in position, standing in front of Dawn, and he reached a hand out to touch her cheek. Opening her eyes, my girlfriend looked up at Bert like he was sent down from heaven for her pleasure, and she beamed up at him with a megawatt smile. Still planting her hands on Jaron's chest, she leaned forward and opened her mouth. Bert stepped forward, and my friend and my girlfriend both groaned as the second cock took its rightful place.


"Ben," Carli then stated, panting heavily in anticipation. Andie had come to kneel beside her, and I watched both naked girls' bosoms rising and falling dramatically as they stared at the sex act in front of them. Carli and Andie both looked as reverent as if they were witnessing a holy ritual, and it was with terrible solemnity (and a shitload of arousal) that I got to my feet and knelt behind my girlfriend.


Dawn stopped humping Jaron when she felt my hands touch her waist. She'd long been lubricated. Carli had done the honors herself. My own prick was still saturated with her pussy juices. And we'd had anal sex so many times that it was a relatively easy matter for me to slip my mushroom head through her sphincter.


Dawn gasped around Bert's prick as she felt my entry. And she groaned around the mouthful of prick as I pushed forward, slowly burrowing my way deeper and deeper into her colon while feeling the decidedly strange sensation of Jaron's big dick stretching her body from the other side of her anal wall.


Everyone in the room went still.


Jaron was breathing slowly, feeling the weight of both Dawn and me pushing down on him. Bert dared not move, his eyes wide as he gawked at the sight of his dick in Dawn's mouth, her nether holes both filled with other cocks. And Carli and Andie were both enchanted by the view. I don't know if either of them had ever experienced a triple-penetration themselves, but they were certainly watching this one quite avidly. I supposed it didn't hurt that they had their hands in each other's pussy.


Nobody moved. Jaron was balls deep in Dawn's cunt, I was balls deep in her ass, and Dawn was breathing slowly through her nostrils with her lips wrapped around the base of Bert's dick. I couldn't see her eyes, but I would bet anything that they were closed as she simply absorbed the tactile sensations. And then the trembling began.


It started deep in her core. I thought I felt the wiggle first, but Jaron might have felt it around the same time. Her butt started twitching, shaking our joining me side-to-side before the tremors carried down into her upper thighs. I watched her spine begin to wriggle, beginning at the base and then traveling upward to her shoulders. And right around the time her head started shaking, so too arrived the scream.


It's hard to describe the sound. At first glance, one would have thought that Dawn was in extreme pain, yelling so loud with a mouth gaping open so wide that only a small bit of the sound was audible, the majority of the actual scream registering above the level of human hearing. The keening noise grew and grew in volume as it similarly dipped in audio frequency. And right around the time her body's tremors reached a breaking point, her scream JUMPED into a full-blown howl of ecstatic pleasure.


Simultaneously, her body jerked violently, almost pulling her ass off my cock. She lunged forward as her body collapsed, her face held up by Bert's dick in her throat and her tits suddenly supported by Jaron's hands as he reflexively raised them to catch her. Just as suddenly, Dawn then jerked back, pulling completely free of Bert's cock while driving her ass back against my pelvis, skewering her asshole to the hilt on my cock once again and bucking upward so much that she nearly cleared Jaron's full nine inches.


But she stayed on top of him. Slamming her pelvis down, Dawn's cunt re-surrounded Jaron's prick while she reached up and re-swallowed Bert's cock. She swayed away from me, exposing about five inches of my dick out of her ass. And then her body was swinging back to me.


"Holy SHIT!" Carli gasped, amazed at what she was seeing.


"Whoa..." Andie marveled at about the same time.


None of us bothered to respond. Bert grabbed onto Dawn's head, holding on for dear life as she bucked back and forth. Jaron grunted and held onto Dawn's hips, his hands unintentionally spreading her asscheeks even wider for me as he simply tried to keep her on top of him. And my own hands were clamped onto Dawn's waist, using them as a guide for me to actively pump myself in and out of her ass to match her thrusting motions.


"Oh, FUCK," Jaron grunted.


"Ungh, ungh!" I chanted.


"Ohhhhh!" Bert groaned.


Carli and Andie were not idle for long. True to her word, Carli found a way to snake her hands and then later, her head, amidst the pulsing sculpture of flesh. While my girlfriend got hammered by cock from three directions, the Tri-Delt Senior found a way to suck at Dawn's swaying boobs and fondle her nipples.


Andie, meanwhile, slipped her hand beneath Dawn's abdomen, slinking it down until she found my girlfriend's clit. Licking her own hand, or even just shoving it into her own pussy, the Tri-Delt Sophomore lubricated her fingers and then used them to tickle my girlfriend's love button right at the source.


Dawn was at the center of her own private orgy, with all five of the other participants solely interested in giving her pleasure.


It was incredible.


"Hnnngh! Hnnngh!" Dawn began grunting as she flung her naked body around with wild abandon, knowing that she would literally bounce off a male before dislodging herself from the center of this wild triple-penetration. Her first climax only led the way to a second ... and then a third. Drool began to leak from the corners of her mouth at the same time that little droplets of tears trickled out the corners of her eyes.


"FUCK, FUCK!" I grunted, pounding my cock in and out of her winking rosebud.


"Ugh! Ugh!" Jaron groaned, his face screwing up and turning a little pink at the intense pressure around his dick.


"I'm gonna ... I'm gonna..." Bert wailed helplessly, Dawn sucking on him like a vacuum cleaner. "CUM!"


Dawn's head literally snapped back when the first gout of jism sprayed against the back of her mouth. She groaned and swallowed, closing her eyes as she surrendered to the delirium of pleasure wracking every nook and cranny of her body.


"Ohmi ... GAWD!" Jaron groaned, turning beet red as he tightened up and came, erupting his own load deep into my girlfriend's vaginal depths.


"DAWWWWN!" I yelled a moment later, slamming my body forward a final time and holding myself there as I felt like I was pissing out pure sperm into her bowels.


And like a locomotive chugging to a stop at its intended destination, the four of us humped and slumped and finally crashed together in a heap of sweaty flesh and mingled cum while Carli and Andie backed away with wide eyes.


"Holy shit..." Dawn creaked quietly, her sweaty bangs sticking to her forehead with her cheek on the mattress beside Jaron's head. My dick was still up her ass as I slumped across her naked back, sandwiching her between me and the big, burly blond. And Bert knelt next to us, so tired he had to reach an arm out and plant it on my shoulder lest he collapse completely.


Andie chirped excitedly. "Can I go next?"


Chapter 12: May Day


-- APRIL 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



Life could be tough for a Sex God. I had to satisfy my woman whenever she woke up horny in the mornings. Then I had to arrange an orgy with two other guys and two other girls so that we could see how many ways we could triple-team (or quintuple-team) someone, usually with Dawn in the middle. And just when I'd finally satisfied my woman, leaving her sore, walking a little funny, and telling me she'd need like a week off to recuperate, my duties weren't done.


See, I had another girlfriend, even if neither of us actually used the "G-word".


"Please, Master. May I have some more?"


"Hnnggh!" I grunted as my hips lunged forward, skewering Kim's cunt on my powerfully invading prod.


I'd lost track of the number of times I had to tell people I was "just friends" with one girl or another. Sometimes the lack of title was because the girl didn't want to let herself fall too in love with me. Sometimes it was because we really didn't have romantic feelings for each other. But in almost every case, the reality was that despite the "just friends" protest, I was indeed having sex with the girl in question and I indeed had some level of intimate feelings for them.


To Kim's family, we were indeed boyfriend/girlfriend. To Dawn, Kim was my "other" girlfriend. To Kim herself, I was her "Master". And to everyone else, we were "just friends". Simple enough to keep track of, right?


Unlike many of our fucking sessions, Kim wasn't on all fours. She lay beneath me missionary-style, though with her legs hooked over my shoulders and her ankles crossed behind my neck so that I could get maximum penetration. She held my face in her hands, glowing with happiness as she stared into my eyes while I pounded her body beneath me.


She'd missed me this past weekend. Well, Kim missed me every weekend, but she always returned home out of duty to her father and respect for his household. But she had been in a particularly amorous mood upon her return to school last night. Last week, she'd been on her period and unable to have sex on our regularly scheduled Thursday. Knowing that she didn't really enjoy it, I had not taken her anally since that first time I deflowered her last cherry. And although she would have given me a blowjob had I wanted one, she was feeling under the weather and not particularly in the mood.


The extra rest had given me additional energy for Saturday's orgy, energy I needed since Dawn, Carli, and Andie had all been rather demanding of me that night, with Dawn twice as horny as any other night. But just when I wanted to take a day off to rest and recuperate, Kim had returned to the house literally begging me to take her.


I could have ordered her to wait. Really, I could have. Probably, I should have.


But like she said, I had too much empathy.


Dawn stayed downstairs in the living room with Brooke and DJ. She was really stressing out over her Finance course, and she needed to study. Kim took me by the hand and led me upstairs. And then she proceeded to show me with her body just how much she'd missed me.


"Fuck me, Master! Fuck me!" she cheered enthusiastically as I sawed in and out of her ultra-tight cunt.


"Use me! Pound me! Take me!" she squealed, giddy as a little girl.


I almost laughed as I pistoned my cock through her soaking wet channel. I wouldn't have thought that sex with a submissive would have such variety. When I first started fucking her, Kim was just a step above a robot, almost lifeless in the way she would simply react to my commands and let me manipulate her body like a puppet on strings. Other times, she acted like an eager puppy, leaping to obey my commands and shower me with pleasure to the utmost of her ability.


Those two were still the most common styles for us to have sex. Kim sincerely enjoyed the feeling of being ravaged and physically dominated, and of course, I enjoyed doing the ravaging and dominating. Similarly, it was great fun to order her around and have her cater to my every whim while I sat back and simply enjoyed the fruits of my commands.


But every so often, and more frequently in recent months, we BOTH just enjoyed fucking each other's brains out. Kim pleaded for me to fuck her the way she wanted – typically hard and fast and dirty – and I gave her what she wanted. In a way, it was no different than having crazy-monkey sex with Dawn, DJ, or even a random Tri-Delt.


Tonight was one of those nights. Kim asked me to use her, to abuse her, to take my pleasure from her all-too-willing body. I would have done it anyway, but it was a nice change of pace to have her making the requests instead of me making the commands. She chanted "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me" just like a non-submissive girl. And together, we athletically rode each other all over her bed, the desk, and the armchair in the corner which we'd knocked over in our enthusiasm. My cock felt rubbed raw from all the friction it had endured in the past two evenings, but it was a pain I would gladly accept for all the pleasure I'd received.


It wasn't that bad. I'd already cum once, my first hosing down of Kim's innards providing a little extra lubrication so that my oversensitive prick had some relief from friction. But still I had other physical difficulties to deal with.


For one thing, even after a year of regular sex Kim's vagina was still skin-peelingly tight. I guess she was just narrowly-built, as her 20-inch waist would attest to. And even with the extra lubrication, I had to work harder than usual just to get my dick in and out of her at a steady pace.


My ab muscles certainly didn't like the abuse, especially after last night's orgiastic marathon. I could feel the burn, the way a weight lifter feels when doing a few too many reps with a little too high of a weight. Actually, my whole body was a little sore from over-exercise, although I figured that most men on the planet would gladly trade places with me if their source of over-exercising was from too much sex.


But I wouldn't quit. I was too fond of Kim to let her down now.


"Harder! Deeper! Please, Master, please!" Kim begged, drumming her heels against my shoulders. Thrashing her head side-to-side, my erstwhile sex slave urged me on, giving ME commands for a change, although she tempered them with her pleas.


Even though I was supposed to be the dominant, I didn't particularly disagree with her commands, and so digging my toes into the mattress, I pitched my body forward so that my chest pressed her knees back a few inches farther, letting me get just a little bit deeper with every thrust.


"Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!" Kim chanted as she approached her climax.


Breathing heavily, I just gritted my teeth against the pain and forced myself to finish out these final few repetitions. My muscles burned. My back was sore. And I had a crick in my neck right where Kim's left ankle had been banging into it. But I didn't quit.


"YESSSSS!" she screamed, her body locking up beneath me.


"Ungh..." I groaned, more in relief than pleasure as I finally let my body go still. As my ab muscles relaxed, so did my kegels. And like a shaken-up champagne bottle with a popped cork, I blasted my wad of hot jizz right into the back of Kim's womb.


"Fill me, Master!" Kim screamed as she felt my explosion, throwing her head back and howling at the headboard.


"Ungh," I grunted weakly again, too tired to really move as my chest simply collapsed down against the backs of her thighs, pinning her body in half beneath me while my cock slowly pumped out the rest of its load.


Exhausted, I put my head down on the pillow beside Kim. She lay beneath me, all folded up and quivering for a full minute before extracting her legs from over my shoulders and laying them down to the mattress, spread out to the sides.


"Thank you, sir," Kim purred in gratitude, nuzzling my cheek. "I really needed that."


Wheezing slightly, I managed to sigh, "Happy to serve."


She chuckled happily, cuddling my head against hers. And then we went silent, just slowly recovering our breath.


It was a good thing we finished when we did, because not two minutes later, a male yell echoed throughout the house. "BENNN!"


Quickly, I picked my head up and turned toward the sound. I heard footsteps thundering up the stairs, obviously in a hurry. I next heard my bedroom door pop open without a knock. And as I realized whoever was outside was about to do the same here, I quickly pulled the covers up and over our naked bodies.


[SLAM!] Kim's bedroom door opened so hard that it banged off the adjoining wall. Breathing heavily with wild eyes, Bert glared at me with undisguised wrath. "Dammit, Ben! This is all your fault!"





Sitting up straight in bed, with the blankets covering me up to the waist, I quickly raised my hands up defensively. "Whoa, whoa. Slow down Bert. What the heck's going on?"


"It's all your fault, man! I had a good thing going. I was happy, maybe even falling in love. She was perfect for me. Not too experienced, not so heartbreakingly gorgeous that I would feel unworthy of her. She's even Korean! My parents would have loved her!"


"What the hell are you talking about?"


"Esther!" Bert yelled. "She dumped me tonight and it's all your fault!"


"What? Why? How?"


"Fucking Carli! Or Andie! Or ... I don't know! Somebody told her about our little sessions with Dawn!"


I blinked twice slowly, completely caught off-guard by what I was hearing. "Wait ... uh... you didn't tell her?"


"Tell her what: that you and Dawn asked me to have sex with you guys? Hmm ... let's think about this ... I've just started dating a sweet girl who's a little inexperienced when it comes to sex. Yeah, why don't I tell her my best friend and his fucking-more-beautiful-than-the-sun girlfriend want me to have a threesome with them? Yeah, that'll go over well."


I frowned. "Dude, I never told you to hide it from her. I even told you to invite her to join us."


Bert leveled me with a look. "You knew for a fact I would never invite her to something like that. No way was I going to let her have sex with you."


Just then, Dawn appeared at the door, having clearly come up after Bert. "Hey, what's going on?" she asked in bewilderment.


"This is YOUR fault, too." Bert jabbed a finger at Dawn. "Why the hell couldn't you two be happy with your own lives? Why the heck did you have to go and fuck up mine?"


"Bert, believe me," I pleaded. "I never meant for-"


"Oh, shut the fuck up, man," he vented, whirling back to me. "You knew and I knew that you two wanted to keep your little thing a secret, just between us. Everything would have been fine, but then you had to go and bring Jaron into it, and with Jaron came Carli and Andie, and now half the sorority knows. What the hell were you thinking?"


"You didn't seem to mind fucking Carli and Andie last night," Dawn murmured quietly.


"Arrrgh!" Bert threw his hands up and then covered his eyes with them. He shook his head slowly, sighing, "I don't know that I can handle this. You guys are my friends, and I thought ... I thought ... I don't know what I thought..."


Dawn pursed her lips together and looked at me. I looked back and shrugged helplessly. In this moment, Bert was just really upset that his girlfriend had dumped him over this, and he was lashing out. I could only hope that time and some careful thought would smooth things over.


The seconds ticked by, and Bert just stood there shaking his head. After what felt like a full minute, he took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, seeming like he was finally calming down.


But suddenly, his eyebrows furrowed and Bert looked up at the ceiling before sweeping his gaze around the room. He noted the armchair lying on its side and the papers that had been knocked off the desk. He noted the rumpled bedsheets and the rather obvious lump huddling out of sight next to me. "Wait-a-minute," he stammered uncertainly. "Did I interrupt something here?"


I blushed and bit my lip, looking down at the covered lump next to me.


Bert then glanced at Dawn, taking in her fully-clothed appearance and the fact that she'd come up the stairs AFTER him. And then he rather pointedly looked around the room as well. "Aw, not right NOW," he moaned.


I sighed and looked down at the lump, patting it slowly. Rather shyly, Kim herself peeked her head out from the covers, at first only her eyes and then gradually the rest of her face coming into view.


Bert took one solid look at the girl he'd been crushing on for the better part of the year before turning his head away and groaning. I figured that he'd realized Kim and I were more than just friends some time ago, but to have this thrown in his face right now... "It's not fair," he moaned. "You get all the girls, and I get none. It's not fucking fair."


Without another word, Bert turned away and stomped out the door.





Bert calmed down without requiring any real intervention from me. I called Carli, and she admitted fault for not being able to keep her mouth shut about the six-person orgy. It wasn't the whole sorority that knew, just a few of Carli's closest friends. Still, I bitched her out for violating my trust and told her I was cutting her off for the foreseeable future, despite her pleas that she would find a way to make it up to me. And my mood was not improved when Leah Hirsch and Kelly Park – both Tri-Delts I'd fucked before but now stayed away from out of respect for their current boyfriends – called me that evening asking if Dawn and I were interested in swapping.


As part of her penance, Carli took the initiative to apologize to Bert and try to patch things up with Esther. But Esther wasn't budging, Carli remained on my shit list, and Bert remained single.


So it was all Bert when he decided to man up and own the situation. He took responsibility for his actions and forgave Dawn and me for our parts in the fuck-up, and I was quite proud of him for it.


"It's my own fault," Bert said when he came back to apologize to us the very next evening. "I knew what I was getting into. I made the mistake of keeping it a secret from my girlfriend. That's on me, not you."


Dawn shook her head. "It's MY fault. It was MY selfishness that seduced you into this mess."


Bert gave Dawn a frank, honest stare. "And it was worth it. Whatever happened, it was worth it."


Dawn blushed pink and smiled demurely, deeply flattered by the sincerity in Bert's tone and the way he looked at her. She flashed a look at me out of the corner of her eye, and I didn't need any special connection to recognize Dawn's expression.


"Hey, why don't you stick around and have dinner with us tonight?" I offered. "It's Friday, and Dawn is going to make us some gourmet thing she learned last night. The rugrats are out on their own dates. Kim has gone home. So we've got the entire place to ourselves."


I looked to Dawn, and she nodded in agreement with a big smile.


Bert raised his eyebrows, looking back and forth between the two of us.


I grinned and clapped his shoulder. "And then after dinner, maybe Dawn'll even wear that German barmaid costume for us again."





-- MAY 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



May hit me like a ton of bricks. The end of the semester was on May 10. Finals started right after. And that meant a double whammy of term papers and team projects coming due right when we were supposed to be reviewing the entire semester's worth of material for Finals.


Dawn seemed particularly stressed out about her academics. She was too used to being perfect Dawn, Miss 4.0 GPA and all-around excellent at everything. She had this funny idea in her head that getting a "B" in Finance was equivalent to failing the course. I knew the whole thing was ridiculous. She'd be fine in the end. She always was. I had faith in her.


Meantime, I had my own classes to worry about. I did alright academically myself: not straight A's, but still a high 3's GPA. I had to study hard to ensure that I continued the positive trend, and one particular evening I was so engrossed in my books that I didn't even hear my phone ringing.


"Hey," Brooke announced, kicking my foot. "You gonna get that?"


"Huh? What?" Belatedly, I realized that my pocket was vibrating and singing "Hey Ya!" by OutKast to me.


Quickly, I fished open my phone and saw an unfamiliar 650 number on the screen. Hitting the TALK button, I lifted the receiver to my ear. "Hello?"


"Hello, may I please speak with Ben-?"


"Who is it?" Dawn asked beside me, drawing my attention away before I heard my last name spoken.


I gave her a blank look and shrugged. "Uh, speaking," I replied.


"Hello Ben. It's Amir Shadkam calling from BioGen Engineering. How are you doing?"


My eyebrows popped. I'd driven down to Palo Alto three weeks ago to interview for a business development internship with the company. On paper and based on my interview, the internship was a dream job. It paid well, was in an up and coming field, and gave me a very broad scope in how to approach the job.


However, lacking a serious background in biology, genetics, or any engineering field, I thought that my chances of getting the internship were slim at best. The only things I had going for me were the research I'd done with Professor Isakova the past year and the papers we'd published on bioengineering business development.


"Well, uh, how am I doing?" I replied with a nervous chuckle. "Why don't you tell me?"


Amir laughed at that, and answered, "Well, personally, I think you're doing quite well. At least, you're doing well if you're interested in spending the summer in Palo Alto with us."


"Really?"


"Absolutely. The staff here loved you during your interview, and you come with the highest praise from Dr. Isakova. She wrote you quite the recommendation letter. Don't tell her I said this, but I've worked with her before, and she's quite the ball buster. You must have made quite the impression."


"I guess so."


"Now I realize you don't have a technical background in the bioengineering field, but we will have two other interns joining the team who do, and they don't have your business education or team leadership experience. So I'm counting on you to guide the team and come up with some new ideas for how we can expand our business into the market."


"Will do."


"Glad to hear it. So is that a 'yes'? You'll take the job?"


"Yes!" I crowed, looking around the room at my girlfriend, little sisters, and friends. By now, all of them were just staring at me.


"Great! Paperwork will be coming to you shortly, along with the formal offer letter. Just get all the i's dotted and t's crossed, and then you'll have to make me look good when you arrive."


"Count on it. And thank you, Amir."


"You earned it, Ben. See you in three weeks."


We hung up, and then I closed the phone. After taking a deep breath, I picked my eyes up and looked around at the silent faces staring at me.


"So, I take it you got the job?" Dawn asked with a smile.


"I got the job!" I shouted excitedly, raising my hands in the air. This really was my dream internship for the summer.


She took a deep breath. "Well, I guess it's just down to me. Kim and Bert are all set. The girls are heading down to Orange County this summer. I'm the only one who hasn't heard back yet."


I shook my head. "It's Alexander Consulting. Dayna works there, and you worked there last summer already. They LOVE you! How could they not love you?"


Dawn sighed. "I guess..."


"You'll hear from them within two days. I guarantee it."


And I was right.





With my hair damp and steam still rising off my head, I simply hung up my towel on the rack so it would dry for tomorrow. Fully naked, I then exited the bathroom and waltzed through the door of my bedroom, closing it behind me as I headed to the dresser that had all my underwear and pajama pants. I noticed immediately that the room wasn't empty, as Dawn was hunched over her desk, staring down intently at the thick textbook before her.


Frowning, I left my dresser drawer open and walked up behind her. Leaning over, I wrapped my arms around my girlfriend's shoulders and nuzzled my nose against her neck, causing her to pull away from the ticklish sensation and tilt her head toward me. I settled for kissing her cheek. "Whatcha doin?"


"Finance, of course," she sighed tiredly. "I still don't get this stuff the way I need to."


"Finance can wait," I said, reaching around her and sliding the fingers of my left hand beneath the textbook cover.


Dawn sighed as I closed the book, turning her face to mine to meet my approaching lips. Our kiss began softly, and then quickly increased in passion. I could feel the heat building deep inside her as her lips parted to accept my invading tongue. But just before we got to volcanic, she abruptly pulled away and re-opened her book. "I need to study."


"It's Saturday night. You've got plenty of time to study later."


She shook her head, staring at the book the whole time. "I'm behind enough as it is."


I pouted and sank to one knee. Stroking my semi-hard cock almost absentmindedly, I reached up with my left hand to caress Dawn's cheek and gave her my best puppy dog look. "C'mon. It's Saturday night..." I hummed. "This is Dawn and Ben time, not Dawn and study time. Tell you what: I'll help you wash your back."


My soulmate's eyes glittered in both amusement and arousal as she looked at me. But with another dejected sigh, she shook her head and turned back to her book. "I'm sorry, babe, but not tonight. Finals are just around the corner."


"You'll do fine. You worry too much, you know that?"


"Not in this case. I'm really struggling." There was actual strain in her voice, and the tone made me pause.


Taking a deep breath, I exhaled and felt some of my sexual energy leaking out of me. "You really just want to study tonight?"


Dawn pinched her lips together and gave me an apologetic look before nodding slowly. "Why don't you call up Carli? I'm sure she'd be happy to keep you company tonight."


I scowled and gave her a dark look. "No way. I'm still pissed about what she did to Bert."


Dawn shrugged. "Then Jocelyn or Tonya. Heck, you could just walk into the living room and find several Tri-Delts only too happy to spend an evening with you."


I shook my head emphatically. "No Tri-Delts. Don't need them. I have you."


"Not tonight," she sighed. "Really, I need to study."


"Then I'll be fine. One night isn't going to kill me."


Dawn caressed my cheek and then leaned in, pecking my nose. She also reached down and petted my now limp dick. "I'm sorry, baby. I'll make it up to you. I promise."


I took my penis in hand and shook it while making unhappy sobbing sounds. Dawn giggled and caressed the dangling sack of flesh. But just when I started to get my hopes up, she turned back to her books. "Okay, back to work. And if you want to go out, seriously, I'm giving you permission."


"I know, I know," I replied but shook my head. "I'll just be downstairs with my video games."


A half-hour later, I was doing exactly that. I could use the practice anyway. Bert was already much better at Halo than me, and I didn't like being second best at anything.


It was sometime after 9pm when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. It was a familiar sound, so I didn't immediately react. But a moment later, I paused the video game and stared over to the archway, wondering exactly who would be coming through the door. Kim had gone home for the weekend, as had Bert. And Brooke and DJ always spent Saturday nights with their boyfriends.


Make that most Saturday nights. DJ stomped into view, hustling right past the archway and into her bedroom without a second glance in my direction. She slammed the door behind her with enough force to rattle the house down to its foundations. And it felt like I had to wait a good twenty seconds for the chandeliers to stop swaying and the earthquake rumbling to subside.


During those twenty seconds, I made note of the fact that Brooke was not immediately behind her, nor DJ's best friend Faye. The younger Evans sister was clearly upset about something, and with Dawn engrossed in her own studies upstairs, I was the only one around to do something about it.


Besides, it wasn't like I had anything better to do.


Saving my game and then shutting it off, I got up and went to DJ's bedroom door. I knocked a few times, not getting any verbal response. And after waiting a full minute and knocking again, I simply opened it up.


DJ lay on her belly across her bed, fully clothed and even still wearing her shoes. She faced away from me, and I took a moment to take in her long, shapely legs and specifically the way her skintight jeans hugged her perky buttcheeks. I'd been expecting wild monkey love with my gorgeous girlfriend upstairs tonight; and since that wasn't happening, I had a slight overabundance of hormones coursing through my veins at the moment.


But I pushed aside my lewd thoughts and instead concentrated on the familial love I felt for this beautiful blonde. Circling around the bed, I walked across DJ's dead-eye stare before sitting down on the edge of the mattress beside her. "Rough night?" I asked gently.


DJ blew out a burst of air that teased one of the blonde bangs hanging down over her eyes. She'd braided her hair into her old long pigtails tonight, and coupled with her youthful "going out on the town" attire and extensive makeup, she momentarily reminded me of the sexy young High School teenager I used to know. "Did you know that boys are really stupid?" she asked at length.


It was a rhetorical question, but I answered it nonetheless. "Of course. They say that we humans only use 10% of our brains, but that's a global average. Actually, girls use about 18% of their brains and boys only 2%, which explains the 10% number. Brain juice is also the same as erectile juice, so whenever we get a boner, that 2% goes straight to our dicks, leaving our brains completely dry."


DJ snorted at that, and twisted onto her side. Sighing wearily, she coolly regarded me with intense blue eyes that locked onto my face. And then without a moment's hesitation, she reached up to my shoulder and tugged me down on top of her.


Our bodies moved instinctively. Cradling my head, DJ twisted it at just the right angle so that our lips could meet without our noses bashing into each other. Her tongue speared out into my mouth, and she did her best to devour me while her hands clutched at the back of my neck and head.


A few seconds later, I had to pull back to breathe. DJ panted beneath me, looking absolutely angelic and undeniably sexy at the same time. I thought back to those few short months we were together as boyfriend/girlfriend, and as I gazed down at her beauty I wondered just how I'd managed to fuck up that incredible relationship.


With lustful fire in her eyes, DJ started tugging me back down to her, but I resisted and sat myself back up. She pouted but I shushed her with a finger to her lips, saying, "We both know I'd love to fuck your brains out right now. But that's not why I came in here. What's bothering you? You seemed pretty upset about thirty seconds ago."


DJ growled in annoyance but then relaxed, setting the back of her head down on the mattress. Sighing tiredly, she shrugged and said, "It's Josh, of course."


I shrugged. "After your comment about boys being stupid, I figured. What did he do?"


She shook her head. "It's what he didn't do. A bunch of us went into the city. Hopped a BART and cruised downtown."


Something flashed in my eyes, but I quashed it immediately. My old parental-like concern was upset that the girls had skipped town and gone into San Francisco without informing me. How the hell was I supposed to protect them or come rescue them if I didn't even know what city they were in? But my talks with Brooke reminded me that I had to let the younger girls grow up on their own.


DJ saw the flash in my eyes, and she smiled knowingly. "We were fine," she reassured me. "Nobody was drinking. No drugs. We just did some window shopping and got Starbucks. Really."


I relaxed noticeably. DJ chuckled and then shook her head, a wistful look crossing her eyes. Wistfulness then turned into annoyance, and annoyance into sadness. Gritting her teeth, DJ looked away from me and I saw moisture forming in her eyes.


"Hey ... what's wrong?"


DJ took a deep breath and huffed. "Here you are, miles and miles away not even knowing where the hell I am, and you obviously care so much for my well-being. I'm standing right next to Josh, trying to hold his hand, and he's completely oblivious to me!" she exclaimed in a choking voice. "I could get hit by a bus and the dumb fuck wouldn't even know!"


I frowned. "Did something happen to you that Josh didn't realize-"


DJ shook her head. "No, no. Nothing like that. He was just ... engaged. Josh and Hiroshi and Wayne were talking about some stupid thing or another. Brooke and Joel were cuddling and sharing a cup of coffee between them. So Faye and I were looking at each other commenting about how the guys were off in their own little world and ignoring us while we jealously watched Brooke."


"Oh," I replied, not sure what to do with that.


DJ exhaled slowly. "And it would have been fine if it was just for a bit, but I kept trying to give Josh hints that I wanted attention and he missed all the fucking signs. I just kept getting more and more annoyed with him, and then when we finally got back to the guys' house I sorta snapped at him. Faye got into it with Wayne and Josh made some snide comment that Faye and I should just go into our own room and keep each other company. So that got us even MORE mad and I left!"


I arched an eyebrow. "And Faye?"


DJ rolled her eyes. "The last thing I wanted to do was go home with Faye. Give Josh even more ammunition."


"He doesn't actually have a problem with you and her..."


"Oh, no, no. Of course not. Josh knows; he's just jealous sometimes that we won't do a threesome with him. Not Faye's thing."


I blinked a couple of times, forcing myself to not even ask about Brooke. I didn't want to know.


"And it's CERTAINLY never going to happen if he doesn't get his head out of his ass and start paying me attention," DJ rambled on.


I grinned and reached down to trace my fingertips down the side of her face. Staring deeply into DJ's eyes, I said warmly, "Well I'm here. And I'll pay perfect attention to you."


DJ blinked a few times, and then without warning, she ferociously launched herself at me. Tackling me onto my back, the buxom blonde giggled and brushed her hair out of her face before seizing my cheeks in her palms and then planting one of her supervolcanic kisses on my lips. My lust had abated while she'd been complaining about her boyfriend, but like dumping a whole bunch of newspaper onto a fire, my lust exploded upward with the intensity of her kiss. And before I knew it, I felt DJ's hands sliding up my back as her arms bunched up my T-shirt beneath my armpits.


"Off! Off!" DJ insisted as she broke our liplock, and then suited her words to action as she grabbed the hem of my shirt and ripped it over my head.


"Whoa, whoa, waitaminute," I stammered as my rational brain had a moment to think. "Maybe this isn't the best idea on a night when you're so angry with your boyfriend."


"This is the BEST idea," she insisted. Her 34DD tits were put on proud display by a V-neck sweater, and then I was getting a serious eyeful when she whipped it over her head and off, leaving her only barely covered by Victoria's Secret super bust-enhancing technology.


"Deej," I pleaded, unable to tear my eyes away from her cleavage. "Having fun with each other for pleasure because it 'doesn't count' is one thing. Revenge sex after a fight with your boyfriend is quite another."


DJ simply reached behind herself, unsnapping her bra clasp and then popping the cups off her big juicy melons. Her nipples were already hard and she grabbed my head, dragging my face down into her lush bosom. "Ben. Shut up," she ordered.


I shut up, throwing the last of my resistance to the wind as I turned my head and sucked a pink nipple into my mouth.


"Ohhh, yesss," the buxom 19-year-old hissed. Letting me nurse at her breasts, she finished removing her bra and then reached down to begin opening up her jeans. Once unbuttoned and shoved just a few inches down her thighs, she grabbed my head and started directing me lower, biting her lip sexily and giving me a broad smile.


I took the hint and grinned back around a mouthful of boob. Kissing my way down her slope and into her valley, I let my tongue do the walking as I titillated the underside of her breasts and scratched my nails against the nerve clusters over her ticklish ribs. Working down further and further, I dipped my tongue into her belly button, titillating the little hole before moving southward. My own hands dragged her jeans and thong panties down to her feet and off onto the floor. And now that the teenage wet dream was fully naked, I used two fingers to part her labia and drove my tongue a full three inches deep into her channel.


"FUCK you've got a long tongue!" DJ squealed as her fingers bunched up the bedsheets.


I just grinned and went back to work. My tongue withdrew and then flicked up and down the length of her slit, pausing every now and again to dip inside. With both hands I gripped her legs, spreading them apart to give myself more room. And with my thumbs I scratched at her inner thighs, tickling extra bursts of sensation to draw even more blood into her engorged love button before I actually started in on the pleasure center itself.


DJ moaned and squeezed her Double-D tits, flicking the nipples with her index fingers and sticking her tongue out across her lips, as if miming what she wanted me to do with my tongue against her other set of lips. I took her cues and used them for my own, moving left and right with her wishes for a little while before driving my tongue deep into her slot and using my nose to rub up against the other side of her now unhooded clit.


"Fuck my pussy," DJ whimpered. "Fuck my pretty pussy with your tongue."


I smiled and did just that, extending my slithery appendage up her channel to try and tickle her G-spot from inside. Depending on the right conditions, and especially with her legs spread as wide as they were now, I could sometimes just hit it. And tonight was one of those nights, the fleshy tip of my tongue tapping out a rhythmic beat and causing DJ's belly to bounce off the bed.


"Oh, FUCK!" DJ squealed. "Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck!" She reached forward, tangling her fingers in my hair and grabbing on so tight that I felt my roots being tugged.


I ignored the mild pain and continued tongue-fucking her until I started getting tired. And at the same time, I felt her hips begin to quiver and tell me she was ready for the final countdown.


Only then did I move higher and begin flicking my tongue against DJ's clit. I didn't do anything fancy. There were no alphabets or exotic oral gymnastics. I simply slapped my tongue against her prominent love button and then did it again ... and again ... and again. Four beats per second, I flicked her clit with my tongue. No more, no less. Four beats: 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4. I didn't speed up. I didn't slow down. I just kept on flicking, an unending cycle of tongue slaps against her ultrasensitive clit. And as the unrelenting sensations continued on and on and on, I had DJ crawling up the proverbial wall.


"What the-?" DJ gasped. "What are you-? Ohmigawd! Ohmigawd! OhmiGAWD!"


DJ got a quick starter orgasm, a clenching little burst of pleasure deep in her gut that sent shockwaves of bliss throughout her nervous system. Six flicks later, she got another one, a little stronger. And eight beats later, she got one more. Each orgasm seemed to feed off the first one, standing atop its pleasure level and pushing a little bit higher. By the time DJ's fifth mini-climax shook her body, her body was literally shaking, a quivering mess of spastic nerves that no longer understood exactly what was happening to them.


And all the while, I just kept flicking: 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4.


"Fuck! Stop, Ben! Stop! What are you! Oh, my! Ben! Enough! ENOUGH! I'm cumming again! UNNNNGHHHH!!!!"


1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4.


"FUUUUCK! FUUUUCK! BENNN! STOPPP!!! FUUUUUCK!!!!"


1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4.


DJ was crying now. I saw her legs trying to rise up and clamp around my head, but they would spasm and flail out to the sides instead. I saw her pick her head up to look at me, but a second later, she would shriek and convulse, sending her head back down onto the mattress. I was still fully clothed, and the entire lower half of my face was so soaked that I was drowning in girlcum. But still I kept going.


1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4.


"FUUUUUCK!!! FUUUUUCK!!! FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!



1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4, 1, 2, 3, 4.


DJ now squirted a load of girlcum right into my face. Not ordinarily a squirter, she clenched in just the right way to send a splatter of juices up and against my forehead, dribbling it down my eyes. Her lower lip was vibrating as if she were going into epileptic shock. Her eyes had rolled up into her head. And one final time, she screamed with unholy power, "FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!


Now, I swiftly got to my knees and shoved my pajama pants and boxers down to my ankles. Fisting my cock, I wasted no time in aiming it at DJ's sodden cunt, her labia now blooming open so wide that there was no WAY I could miss. Almost frictionless, I slid fully into her in a single thrust. And holding onto DJ's shoulders, I simply used her body like a masturbatory tool as I pumped my way to my own satisfaction.


DJ's eyes were still rolled up in her head, not even looking at me. Barely conscious, she nevertheless still had some cognitive capacity as she whimpered and whined "FUCK" every time another aftershock orgasm hit her. Now that I'd stopped the unrelenting flicking, she was no longer having cascading climaxes. But waves of pleasure kept battering her down like the unyielding ocean smashing into the shore over and over and over again.


But this final stretch was for me. Palming her big round tits as I mounted her, I rabbit humped my way through DJ's saturated cunt. She was too wet to really feel any friction, but her continual orgasms had her inner muscles clenching around me repeatedly in a way that was simply heavenly. Also, the power trip of seeing such a rapturously beautiful creature completely conquered beneath me was quite the mental high. And after spending so much time listening to DJ have orgasm after orgasm after orgasm, I was hot on the trigger already.


So less than three minutes after finally shoving my dick inside her, I slammed forward one final time and bellowed my orgasm, grunting into DJ's ear as I spewed gob after gob of hot jism into the back of the teenage dream's womb. She cooed beneath me, feeling the warm flush spreading within her body. And after I collapsed on top of her chest, pillowing my cheeks amongst her fleshly tit pillows, she cradled my back and happily accepted my weight.


"I love you, Benjamin," she whispered quietly, nuzzling her nose against my cheek.


Without thinking about it, I replied just as sweetly, "I love you, Dorothy Jean."


"I wish we could stay like this forever," she sighed, clearly floating away on a cloud of bliss.


"Wouldn't that be nice," I sighed, rubbing my cheek against her pleasant breast.


Five minutes then passed in silence. The sweat on our bodies cooled and began to dry. The copious amount of semen I'd deposited in her began to leak out around our joining and puddle on the bed. And the stickiness between our naked bodies began to feel uncomfortable, to the point where I simply had to roll off and stare at the ceiling.


We were quiet again, just breathing for a few long moments. But then DJ took a deep breath, then reached out and touched my cheek. "I mean it, Ben. I love you."


I chuckled and glanced over at her. DJ had stars in her eyes, and I'd likely scrambled her brain a bit. "That's the orgasm talking."


She shook her head. "That may very well have been the greatest sexual experience of my life. But I mean more than that. I love you. I've always been in love with you. And I may very well always love you for the rest of my life."


I blinked quickly and turned to look at her. Where was this coming from? DJ and I had broken up from our brief, ill-conceived romance nearly two years ago. Since then, she had shown great affection for me, and certainly a ton of lust. But love? No. Heck, we'd barely spent any time together this past year, and ever since she started dating Josh, even our sexual encounters had become few and far between. And now she was saying she would love me for the rest of her life?


"Uh..." I grunted in surprise.


Smiling sweetly, DJ reached her hand out to mine, interlacing our fingers and then squeezing it tenderly. Rolling onto her side, she wrapped an arm across her torso beneath her breasts and grinned at me. "Stay with me tonight," she suggested happily. "Stay with me forever."


I frowned, unsure if our intense lovemaking had stripped away all her mental barriers between us and I was now witnessing the true feelings she had for me deep inside ... or if she was simply riding a sexual euphoria so great that she thought she was madly in love with me.


Either way, I belonged to someone else. "DJ ... This was great, but you know I have to go upstairs tonight."


A dark shadow suddenly crossed her face. "You don't have to. Dawn can handle one night without you. Stay with me."


I winced. "Kiddo ... I love you. You'll forever be like a little sister to me, as special as Brooke in my eyes. But we both know I'm Dawn's. We're soulmates, and we haven't spent a single night apart since getting back together. I HAVE to go upstairs."


A deep frown dragged down DJ's mouth, and she quickly released my hand, rolling onto her back and then continuing until she was facing away from me.


Immediately feeling bad, I quickly rolled to her and touched her shoulder. "Deej..."


She slapped my hand off her shoulder, hunching her body away from me. "It's not fair," she pouted. "I'm in love with the greatest guy in the world, and he belongs to my big sister. Every guy I ever meet I end up comparing to him, none of them ever measuring up. I want to marry him, bear his children, and live the rest of my life in blissful happiness. But it's never going to happen. Fucking story of my entire fucking life."


"Deej..."


"Fuck you, Ben."


I took a deep breath. "DJ. Please."


"Fuck off and leave me alone."


There are times when a man needs to stick around and address the issues he has with a girl. And there are times when his mere presence is so overwhelming that she can't even think straight as long as he's around. I knew enough to realize this moment was the latter, and so with a heavy heart, I pushed myself up and got off the bed.


Circling around to DJ's face, I bent down and kissed her forehead. She tried to shrink away, but I was able to get in a good second-and-a-half kiss. But she still grumbled and pointedly looked away from me until after I'd left and closed the door behind me.


Fuck.





Dawn was amused when I returned to her just after 10pm. Soundproofing insulation or not, I was sure she'd been able to hear me ringing her little sister's bell.


Rung it a little too hard, perhaps.



"I see you found a way to take care of your not-so-little problem," she commented, looking pointedly at my prick.


"Yeah, uh," I said almost sheepishly. "I didn't know DJ was going to come home."


Dawn shrugged. "I got to study; you both got laid. Everybody wins." She then returned to her book, and I began stripping out of my pajamas. After that session with the younger Evans, I needed another shower.


After cleaning up and then redressing in a fresh set of clothes, I took a deep breath and pondered what to do. Clearly, DJ and I couldn't just leave off the way we had. Now that we'd both had some time to step back from the situation, I was hoping we could re-establish the boundaries of our relationship. I cared about her, dearly. I certainly loved her in my own way: a little bit as little sister but also a little bit as a beautiful young woman who really could become a wonderful wife to me. But I thought we had both come to understand that Dawn and I were the ones that would be together forever, and that she would be a dear sister to us both, if also an occasional playmate.


Now I wasn't so certain that would be enough for her.


Ordinarily I would talk to Dawn about this. She was my soulmate, the one person in the world who could understand what I was going through and give me honest advice. The fact that DJ was her little sister would only make things easier for her to analyze, not more awkward. I knew she would help me make decisions that were in DJ's best interests as well.


But Dawn was studying, and really intense about it lately. I couldn't bother her with this. I was going to have to go down and talk to DJ on my own.


Turned out, I didn't have to. I had just finished dressing and was about to get up the nerve to go down and find DJ when a knock came at the door. Dawn just glanced at me, her eyes clearly telling me to handle it. And so sitting on the bed, I called out, "Come in."


As I suspected, it was DJ. She'd apparently showered and dressed while I'd been doing the same, and she now wore a cute pajama set in pink: sheer pants with a drawstring waistband and a button-down, short-sleeved top. The jiggle of her breasts proved she was bra-less beneath, and she even held onto a stuffed teddy bear she'd had since she was a kid. "Hey guys. Can I ask a favor?"


That got Dawn's attention, and she swiveled around in her chair. When DJ was sure we were both looking at her, she hugged her teddy bear cutely and asked in a small voice, "Can I sleep with you guys tonight?"


Dawn arched an eyebrow, and DJ quickly added, "Just sleep. Really. Ben completely wore me out downstairs, and I mean Wore. Me. Out. I'm exhausted. But I'm also having a rough night and I don't want to be alone right now."


I measured DJ's eyes. She looked at me pleadingly, and then I realized that this was her solution to the problem. She really wanted to cuddle with me tonight, especially after the intense intimacy of our lovemaking downstairs. But perhaps recognizing that she would not win the battle of making me choose between her and Dawn, she'd chosen instead to join us.


Dawn smiled and said, "Sure thing. Plenty of room on the bed. But I think I'm going to check out and go downstairs, leave you two to cuddle. I'm going to be up for a few more hours."


"Hours?" I complained, looking at the clock.


"I've got to do this," Dawn stated insistently, with a quiet intensity that was almost scary. When my Dawn put her mind to something... "I'm going to ace this final."


I nodded. "I know you will."


DJ just smiled at her big sister.


Collecting her books, Dawn then came over and gave me a quick kiss before also going to DJ and pecking her little sister's forehead. Then with a final wave, my girlfriend left the room and closed the door.


DJ immediately came and joined me on the bed, lifting the covers and inviting me to slide underneath with her.


"We need to talk first, kiddo. What happened downstairs-"


"Was a mistake," she interrupted me, averting her eyes. "My brain was all scrambled up after so many orgasms. I don't know what the hell you did to me, but I could've sworn I was floating in outer space among the stars."


I bit down a smug grin.


"I love you, Ben. I really do," she said sincerely, but without the heated passion of before. "I'll admit: I fantasize every now and again about marrying you and having a family together. You really are my ideal guy. But you're also a big brother to me and I know that you really belong with Dawn. It's cool. I'm okay."


I was seriously relieved, and it showed on my face. "That's good to know."


DJ sighed. "It was just a bad fight. Really, Josh is a great guy. He's loyal, he's honest, and he can be really sweet when he stops to try. Yeah, he's a bit of a dork sometimes, but he's still a pretty good boyfriend. I'm not going to let one fight ruin everything we've had all semester."


I nodded agreeably.


But then DJ got that dreamy look back on her face and swooned, "Still ... he's never made me feel the way you did tonight. I may not get to have you for the rest of my life. But for one night at least, I really, really want to fall asleep in your arms."


Lying down, I opened my right arm and invited the beautiful young blonde to cuddle up to me. Grinning, she did just that, turning her back to me and pillowing her head on my arm before reaching back and pulling me into a spooning position with her.


And after she reached up to turn off the lamp on the nightstand, DJ sighed happily and said, "I love you, Ben. Forever and always."





"And so, for the final time," Professor Isakova began at the lectern, a rare smile spreading across her beautiful face. "Class is dismissed."


A couple of girls couldn't resist cheering "Wooo!" Several others began clapping, beginning an avalanche that finally had everyone in the entire hall giving their applause. But after only a curt nod, Professor Ice stepped away from the podium and the applause died out as suddenly as it had started. The room was then filled with the sounds of students packing up their books and the meaningless chatter of friends deciding what to do next.


My own project team huddled around me just outside the lecture hall. For once, we wouldn't be heading off to Faculty Glade or Stephens Hall for a team meeting. Instead, our project was now done. And everyone was going in their separate directions.


Dawn had made plans to meet up with Gwen and Robin before her next class. Kim was also joining up with her biker friends. And Bert and I were planning to wear out our Xbox controllers for a nice couple of hours of digital stress-relief.


"Well, congratulations everyone," I said while hitching my messenger bag up higher on my shoulder. "We made it."


"Thanks to you," Kim beamed, leaning in to kiss my cheek.


I began to shake my head modestly, but Dawn reached out and touched my arm and Bert clapped my back.


"Fearless leader didn't let us down," Bert commented. "Never ever thought I'd get an 'A' in an Isakova-class. You got me two."


"You did a great job, team leader," Sasha added as she leaned into me and gave me a warm hug. For about a second, I held up my hands in surprise, but then patted her back chastely and waited for her to step back. She didn't. Instead, she got up on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek.


Even more surprised, I didn't respond verbally. I actually blushed as she broke into a big smile.


"So that's it?" Sasha teased. "You wait all year to hold me in your arms, and all you can do is blush like a tween?"


"Uh, well..." I stammered, blinking rapidly.


She giggled. "Guess you're really not the predatory date-rapist I first thought you were."


Despite the lightness of her tone, her words cut hard. I frowned, replying, "Did you really think I was-"


"Hey, hey," she cut me off. "It was a joke. Obviously not a good one."


I just shrugged.


"Thanks for being a truly nice guy," she said. "I wish I'd been kinder to you from the beginning. I'm sorry."


"It's alright. No need to apologize."


By way of response, she merely leaned back into me and kissed my cheek once more.


"Hey, where's my kiss?" Bert complained.


Sasha laughed, finally pulling out of my grasp. She actually went over to hug Bert, pecking his cheek as well. And then she looked around at the girls, sighing, "I guess this is it. Maybe we'll have some classes together next year."


Kim nodded. "There are only so many of us in the Business Program. I'm sure we will."


Dawn nodded as well.


"I'll see you guys around," Sasha waved as she backed away. "Bye, Ben," she then added at the very end before turning and almost jogging down the pathway, the wheels of her roller backpack grinding along the cement.


Bert leaned into me, a sly grin across his face. "Well, she certainly came around over the last year. If I didn't know any better, I'd say that girl likes you."


I rolled my eyes and smiled. "Good thing we know better."


Bert shrugged, his eyes twinkling. "Sure we do."





-- THURSDAY, MAY 19, 2005, FINALS WEEK --



It was just before 5pm when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. The house was empty, since everyone else either had a final this afternoon or was elsewhere to study. I sat in the living room, hunched on the couch with my elbows on my knees while I stared down at my Managerial Accounting textbook for UGBA 102B sitting on the coffee table.


With a flip of her blonde-streaked dark hair, Kim bounced in with a giddy smile on her face. Lifting up her backpack and letting it drop to the floor with a heavy thud, she raised her hands in the air while tucking her chin down to her chest and announcing, "I'm done! Finals are over!"


"Shaddup, you," I grumbled. "I've still got one more tomorrow afternoon. Seriously, it's the LAST possible timeslot of Finals Week and they have to stick this stupid class there."


Kim laughed and sauntered over to me, opening the top two buttons of her starched hot pink blouse while saucily wiggling her hips left and right. "I feel like celebrating. Will you please help me, sir?"


I smiled as I looked up at her. One thing I was quite proud of was that Kim was taking the initiative more and more over the past few months. Whereas in the past she would simply hang around and do whatever other people wanted, she was recognizing her own urges and impulses and voicing those desires rather than keeping them to herself and merely "hoping" that I would think of something similar.


At this very moment, I really should continue studying. But at the same time, I wanted to reinforce Kim's progress by showing her that to voice her own desires led to those desires being fulfilled. And that meant that indeed, I needed to help her celebrate.


Chuckling to myself, I smiled and patted the seat next to me. But instead of sitting beside me, Kim pushed aside my text book and knelt in front of my legs.


"I indicated for you to sit beside me," I scolded without any real heat.


Kim flushed and smiled just a bit. "Then I misbehaved, Master. I should be punished."


I raised my eyebrows and chuckled. She had a point. Perhaps it was counter-intuitive to let the submissive drive the action from the bottom, but to let her misdeed go unpunished was against the rules. Raising my index finger and waggling it around in a circle, I commanded, "Assume Second Position."


Immediately, Kim spun around and pushed the coffee table away, bending over so that her ass was up in the air and her cheek was down against the floor. Perhaps she expected me to fondle her buttcheeks through her jeans. Perhaps she expected me to start stripping her so that we could have sex. Instead, I just took a big windup and gave her a hard spank.


[WHACK!]


"Eep!" Kim squealed in surprise, turning her head to look at me. She knew that I knew she didn't like pain.


I just grinned. "What? You thought your punishments should only be pleasurable? Bend back over!" I barked. "I was only going to give you five spankings, but now you've earned five more!"


Immediately, Kim squished her cheek back down onto the floor. In rapid succession, and without reducing my strength, I went ahead and spanked her nine more times, ordering Kim to count out each stroke. When I was done, I patted the seat next to me and commanded her to take the place I'd originally intended.


Still rubbing her butt, I pulled out my cell phone and held down the speed dial to Dawn. Having Kim return reminded me that Dawn was finishing up her dreaded Finance final right about now. And I wanted to know how she was doing.


She didn't pick up on the first attempt. But when I called her back, she answered with a tired, "Hi."


"Hey ... You okay? You don't sound so good." I could hear the weariness in her voice. I knew she hadn't been sleeping well the past few nights in anxiety.


"I'm just exhausted. Didn't get much sleep last night."


"Well you can come home and I'll give you a nice massage, put you right to bed. Sound good?" I smiled warmly at her, and then glanced at Kim. Hmm, maybe Dawn would appreciate the both of us running our oil-slicked hands all over her naked body. Kim saw the lust in my eyes and managed a smile despite her sore butt.


"Sounds great. Maybe later tonight." Again, Dawn was a little too tired to muster much enthusiasm. She'd really enjoy that massage to calm down.


"How'd the test go?" I finally asked anxiously.


"I did it," Dawn replied in the same exhausted tone, but I relaxed a whole lot.


"You did? You passed?" I exclaimed excitedly.


Still tired, but sounding proud, Dawn replied, "Yeah."


"CONGRATULATIONS!" I cheered. "I KNEW you could do it! Come home! We have to celebrate!"


"I can't. I've got the cooking class tonight."


"Seriously?" That threw me for a loop. She was going to class? "Who cares? It's not like you're taking that class for a grade."


"Ben ... I don't blow off classes," Dawn explained patiently.


I rolled my eyes. Dawn was a perfect person, never cutting corners except for special situations. Hell, she was the only human being in Berkeley who didn't jaywalk. It could seriously be irritating sometimes.


I was annoyed, seeing that wonderful naked oil-filled threesome with Dawn and Kim evaporating before my eyes. "Why the fuck is Berkeley City College a week behind us anyways? This is ridiculous," I complained.


"It is what it is."


"Fuck." It was now after 5pm, and the cooking class started at 6pm. There was no time for her to come home and go back. Sensing my mood, Kim once again got off the couch and knelt before me.


"I'll see you at home tonight," Dawn offered.


"You sure? Maybe I can come to you."


"Tonight's Thursday. It's your night with Kim."


"Dawwwn..." I pouted. By now, Kim was opening up my zipper and fondling my prick.


"I'll be fine. I'll see you tonight."


I sighed, reaching out and rubbing Kim's cheek. She had my cock in hand, which was slowly growing. And right at that moment, she bent over and took a quiet lick at it like a pussy cat. "Okay. I love you," I told my girlfriend.


"Love you too."





It was just after 7pm when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. Kim and I were cuddling in front of the TV, not completely satiated from our one round of sex, but eager for more once Dawn arrived. I had decided that I'd prepared enough for my final, and that a spicy threesome with my two girlfriends would be far more beneficial to my overall health than continued studying.


I waved as soon as Dawn appeared. "Hey babe," I began before I got a good look at her face. "Whaddaya say we give you our congratulations upstairs?"


Dawn stopped dead in her tracks, gave me a deathly haunted look, and instantly started crying.


"Oh my gawd," I got up immediately, racing over to her and wrapping her up in a big hug. "What happened?"


"Ben..." Dawn shuddered, tears streaming in rivers down her face.


"Are you hurt? What happened?" My hands were in her hair, checking for any wounds while I darted my own head around like a woodpecker, racing to inspect her for any damage. The world around me ceased to exist, even Kim. All that mattered was my Dawn and whatever was making her cry.


"I'm fine. Well, I'm not fine. But I'm not hurt," she whimpered, her big blue eyes staring achingly at me.


My nose crinkled then as I recognized the scent wafting off her. Immediately, I recognized it, but my brain refused to acknowledge it. No way. It wasn't possible. I pulled back slowly in utter shock.


Dawn noted the expression on my face. Her frown deepened and a fresh batch of tears rolled down her cheeks. Glancing past me, she noted the presence of Kim and then turned to look to the stairs. "We should go upstairs. We need to talk."


"Dawn," I said with a firmer tone in my voice. My hands went to her shoulders, gripping her tightly, although not roughly. "What happened?"


She took two deep breaths, her entire body shuddering with each exhalation. She looked helplessly at Kim, then back to me. And closing her eyes and crying at the same time, she whimpered, "I'm breaking up with you."


Chapter 13: Dawn's Story


DAWN



-- MONDAY, MAY 24, 2004, SUMMER BREAK --



"Morning, Mom," I greeted as I walked into the kitchen. Mom was already seated at the breakfast nook table, sipping coffee and looking over the newspaper.


"You're up early," she commented. "I would have thought you'd be sleeping in now that school's out."


"Yeah, well somebody gets kind of horny in the mornings," I grumbled, rolling my eyes upstairs to where my boyfriend had fallen asleep again after re-filling me with his cum.


Mom blushed and smiled. "You've grown up so much. I'm a little in shock that my little girl just made a sexual comment in front of me."


"Oops." I put the tip of my index finger to my mouth and bit down on it coyly. "Guess I'm not such a pristine angel after all."


Mom laughed. "You'll always be my angel. Perfect in every way."


"Aww, thanks, Mom."


"And now things are even more perfect. You and Ben ... the way things were always meant to be."


I giggled and felt my body flush with warmth. "Yeah... Finally..."


"I have to admit," Mom sighed as I began pouring myself a cup of coffee. "You had me worried there for a bit. I honestly thought your whole Ryan situation would have resolved long ago."


I sighed and rolled my eyes. The day I'd told Mom that I was moving into an apartment with Ryan had NOT been pretty. That had turned into a fairly knock-down drag-out fight.


"And then when Ben started dating DJ, I found myself re-evaluating the whole situation," she added.


I snorted. "You were thrilled. I think you gave DJ carte blanche to do whatever she wanted, as long as she held onto him. She told me how you let her get away with anything whenever she brought him home. Whatever it took to make sure Ben married an Evans girl."


"Dawn, you can't believe that."


I just shook my head. It was a moot point now anyways. Ben was mine, and I wasn't going to let him go again. "Relax, relax. I love him to pieces, always have. You've got nothing to worry about."


"Well..." Mom drawled. "There are always new worries. Things didn't go according to plan in bringing you together. And I'm sure things won't go according to plan in getting those grandchildren I always wanted."


"'According to plan'?" I laughed. "You've got this all mapped out for us?"


"No, no, of course not," Mom laughed, shaking her head. "You'll forgive an old woman for dreaming."


"Two old women," I retorted. "Don't pretend that you and Ben's mom haven't been discussing this possibility since we were in diapers."


Mom just blushed again and looked down into her coffee.


Just then, Ben walked into the room. "Morning, ladies."


"You're up!" I chirped in surprise.


He gave me a puppy dog face. "Put my hand out on the pillow and realized you weren't there. I couldn't bear to stay asleep without you."


"Yeah, yeah, whatever," I drawled, though there was a big smile on my face. He reached a hand out and wrapped his arm around my waist, pulling me close to him before bending and kissing me. He kept it PG-13 with Mom around, but there was still a little tongue in my mouth.


"Behave!" I giggled, slapping his chest lightly.


"My apologies. I'm sure I should be more circumspect in front of my mother-in-law."


"Ooh," Mom frowned. "Not sure I like the sound of that. 'Mother-in-law' sounds so ... formal."


"Besides, she's not even your mother-in-law yet," I laughed.


"'Yet'," Ben emphasized. "Should we take care of that now? It's a Monday and I'm sure the courthouse will be open soon. We can drive on down and be married within the hour. Where were you thinking for our honeymoon?"


"Ben!" I laughed, slapping his chest again. "You're crazy!"


"Crazy for you, babe," he drawled, openly ogling me up and down. I was wearing rather baggy pajamas, but he stared at me as if I were already naked. And without warning, he stepped forward and grabbed a big piece of my ass, fondling it firmly.


"Ben!" I laughed again, slapping his wrist. "Save it until Mom goes to work."


"Do we have to?" he moaned. "I've got to be back in Professor Ice's office at 1pm to start the internship."


"Yes!" I giggled. "Let a girl eat!"


"Fine," he moped, grabbing my ass again and using it to steer me into the kitchen. I knew Mom wouldn't actually mind the PDA. After all, she'd let Ben do the same things to DJ whenever he visited here.


Ben kept his hand on my ass all the way until I got in front of the refrigerator. I managed to get my hand onto the door handle, but that was as far as I got before Ben grabbed my shoulders, spun me back around, and dipped me like they do in the movies. His tongue was in my mouth a second later, and this time, the passion of our kiss was so volcanically explosive that all I could do was wrap my arms around his neck and kiss my soulmate back just as hard.


What felt like an hour later, Ben finally stood me back up. Mom now stood just on the other side of the kitchen island, a bemused smile on her face. After setting her empty mug down in the sink, she turned to leave. And as she walked away, she gestured over her shoulder while saying, "So ... I should expect those grandchildren soon, right?"


Ben just stared at my Mom and then out the doorway until he heard her footsteps ascending the stairs. And then to my utter shock, he jerked my pajama pants and panties down to my knees, lifted me onto the kitchen island, and then shoved his own pajama pants down enough to free his waving erection.


"You're not serious," I breathed, although there was a fire in my eyes. I was soaking wet, still damp from the load of cum he'd dumped inside me only fifteen minutes ago.


"Don't worry. Our family won't mind." And then he dropped me down onto his prick.





-- JUNE 2004, SUMMER BREAK --



I heard a key jiggle in the front door, and a tingle of excitement ran up my spine. Quickly, I killed the web browser on the sex story I'd been reading and then set the computer aside. The story had given me an idea, and I quickly moved myself into a doggy position on the couch, draping my torso over the backrest. The only things I wore today were black stockings and matching garter, without panties, finished off with strappy stiletto heels.


My breathing got heavier as I heard Ben's footsteps creak the floorboards along with the muffled thud of his messenger bag dropping in the foyer. I listened for the sound to come around the corner into the living room, and when he did, I crooned, "Welcome home, babe" before turning my face around.


Ben gawked at me the way he always did, but there was a look of panic in his eyes this time. Only then did I realize Kim Fukuzaki was beside him, and I jerked back in shock. Scrambling around to face forward, I grabbed a throw pillow off the couch and pulled it into my lap to cover myself. "BEN!" I shrieked in both shock and outrage.


Ben just grabbed Kim and literally dragged her into the hallway. I heard a bedroom door slam shut. And without another moment's thought, I sprang off the couch and raced upstairs to put some clothes on.


Holy shit that was mortifying! I mentally exclaimed to myself. Bare-assed, with my tits hanging out for the world to see. Thank god he only brought Kim home. It's not that I know the girl very well, but at least she wasn't a total stranger. I didn't even want to think about how more embarrassed I'd be if he'd brought a GUY home.


Man, if he ever wants me to give him that kind of surprise again, he'd better fucking call me when he's bringing someone over, I seethed. Pull yourself together, Dawn. Critical thinking. What's most important right now? Clothes.


A few minutes later, I managed to calm down from the unexpected surprise guest. Now clad in lounge pants and a baggy top, I returned downstairs vowing to be cool about things, but I couldn't help blushing as I rejoined my boyfriend and his fellow intern.


Ben apologized quite seriously, but Kim helped to lighten the mood. "Hi, Dawn," she greeted, appraising me for a moment. "You look good. Been working out?"


I smiled and rolled with things. We were able to gloss over the awkward moment and put it behind us. It's not like I was ashamed of my naked body, quite the opposite, in fact. I knew I was smokin' hot. Still, I cracked on my boyfriend, warning him to never again bring someone home without warning me.


But then we got to the reason Ben brought Kim home. "I was thinking she could rent a room from us. Just for the next two months, until Brooke and DJ move in. She's commuting from Sunnyvale right now, and it's becoming an issue with Professor Isakova."


"Oh!" I chirped in surprise. "Well ... uh..." I fumbled, not sure how to react to that. I had certainly expected to spend the whole summer alone with Ben in the house, and I simply had never even entertained the notion of having a roommate.


Why would he even think of this? This is OUR home, I thought to myself. I'd rather liked playing house with Ben, just him and me. I could almost imagine that this is what our home life would be if we ever got married.


Don't be a selfish bitch, remember? I told myself immediately after. Don't be so quick to be against the idea. After all, being flexible in my living arrangements to accommodate a friend would be the noble thing to do, wouldn't it?


Most people thought of me as this perfect princess, an image I'd worked really hard to cultivate. I always wanted to come off as serene, patient, and understanding. I liked being thought of as wise beyond my years, the mature, sensible one amongst people my own age or even older. But I'd shown cracks in my crown the last few months or so as this whole Ben versus Ryan thing had come to a head. I'd realized a few things about myself, notably that I could be a pretty selfish bitch when push came to shove.


I'd shown my true colors in the end. Even though I wanted to get along with everybody, I'd let jealousy color my relationship with Paige. Most importantly, I'd strung along a very sweet man, Ryan, verbally telling him that I'd be with him even when I knew in my heart that I wouldn't. I'd done it because I didn't want to be alone, and I'd... used ... him ... for my own selfish desires.


When that relationship finally soured, I didn't like the person I saw in the mirror. I realized I'd been covering up all my selfishness beneath a veneer of perfection. I wasn't Miss Perfect, I was just a self-centered 19-year-old girl. And once I saw the ugliness inside, I realized that I wasn't good enough to truly be with my Ben. Not yet. Not for him. He had gone through his trials and tribulations and come out a stronger person in the end. He was better than me, and I had to fix myself as a person before we could truly be together.


Bless his heart, Ben chose to accept me instead. He promised me that we would endure. He promised me he would do whatever it took to ensure that we worked out. And he asked me to believe in US. We were soulmates. It was destiny.


I am his Dawn. Forever.



But just because he accepted me the way I was didn't mean I was the person I needed to be for him. I still had my selfish desires, my unholy impulses. And I had to fix those to be truly worthy of him.


It had only been a couple of weeks, but I'd been trying. I loved him without restraint, showering affection, attention, and yes, as much sex as he could handle. I worked extra hard to be considerate, to anticipate his needs. Ben saw me as an angel, the personification of perfection. And I had every intention of living up to his lofty perceptions.


Now, he was asking me to accept Kim as a roommate. While my first, selfish impulse would be to refuse so that I could have Ben and this house all to myself, I quickly fought that down. Don't think just about yourself. What would Ben want? What would make him happy?


What would Adrienne do?



It wasn't that I wanted to be like Adrienne. She was her own person, and I was mine. But the simple fact was: Adrienne had made Ben very happy, at least until that whole Grace fiasco. I wanted to be the best girlfriend I could for my boyfriend, and while I didn't think for a second that my relationship with Ben would be the same as hers, she did provide me with something of a template to go on. I couldn't think selfishly. I had to think about what Ben wanted.


Obviously, Ben wanted Kim to move in with us. Why else would he be suggesting this? Clearly, he wanted another hot babe in his bed, which wouldn't be such a bad thing. It was a lot of work trying to keep him happy and anticipate all his needs.


Let's face it, girl. Ben's starting to wear you out. Might be nice to have some help in getting his dick to finally go down.



One thing I'd forgotten for a while was that Ben was not a monogamous kind of guy. No matter how good the sex was between us, he still liked his variety. It didn't mean he loved me any less, he just liked some different pussy from time to time. And Kim's got kind of an exciting innocent/punk thing going here...


Besides, it might be nice getting to know the pretty girl. For all of his qualities, Ben wasn't the greatest conversationalist. He was a guy after all. Having another girl around would give me someone to talk to. I knew I'd missed not having girlfriends around after leaving Dayna, Brandi, and Adrienne to move in with Ryan.


Plus, Ben had a way of attracting the hottest bisexuals on campus. If I wanted to concede to my own selfish thoughts for a moment, Kim looked pretty tasty and I liked my variety, too.


So without another moment's thought, I perked up and replied, "I think it would be pretty cool. This is certainly more house than Ben and I need. And to be honest, I think I'd like the company."


We chatted a little more, but the decision was made. Kim would move in over the weekend.


I only wondered how long it would take to get her into our bed.





-- AUGUST 2004, SUMMER BREAK --



"Clean me out, slave," I barked, patting the back of Viktoriya's head with the business end of the riding crop.


"Yes, Mistress," my 40-year-old Economics professor whispered subserviently before shoving her nose into my sweaty crotch. That sharp nose rubbed up against my overstimulated clit, sending little starbursts of pleasure rocketing up my pleasure nerves and into my brain. A second later, her snake-like tongue slithered along my stretched-open channel, lapping up some of my boyfriend's spunk and sucking it back into her mouth.


"Fuck, yeah," I breathed, letting my head fall back against the pillows behind me. I stretched out my limbs, easing my muscle tension after spending the last three minutes desperately clutching Ben's body atop mine as he finished fucking me to an explosive orgasm before filling me up with his hot, creamy load.


Ben himself was lying on his back beside me, his head turned toward mine so that we could stare at each other with mirrored goofy expressions of satisfaction. While Viktoriya slurped away at my cunt, Ben held the end of Kim's collared-leash, directing her movements as she licked my orgasmic nectar off his half-hard prick, taking the entire column into her mouth every five seconds or so.


I returned my attention to the gorgeous older brunette eating the creampie out of my cunt. In another life, Professor Isakova had been an idol of mine. 40 years of age sounded kind of old, but she was quite young for having accomplished so much in her profession. Fully-tenured, she'd published several times and earned healthy royalties from the three books currently in print that she'd authored. A woman of her accomplishments in the field of business could have become a C-level executive, but she was doing what she loved: molding young minds.


Well, I supposed it was also easier to bed hot coeds like me and hunks like my boyfriend in a college setting than in a corporation.


Even beside her academic accomplishments, Viktoriya was a strikingly beautiful woman, with both the face and body of a high fashion model. I could only hope to still look as good as she did at her age. She carried herself at all times with poise and confidence. She demanded and received total respect despite her gender in a department and field dominated by males. And she had a sharp intelligence that humbled all who spoke with her.


And THIS woman, so terrifying to behold, was eating Ben's cum out of MY pussy. It was quite a power trip.


"Deeper, slave!" I barked, rapping the crop against her cheek. "I can't feel your tongue against my G-spot."


"Yes, Mistress," Viktoriya mumbled and then pushed her face even deeper. I sighed and reached out with one hand to hold the back of her head. And once again, I glanced over at my boyfriend.


Ben grinned as he watched Viktoriya go to work. Presently, he coaxed Kim into a version of Second Position, a submissive doggy-style with her ass in the air but her cheek against the mattress with her arms helplessly stretched out in front of her. He swabbed his renewed erection through her cleft a few times, even nudging it against her rosebud anus to startled gasps from the nervous girl. But then setting his mushroom head at her vaginal entrance, he slowly pushed his way inside. And I found myself holding my breath until all seven and three-quarter inches of his thick, hefty cock slid home.


"Fuuuuck," I groaned almost simultaneously with Ben, as if it were my cock sinking into the submissive girl. Power-trip indeed.


Glancing down, I realized that Viktoriya must've slurped out all of Ben's spunk. I'd told her to swallow it all, so I wasn't expecting a snowball or anything. Instead, I pondered the possibilities of what else I could do with her. Order her to mount herself atop Kim so that they were stacked like spoons? That way Ben could pop in and out of either cunt, blasting away at them until he sprayed all over their asses and let me lick it all up? Or maybe have her slither underneath Kim in a sixty-nine while I fetched a strap-on so we could tag team the girls from both sides. Either option sounded really good, and I found myself grinning with happiness at my boyfriend's almost mystical ability to find pussy.


He didn't know it, but he was satisfying one of my guilty pleasures. I'd never thought of myself as a dominant person before, but the times we'd subjugated Felicia Clarkson under our control last summer had shown me a different side of myself. I wasn't evil, but I sure enjoyed the power rush. Being able to boss around Viktoriya and Kim like this let me feed my selfish desires without feeling guilty about it. After all, I was doing it all for Ben, right?


Selfish would be bossing around Viktoriya solely for my own pleasure. Selfish would be convincing my boyfriend that we needed to visit Viktoriya and Kim more often than was necessary. I didn't do those things. Yeah, I enjoyed myself while I was here, but everything I did, I did to ultimately make BEN happy, and wasn't that the noblest goal of all?


"Viktoriya," I commanded. "Assume Second Position, with your cheek turned so that you can watch Ben and Kim."


"Yes, mistress," she mumbled and put herself into place, facing the headboard at a 180 of Kim so that the two slaves both looked to their right and could stare at each other.


The position also meant that I could look straight at my boyfriend with both of the slaves between us. He continued fucking Kim from behind while watching me buckle the strap-on dildo around my waist. This particular model included a small vibrator that went into my cunt as well, and as I thumbed the device to life so that it buzzed me in just the right places, I found myself grinning happily.


"Dawn..." Ben drawled with a lazy smirk. "What are you doing?"


I raised up the tube of KY jelly Viktoriya kept in a drawer. "Why, prepping our professor's asshole for your next round of course!"


He grinned and sped up a little on Kim while I drizzled a healthy bit of lube down Viktoriya's asscrack and then coated some on the first few inches of my fake dick. "I love you, babe," he told me.


I looked up and smiled. "I love you, too."





-- SEPTEMBER 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Oh, yeah. DJ and Brooke have been just fine," I assured Mom over the phone. "They're making friends quickly. You know about Faye already. But the girls have put together their own little circle of friends, and they're adjusting nicely."


"That's good to hear," Mom said brightly on the other end of the line. "I remember it being quite the shock starting college, losing most of your high school friends all at once and then having to start over within a very short period of time. Still, it can be quite rewarding. Some of the friends I made in those first few weeks at Cal have been with me my whole life, including your Aunt Beth."


"I know, Mom," I drawled, rolling my eyes. Mom had only told me the story of how she met Ben's mother a gazillion times.


Mom laughed, aware of the annoyance in my voice. She changed the subject, saying, "So how did DJ do on that first test? She told me she was really worried about it."


"Test? What test?" I asked in confusion.


"Ah, Freshman Math exam or something, I don't remember. You know your sister hasn't been the best student. She told me last week that she had the exam coming up, and that she was really worried about passing it. I told her to ask you for help."


I chuckled and shook my head, though Mom couldn't see me. "Uh, DJ never asked me for anything. I didn't even know she had an exam. But now that you mention it, I remember the first big calculus test. It was quite a doozy."


"Oh, that girl!" Mom sighed in disappointment. "You're her big sister and you took the exact same test two years ago! What did you get on it?"


I shrugged. "Don't remember. But I got an A in the class, of course."


"Of course," Mom said proudly. "You've had straight A's your whole life. Except for that B+ in Seventh-"


"Seventh grade algebra," I finished. "Don't remind me."


"DJ got a C-minus in Pre-Calculus. You know she was never the best at higher-level math, and she barely got admitted into Cal. If she doesn't improve, she won't be able to pass Berkeley's tougher schedule, and I TOLD her to ask you for help!"


I shrugged, glancing into the living room. I was talking on the kitchen phone while looking over tonight's dinner. DJ was sitting on the sofa with Brooke. "Sorry, didn't happen. I'll ask her about it."


"Do that. And let me know what she says."


"Sure Mom."


"Thanks Dawn. You're the best."


"I know, Mom. I'll talk to you later."


"Love you. And tell your sister, too."


"I will. Love you, too. Bye."


After hanging up the phone, I turned the burner down to "Lo" to make sure the pot didn't boil over. And then I sauntered into the living room. "Hey, Deej," I called out.


My little sister picked her head out of her book, turning around to look at me. "What's up?"


"Mom asked me how you did on the first math test. She told me she told you to come to me for help on it. I had to say I didn't know anything."


DJ harrumphed and returned to her book. With her back to me, she shrugged and replied, "I got it handled."


"So you did well?"


"I got it handled," she replied neutrally.


I sighed and went over to the couch. "Deej, why didn't you come to me? I could've at least given you a few pointers on what to expect."


She screwed up her face and wouldn't look at me. "I don't need your help. I can handle things just fine on my own."


"Are you sure? Because we both know you've struggled with Calculus and Mom told you to-"


"Mom ALWAYS tells me to ask you for help!" DJ suddenly interrupted, glaring up at me. "'Go ask Dawn, she's the smart one.'" DJ parroted. "'Your sister had no trouble with this class, why don't you ask her?' 'Dawn-this, Dawn-that.'"


"Deej..."


"And the worst?" DJ hissed, with raised eyebrows and fiery irises. "'Why can't you be more like Dawn?'"


I set my jaw. "Mom NEVER said that."


DJ pouted and looked away. "Yeah, well ... I can tell she means it..."


"Deej..."


"C'mon, Brooke." DJ suddenly slammed her textbook shut and got to her feet. "Let's go study in my room."


DJ huffed off. Wordlessly, Brooke shot me an apology, but followed her friend.


I sighed and glanced back into the kitchen. The lid on my pot had started to rattle, signaling that dinner was boiling over whether set to "Lo" or not.


Oh, well.





-- OCTOBER 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"You'd think boys would mature a little bit in four years. But they're the same sex-crazed dorks they were as freshmen in High School," Tammy Toth, one of DJ's little acolytes was saying. "Wiggle your ass a little and they'll follow you anywhere."


"I think you're doing more to invite them than just wiggling your ass," Beth Abelman commented dryly.


"Well, sometimes a girl's gotta make her intentions known to get attention. Especially when Josh won't do anything but gawk at DJ all day," Tammy sighed.


"Hey, I'm not doing anything," DJ protested. "I've told Josh very clearly I don't want a boyfriend right now."


"'Right now'..." Meli Kanemura drawled, complete with air quotes. "There's nothing more enticing to a boy than telling him no 'for now'."


"Is that the secret?" Faye Nguyen laughed. "I guess that whole 'playing hard to get' thing really works. Certainly is turning the trick for you, Brooke."


"I don't know what you're talking about," Ben's little sister replied.


"Really?" Tammy laughed. "Don't tell me you haven't noticed how poor Joel has been following you around like a puppy dog all month."


"I don't know what you're talking about," Brooke repeated, although this time with a guilty look in her eye.


All six of the froshling girls laughed at that, but my attention was drawn to the sound of heavy footsteps coming down the stairs. Ben always managed to clomp throughout the house like a drunken rhino, completely incapable of walking softly. He didn't mean to do it; I just thought it made him that much more of a man.


"What did Jocelyn want, babe?" I asked as my boyfriend returned to the living room.


Ben winced. "It's nothing really ... Already told her I wasn't interested."


I recognized the look on his face. The issue at hand was private, and knowing Jocelyn and the Tri-Delts, most likely sexual. Glancing back at the younger girls, I directed Ben to move into the kitchen for some privacy.


"Wasn't interested in what?" I queried once we were alone.


"She was inviting us to the Tri-Delt Halloween Party."


I felt a quick surge of hormones and adrenaline at his words. Life had gotten far too tame around here ever since Viktoriya broke things off with Ben. It's not that I needed to have a sex slave per se. But I'd gotten addicted to the power rush of manipulating the strong, older woman like putty in my hands. Doing so fed the selfish desires I kept bottled away, but did so in a controlled environment with someone that I knew could handle it.


Kim, on the other hand, was very fragile. If you asked me, she wasn't a submissive so much as she was an innocent who just didn't know any better. The girl was the same age as me, but she'd had far less life experience when it came to boys and sex. I hadn't come out and asked her point blank, but I got the distinct impression she'd been a virgin before getting to college. Heck, Ben might've been Kim's first man when Adrienne blindfolded him and brought both Grace and her into their bedroom. She was an innocent, and the one time I tried to take charge of her and be the Domme, I couldn't bring myself to do it. I was scared I'd actually hurt her.


But a Tri-Delt was another matter. Ben had a way of attracting the horniest sluts the way a candle flame attracted moths. Put him in the middle of a party that revolved around dressing these sluts up in the skimpiest of sexy costumes, and we'd be guaranteed to find a few girls to put to sleep with smiles on their faces and cum dripping out of their holes.


"Ooh, let's go!" I exclaimed enthusiastically.


Ben looked surprised. "Seriously?"


I nodded.


"You said Jocelyn invited 'us', right?"


Still perplexed, Ben nodded. "Uh, yeah."


"So you won't have any hang-ups about leaving me behind."


"We've been over this. You know how the night will turn out if I go over there. I'm not that guy anymore. I love you."


I rolled my eyes. "Oh, I KNOW you love me. Love is love. Sex is just sex. And I know we're not going to love each other any less if you boink a few pretty brains out. It's been a long time since you've had some variety, anyway."


"Variety? Have you been around me this past month? I've got plenty of variety right in this house."


"That's not what I mean and you know it." Brooke, DJ, and Kim didn't count. They weren't 'variety'. They were the norm. It was fun playing with my sisters and occasionally (though less and less frequently) with Kim. But while they were all sexy and beautiful girls, none of them really satisfied my carnal lusts. After quite literally years of watching Ben plow his way through a veritable field of hot college coeds, living my little Suzy Homemaker life of boring monotony with Ryan, I was itching to run a little wild.


"C'mon, you telling me the idea of a little fresh pussy doesn't stir your interest?" I asked with my hand on top of his crotch. Fuck, the idea of fresh pussy stirred MY interest. And from the way Ben's cock grew beneath my palm, I knew it did for him as well.


I arched an eyebrow and smirked. "See?"


"I don't know..." Ben moaned. His conscience was getting in the way again.


"C'mon, it'll be fun," I encouraged. "Remember 'fun'?"


Ben sighed. "The last time you told me that, we ended up getting stoned at Chevelle's place. And that night didn't turn out so great."


I frowned for a moment, thinking of that night. When Chevelle was moving in on Ben, and Tito was moving in on me, my first instinct was to surrender to the pleasure and just let it happen. That swinging four way could have been spectacular.


But I'd immediately realized I couldn't do it. Giving in, letting sweaty, stoned-out-of-his-mind Tito seduce me into raw, earthy, tantric sex would have been glorious ... but it would have been selfish. I wanted Tito for me, and I'd told myself I wouldn't be that person anymore. I did love my Ben, and I KNEW he couldn't stand the thought of Tito laying a finger on me in an intimate way. Even though I wanted to ... I couldn't.


Just then, I realized what Ben had just said. He'd read my mind, and I reveled in the momentary reminder of our special connection. "I never actually told you that out loud."


"But you thought it."


"Yeah, I did," I said with a smile.


But back to the point at hand. I had to convince Ben to take us to the Tri-Delt party. "First of all, there won't be any Tito's present. Yeah, there will be guys there. But I'm telling you point blank: I won't have a thing to do with them. You're my everything, Ben. I've fucked other guys. I no longer have any curiosities about what it might be like to be with another man, because I've been with you, and I KNOW that there's no other male on this planet that can make me feel the way you do..."


Really, as exciting as it might be to have a strange cock in my cunt, Ben was The Master of Sex. He knew my body more intimately than I did, and I was more certain that only he was capable of giving me the most spectacular of spectacular orgasms than I was certain that the Sun would rise in the morning. It was one of the chief reasons that I had to hang onto him and ensure that our relationship stood the test of time.


Another reason I had to keep him was because Ben thought like me. Even if I didn't have to explain myself in words, he got me. "No other male..." he drawled.


I stood up straight and beamed at my boyfriend, already imagining the fresh pussy we were gonna have. "You DO get me."


"I do." Ben chuckled as if in disbelief. "I just don't quite get it: We both know you would've pitched a fit if Ryan wanted to bang some other girl. And I know you've got an open mind about this and all, but I seem to remember you telling Adrienne that in her shoes, you wouldn't let me out quite so much. Don't we have enough extra ... uh, marital ... activities?"


"We have some fun with the girls, yeah. And Kim and Viktoriya. But as for letting you out ... I dunno. I was a different person back then. YOU were a different person. Freshman Ben couldn't wait to tap every possible girl around you, but Junior Ben has got his libido in check on his own. I'm not worried about you losing your head about this." I laughed. "Look at us now! I'm the one trying to talk you into getting out more."


"This is just so weird."


"Come on. I'm giving you permission. For one night at least, let's get a little wild. I've heard the stories about you and Adrienne just exploding some poor girl's mind, but I've never actually seen you in action with these sorority girls. I'm getting wet just thinking about it right now." And I was. I was already soaked, and my horny mind was spinning so fast that I was tempted to grab one of those poor froshling girls out in the living room and drag them upstairs.


"Okay, you've convinced me. We'll go. I just don't want you to be thinking you have to set me free or run wild or anything. Maybe monogamy isn't in my DNA, but the ability to love you and only you IS."


I giggled, quickly pecking Ben's lips and then tapping his forehead condescendingly. He still didn't get it. No matter, as long as I was getting my way. "Silly boy. I'm not going to the Tri-Delt Halloween party just for you. That house is full of hot chicks that I find quite bangable, and you're my ticket into their panties. I'm doing this for ME!"


We laughed together, happier than we'd been in weeks. At least I was already feeling happier than I'd ever been since Viktoriya told Ben she was cutting us off. I was quite literally hopping in anticipation for the Tri-Delt party, so I slipped my hand into Ben's back pocket and pulled out his shiny new Motorola RAZR. "Good. Now call Jocelyn back right away. I can't wait for this party!"





-- NOVEMBER 2004, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Clean me out, bitch," I barked, jerking on Andie Holland's bottle-blonde ponytail.


"Mmm..." the 19-year-old Tri-Delt moaned as she shoved her nose into my sweaty crotch. That sharp nose rubbed up against my overstimulated clit, sending little starbursts of pleasure rocketing up my pleasure nerves and into my brain. A second later, her snake-like tongue slithered along my stretched-open channel, lapping up some of my boyfriend's spunk and sucking it back into her mouth.


"Fuck, yeah," I breathed, letting my head fall back against the pillows behind me. I stretched out my limbs, easing my muscle tension after spending the last three minutes desperately clutching Ben's body atop mine as he finished fucking me to an explosive orgasm before filling me up with his hot, creamy load.


Ben himself was lying on his back beside me, his head turned toward mine so that we could stare at each other with mirrored goofy expressions of satisfaction. While Andie slurped away at my cunt, Jocelyn and Lakhi were giving him a dual blowjob, licking up the sides of his cock at the same time and sharing his head between their mouths.


Two hours ago, the three Sorority sisters had shown up on our doorstep proclaiming that we didn't need any Chi Omegas to help satisfy our carnal urges. Should we so desire, the Tri-Delts were always at our service.


Thirty minutes later, as I felt Lakhi shove a strap-on dildo into my ass while I rode up and down Andie's strap-on, I knew Ben and I would be taking the girls up on their offer more than a few times this year. All that I needed to be complete was my boyfriend, and presently, Andie licked off the remaining girlcum from his dick and pointed him at me.


My boyfriend climbed onto the bed, aiming his cock into my open mouth. Andie came over and bent to lick at my distended nipples. And as I felt myself being surrounded by pleasure from four different sides, I screamed in unholy ecstasy.


It was good to be me.





"Ben! We need to talk."


Brooke's voice shattered the relative quiet of the house. I'd been in the kitchen with Bert, trying to teach him the basics of cooking for himself. He didn't plan on living with his parents forever, but he wasn't so good with the concept of boiling water, either. Well, everyone has to start somewhere.


Bert and I poked our heads out to see that my boyfriend's little sister was leaning against the archway between the living room and the hallway, her backpack still slung over one shoulder as she folded her arms across her chest and glared at her brother, who was sitting on the couch. DJ stood behind her, doing her best to look invisible.


Ben frowned and looked back at me, as if I knew why the hell Brooke was pissed at him. I just gave him a blank look and shrugged.


Ben turned back to his sister. "What's up?"


"I need to talk to you," she sighed, clearly vexed.


Ben got up and followed Brooke back into her bedroom. And Bert and I walked out to join Gwen and Robin at the dining table.


"What was that all about?" Robin asked, looking at me.


"You've got me," I shrugged, then raised my eyebrows at DJ.


My little sister was approaching the table and set her bag down. Sighing heavily, she gave me a look and said, "Some guys have been giving her a hard time."


I frowned. "Brooke's a big girl. She's never had a problem taking care of herself."


DJ shook her head. "It's because she's Ben's little sister. More to the point, because she's 'Big Ben's' little sister."


"Huh?"


DJ sighed. "Well for starters, there have been a bunch of girls coming up to talk to both of us, but her mostly, about how to get in Ben's good graces. They want us to give him their phone number or tell them where he's at so they can come by and flirt with him."


"I feel you," Gwen chimed in and looked over at Robin. "Same has been happening to us. The girls either think that we're fucking him too, or at least that we're his friends and that being nice to us will help their cause. It's annoying, but not the worst thing in the world."


DJ shook her head. "What are worse are the guys. Some of them are going after Brooke pretty hard, thinking that she's got his sex genes. They make rude comments about how she must be such a nympho or that she can't go to sleep at night without swallowing cum, and they offer to be her next meal."


"Oh my GAWD," Robin gaped.


"Who?" Bert challenged almost angrily.


I glanced at Bert, smiling a little at his protectiveness. DJ shook her head dismissively. "Doesn't matter. Just random guys."


"This 'Big Ben' thing is starting to get out of hand," Robin stated disapprovingly.


"Oh, it'll blow over," I reasoned, waving a hand before looking at me. "The rumor mill spins wildly for now, but by next week it'll be on to the next thing."


"Maybe," DJ reasoned. "But in the meantime, can you talk to him? Maybe you guys should tone things down a bit, alright? It's not like the guy doesn't get laid enough." She waggled her eyebrows suggestively before collecting her bag and then heading back for her room.


When she was gone, Robin sighed and shook her head reproachfully. "I like Ben, I really do. He's sweet and totally loyal, and he's my friend. But he sure can be a horndog, and it's starting to have an effect on the rest of us."


"To be fair," Gwen said quietly, glancing over at me. "This isn't all BEN'S fault."


I furrowed my eyebrows. "Why are you looking at me?"


Gwen gave me a disapproving look. "Don't act like you're a total innocent in all this. I've been around here enough to see what goes on. You're encouraging him."


"What do you mean?"


Gwen raised her eyebrows knowingly. "Ben's not the one going after all these girls. You are."


I blushed and nervously glanced at my crew. Brooke and DJ obviously knew the extent of Ben's and my sex life, but it hadn't been something that frequently came up in polite conversation with these friends.


Gwen looked over at Robin and Bert before coming back to me. "We're not judging, but I think all of us know that you're bisexual. Now it doesn't bother me. You've been my friend since grade school, and you're totally respectful that I don't swing that way. Right, Robin?"


Robin blushed even pinker than I did, embarrassed at the direction of this conversation. But she still nodded.


Gwen looked back at me and said, "If you ask me, I'd say that you were the one pushing Ben to arrange all these hookups. You certainly were eager for that Halloween party. Bert told us that you got Ben to hook up with those Chi Omega girls. And now Kim's been telling me about your project teammate Chevelle."


Blushing furiously, I started down at the tabletop. "What are you trying to say?"


"I'm not trying to say anything," Gwen explained. "But if Brooke and DJ are really upset about this, you shouldn't let your boyfriend take all the heat."


"We're not doing anything wrong," I said defensively.


"I didn't say you were. What you and Ben do is your business. As far as I can tell, nobody is getting hurt." Gwen blushed and looked down. "Heck, if I weren't 100% straight, I think I'd be angling to get in line with the other girls for another crack at you and your boyfriend."


"Gwen!" Robin smacked her friend in the shoulder.


"What, like you wouldn't, too?" Gwen shot back.


"Can we not talk about my ex like this?" Bert whimpered.


"I guess I'm just saying that you both need to think about how your actions are impacting the rest of us. We're your friends, which means that sometimes the shit coming at you hits us on the way. It's almost enough to make us not want to hang out here anymore."


I sighed. "I'm sorry. I never meant for things to get out of hand. Really, Ben and I haven't even had that many hookups."


"Sometimes it's quality, not quantity," Robin said quietly. A second later, she blushed and gawked at us as if she couldn't believe she'd just said that out loud.


"I just wanted to have some fun," I said mournfully.


"I'm not saying you can't," Gwen said appeasingly. "But weren't you and Ben starting to settle down?"


I shook my head vehemently and threw my hands up in annoyance. "Why does everyone think I'm settling down? It's not like we're married or anything."


"Hey, hey," Gwen raised her hands and made calming gestures. "I didn't mean anything by that. It's just, we noticed that you two are spending more and more time alone together and less with us. We're starting to feel left out."


Robin nodded. "You never come out with us anymore, to go shopping or whatever."


"Oh, I'm sorry," I said apologetically. "I was in my honeymoon phase with Ben and I didn't realize-"


"It's okay. We're not mad," Gwen explained. "We just miss you."


I took a deep breath. "I'll talk to Ben. I'm not saying we'll stop having our fun, but maybe we can figure out a way to cut down on the collateral damage to you guys. And I WILL make the effort to spend more time with you guys. You're my friends."


"Friends," Robin smiled. "Sounds good."





-- THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 25, 2004, THANKSGIVING --



"Dinner won't be ready for hours," I commented quietly, leaning in between Ben and Adrienne. "Why don't you two use my room to get ... reacquainted?"


Ben's eyebrows rose and he glanced over at me. Really? he asked with his eyes.


Adrienne shot a glance over to my Dad with some concern.


I grinned and shook my head. I got things covered, I told them both with my eyes. Immediately, I vaulted over the backrest and slid down into my spot on the couch. "So Dad," I began conversationally. "Can you explain to me this 'illegal formation' thing again?"


Dad just smirked, knowing full well that I knew full well about illegal formations. With a sparkle in his blue eyes, he glanced over to Ben and Adrienne, greeting, "Hello, Adrienne."


"Hi, Mr. Evans," she replied nervously.


Dad smiled and turned back to the TV. And with a dismissive wave over his shoulder, he added, "Goodbye, Adrienne."


I looked back to see Adrienne beaming as Ben grabbed her hand. "Goodbye, Mr. Evans." And then the young lovers were racing for the stairs.


A few minutes later, we hit a commercial break. I got up, telling Dad I'd bring us some more finger foods, and then went back to the kitchen. DJ and Brooke were giggling about something at the dining table, and Mom was still busy preparing the turkey.


"That was a nice thing you did," Mom commented, popping her eyes upward. We couldn't actually hear anything, but I was sure both of us could envision the pounding my boyfriend was giving Adrienne right about now.


I blushed. I didn't imagine many mothers in this world would ever compliment their daughter on helping her boyfriend go fuck another girl. But then, I've got a pretty special mom. Smiling to myself, I shrugged and said, "I just want to see him happy."


"He'd be happier if you were up there with them."


I shook my head, still a little in disbelief that Mom had just said that. I'd long known my parents were pretty open about sex, and rather permissive with their daughters having sex lives without significant interference from them. But it was one thing to know your parents were aware of your activities, and quite another to be openly encouraging them. I chuckled and marveled, "Did you really just tell me to go upstairs and have a threesome?"


Mom shrugged. "You're a grown woman now. I know you can handle talking about this. Or are you still worried about cooties?"


"Of course not." I snorted. So surrendering to the conversation, I shrugged and pointed upstairs. "I don't need to be up there. It's been a long time since Ben's seen Adrienne, and I know he's missed her terribly. This moment is for them, and them alone."


"That's awfully considerate of you."


"Weren't you just talking about how grown up I've become?"


"Yes." Mom grinned. "But I'm also perfectly aware of the relationship Ben and Adrienne had for years and years. You're not worried about that?"


I shook my head. "They love each other, sure. But if you're asking whether or not I feel threatened by Adrienne, the answer is 'no'. They're not like that. She's really digging this whole 'adoptive sister' thing. And I know Ben wants to be with me in the end."


"I hope so," Mom said with a slight frown.


I frowned as well. "What, are you worried?"


"No, no, of course not. I've seen how happy the two of you are now that you're together. And DJ has even complained about how lovey-dovey the two of you are. DJ won't say it, of course, but I think she feels guilty about taking him away from you every time she wants to sleep with him, so she doesn't approach you guys as often as she would otherwise like."


I frowned. "Really?"


Mom shrugged. "Mother's intuition."


"So then you don't have anything to worry about. We're great," I said with a shrug.


Hearing something in my tone, Mom stopped what she was doing and wiped her hands on a towel. She frowned again, and fixed me with a deep stare.


Feeling like I was under a microscope, I wondered, "What?"


"What's wrong?"


I raised my eyebrows. "Huh? Nothing's wrong."


"Then why don't you seem too happy about the way things are going?"


"I just told you Ben and I are great!"


She shook her head. "The words are there, but the heart isn't. Mother's intuition."


"We're fine," I insisted.


Mom didn't say anything. She just gave me that look, staring me down and waiting me out. And "grown-up" or not, I folded pretty quickly. "Really, we're fine, Mom," I insisted.


"But..." she led me.


"But..." I sighed, turning away for a moment and looking out the doorway into the living room. Something had happened on TV and Dad was raising his arms exultantly. I then glanced up at the ceiling, momentarily wondering what my boyfriend was doing to Adrienne right now.


"Dawn, you can talk to me," Mom said gently.


"Ben just seems so ... settled. It's like he's lived this rich and varied life. He's had his wild and crazy moments. He's survived all the excitement and just wants some peacefulness now."


"Well, from what Beth has told me over the past few years, that's almost exactly what he's gone through. But he has you now. Everything is perfect." Mom smiled and stared off to nowhere.


I raised my eyebrows at the serene expression on Mom's face. "You, too?"


"What?"


I chuckled and shook my head. "I'll bet you're thrilled with how things have turned out. You've told me from the time I was a kid that Ben and I would be together, and now it's coming true. We'll get married, unite the two families, and give you cute little grandchildren that both you and Ben's mom can share."


Mom giggled cutely while still staring off in the distance. "Well, yes, you could say I'm pretty happy with how things have turned out."


I rolled my eyes. "Don't worry, Mom. I won't screw things up for you."


Mom frowned and gave me that concerned look again. "It's not about screwing things up. Of course I've thought a lot about you and Ben being together in the end. But I'm your mother, and what I want the most is for you to be happy. Are you not happy?"


"I'm happy, I'm happy," I replied, sounding anything but. "I'm just not at the same point in ... settling ... as Ben is. He talks every so often about how living together in that house is like a practice run for when we're married and growing old together. He talks about coming home from work, maybe playing with the kids, and he's got that same damn faraway look in his eyes that you just did."


Mom frowned. "Is that such a bad thing? I would think you'd be reassured after all the wild things Ben has been through that he's settling down, and settling down for you. I know I feel better to hear you tell me all that."


I shrugged and paced away, picking up the tray of hors d'oeuvres Mom had prepared. "It's great, Mom," I said with a sigh. "It's great."


"Don't be sarcastic with me, young lady," Mom admonished, stopping me dead in my tracks. "What's wrong? Tell me."


I shrugged, not even sure how to answer myself. Conceptually, everything should be perfect. "Nothing's wrong ... It's just ... I'm only twenty, you know? I'm happy with Ben. Really, I'm thrilled that after everything we've been through, we're finally together. I just think it's a little soon to have my whole life ahead of me mapped out, alright? Ben's ready to settle down, great. Me? I ... I just want to enjoy two more years of college, okay?"


"Okay." Mom nodded. "I'm sorry if I make you feel pressured. Of course I've always dreamed about you and Ben being together, and now that it's happening I'm a little excited. But it's not my life to live, and I don't mean to rush you. You're still young, you still have your whole life ahead of you. You should enjoy your youth while you can."


I nodded, hefting the tray once again. "Thanks, Mom."


She smiled and gestured upward. "Just know that even though Ben's up there with Adrienne right now, his heart is still with you."


I smiled. "I know. That's why I was okay to send him up there in the first place."





-- FRIDAY, DECEMBER 31, 2004, NEW YEAR'S EVE --



"Maybe it's better this way. Maybe they're right, and they settled down too fast. Neither of them knew what life could be like without the other, and if they'd gone through with it, their marriage would have suffered," I rationalized, watching Ben's hometown go by as we drove off for the New Year's Eve party.


"Possibly. Megan certainly seems to think so." Ben sighed regretfully. Having seen two of his best friends walk away from the wedding altar, I knew he had been especially contemplative for the past two days. He was terrified that Daniel and Elaine were an example of what was happening to us, and to be honest, so was I.


"So things could work out," I said hopefully. "They can see other people, live the single life a little bit. And through that, they'll realize what they were missing and come back together that much stronger. Kind of like us."


Please be true, I thought to myself. I HAVE to believe people can last through something like this.


Ben smiled warmly at me. "Like us?"


"You went and had your relationship ups and downs," I explained. "I was with Ryan. But now we have each other again."


"We do." Ben nodded confidently, and that seemed to be the end of that. My affirmation that we had each other once again washed away all his fears, and I knew his mind was now at peace.


But mine wasn't. I stared out the window, thinking about my life up until this point. I thought about our parents' expectations: for me to marry Ben, unite the families, and give them shared grandchildren. Whether Mom intended to or not, she put a lot of pressure on me to make her dream come true. I put a lot of pressure on myself as well to make this work. But every time I thought about settling down, I got sick to my stomach.


The reality was that I was more like Daniel and Elaine than I cared to realize. They'd only ever truly loved one person in their lives, but when faced with the intimidating prospect of "forever", they'd both buckled. Neither of them was ready, and they hadn't been able to quiet their fears before having everything explode in spectacular fashion at the public spectacle of their own aborted wedding.


Sure, Ben had gone through his relationship ups and downs. He'd never disclosed his "number" to me, and I hadn't asked, but I knew with dead certainty that it was north of thirty. Thirty women he'd bedded. More likely forty. Or hell, even fifty, especially after the first semester we'd had. Fuck, I didn't want to know.


Not even counting his conquests, I knew he'd had eight girlfriends, from Megan Kwan to Cadence Carmichael. Me? I'd had three, and Mark Everson didn't count anymore, so really it was just two. I could also count the number of men I'd voluntarily bedded: five. What were five men compared to eight girlfriends and fifty-odd conquests?


Ben had certainly lived his life. He'd gone wild and experienced all there was to experience. He could now settle down knowing he'd sown his oats and had all the life experiences anyone could want. But what about me? I was still young, and I still felt like I hadn't had enough FUN yet.


Was it too late? Was it my time to settle? Did this mean I never would get to go out and do all the things I might want to do? What was my alternative, break up with Ben and lose him forever? No thank you. I was in the perfect relationship, with the perfect man, just like I'd always dreamed. Everyone was expecting me to live my fairy tale romance, and I had no interest in letting them down.


But I might always regret the things I never tried.


I felt Ben staring at me, a look of worry on his face. I frowned and asked, "What?"


Ben asked softly, "What about you?"


"What about me?"


"Have ... have YOU had enough experiences outside of me?"


"What do you mean?" I asked, stalling for time even though I knew exactly what he meant. I didn't know the answer myself, and I wasn't sure I wanted to have this conversation right now. How far away was Megan's house? I hoped it was close so that I wouldn't have to deal with this conversation much longer.


"You're not ready to settle down yet, are you?" he asked finally. Like he'd been inside my head, experiencing all my rioting thoughts with me, he went on to talk about how he'd lived a wild and crazy life, but perhaps I hadn't. He referenced Megan, explaining how she'd broken up with her long-time boyfriend because she hadn't experienced enough on her own yet.


"I'm not Megan," I said defensively. Summoning up all my love for Ben, I explained, "I'm not worried about living the rest of my life with 'only' you. I love you. You're my soulmate. And someday, we WILL be married with kids and all that."


"Someday," Ben agreed. "But not now."


"What are you saying?" I asked, too scared to hope he might truly understand.


"I'm saying that I don't want to be an impediment to you getting all the unique and varied experiences that you might want," Ben stated with a quiet confidence that set my heart racing. "I don't want us to ever break up because you feel like I'm trapping you, or restricting you from trying the things you really want to try. You know Daniel told me one of the reasons why he couldn't get married yet was because Elaine wouldn't let him skydive just once?"


I laughed, "I don't want to go skydiving."


"But if you did ... I would want you to."


I shook my head defensively. Even though Ben was saying exactly what I was feeling inside, I felt ... guilty ... about it.


I shouldn't be having these thoughts of wanting more. They're self-serving, completely selfish. Ben is a GREAT boyfriend. He's given up so much to be with you, he's dedicated himself to you. He loves you more than anything. How can you even THINK of wanting more than him?



"It's like you think I have a problem with our current relationship," I chided. "I don't. I'm happy."


I'm happy.



I'm happy.



I'm happy.



"And I want to make sure you stay that way," Ben stated firmly, then took on an expression of profound regret. "I lost Adrienne and Cadence because they felt like I was taking away their freedom. I want you to know that you have every freedom you've given me. And I promise I'll stand by you no matter what."


There. He said it.


Ben had more or less given me carte blanche to do whatever I wanted. He voiced the things I'd been thinking about in regards to his far more varied past and my relative inexperience. He told me flat out he didn't want to stand in my way of trying new things. And he promised he'd stand by me, that even my running wild a little bit wouldn't break us up.


Instantly, my eyes softened and I looked at my boyfriend like he was an angel. After all, wasn't he? Hadn't he just told me he'd let me live my life, gain my experiences, and stand by me no matter what? In a single conversation, he'd said everything I could have DREAMED of.


Suddenly, I wished we weren't so close to Megan's house. With the proclamation Ben had just given me, I was more inclined to make him pull over so I could fuck him raw in the back seat.


But the light turned green, and we continued on our way. Instead, I put my hand on his thigh and leaned in to kiss his cheek. "Thank you," I said. "I love you, Ben."


He smiled and reached a hand up to caress my face. "I love you, too."


The night was still young. I'd find another way to properly thank him before we went to sleep.





"No!" I screeched in anguish. Quickly, I grabbed Heidi's hips and flung her aside, digging my heels down to stand up off the couch.


It had been an incredible night, and I'd found a way to thank my boyfriend. After leaving Megan's New Year's Eve party, I'd set him up to fuck the everlasting shit out of two beautiful, busty strippers tonight. He'd plowed redheaded Sydney with her glorious Double-D tits into unconsciousness, and then did the same to the even prettier curly blonde Heidi.


Now it was my turn. My boyfriend had been true to his word, allowing me my freedom to have this experience tonight. If you asked this morning whether or not I believed Ben would be okay with me fucking another man, I would have told you flat out 'no'. Then again, if you'd asked ME if I wanted to fuck another man, I'd have told you 'no'. But even then, I'd have been lying to myself just a little. It wasn't that I thought any one man could measure up to my Ben as a lover. They couldn't. Wasn't possible. But I'd long known that my boyfriend only had one dick, and the reality was that I had three different holes that I loved to feel penetrated.


Now I was getting two. Well, at least I'd been getting two until that bitch Sydney had pulled Kenny out of my cunt and mounted him for herself. Not anymore. I pounced across the room and shoved interloper Sydney aside. And quickly, I took her place by sinking down onto Kenny's pole in a cowgirl position. But I wasn't done yet.


"BEN!" I screamed, my voice filled with need. I humped Kenny like a rabbit on speed until my boyfriend got behind me and grabbed my hips. I stopped thrusting, bending over to present him my distended asshole. And I groaned in exquisitely painful pleasure as Ben's thick cock slammed home nearly eight inches up my ass.


"Motherfucking-FUCK!" Sydney yelled as she scrambled back to her feet. I'd thought she would be upset and try to shove me away again to get to one of the only two dicks in the room. But instead, she spun around and dropped to her knees over Kenny's face. He reached up to hold her hips and speared his tongue into her snatch. And feeling bad for shoving her away, I leaned forward to french kiss the redhead while reaching out and squeezing her big titties.


The room filled with urgent grunting sounds. I didn't know where Heidi was, and frankly I didn't care. My cunt and ass were filled with some fourteen inches of cock, and a hot redhead was shoving her tongue down my throat. I was in bisexual heaven.


Ben pounded away at my asshole, stretching me out so wonderfully. Kenny gamely just tried to hang on as I did my best to fuck his penis down to a stub. And at some point, I felt someone's hands pinching my nipples as well.


Fuck, yeaaaahhhh.



Sydney came first, throwing her head back and howling her pleasure to the moon with the now familiar curse-laden invectives. "FUUUUUCK!" she screamed. "MOTHER-SHITTY-FUCKING-FUCK!"


Her voice died out after thirty seconds or so, and she collapsed straight back, falling to the floor with an audible [thump].


Heidi was next, somewhere to my left. She squealed in a muffled, "Eeep!" and then fell to floor as well, twitching from the mild aftershocks.


And then I felt my own orgasm beginning. Like a spark of flame from a match, I felt it alight deep inside my core. The breath of the gods blew down from the heavens and into my body, fueling the flame and causing it to rapidly expand throughout my midsection. Like little ticklish tendrils of pleasure, the flames leaped onto each strand of the nerves running throughout my body, glowing with their intensity as they raced to the outer edges of my limbs. And as the glow ascended into my brain, I threw my head back and screamed, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'M CUMMING!"


In an inferno of white light, the fire exploded out from within me. I felt every muscle in my body tighten all at once, clamping down on the two dicks still sawing their way in and out of my body. "CUMMING!!!" I shrieked, my body jerking twice. And as my entire being trembled in orgasmic ecstasy, I also felt two fireballs of hot, wet lava exploding through my tubes.


"Fuck!" Kenny groaned as he spewed wave after wave of cum up into my pussy.


"Nnn-gahh!" Ben grunted behind me as his dick fired gouts of creamy sperm up my ass.


And all the while, I screamed as the most glorious orgasm I'd had in my entire life shook every cell and molecule in my body down to their nuclear foundations. That sounds like hyperbole, but it's not. Even with all of Ben's Sex God skills, I'd never felt as good as I did this night, experiencing a triple climax and feeling two live, hard, throbbing dicks spurting their scalding hot loads into my body at the same time.


As I lay there, sandwiched between the sweaty bodies of these two men, I knew. Someway, somehow, I HAD to have this feeling again.


And Ben would give it to me. Even if it meant letting another man shove his dick into my body, he would let me. He'd promised. Because he loved me.


And I loved him.





-- JANUARY 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



Heading up Shattuck, the girls and I passed the ugly brown circular structure that covered the escalators for the Downtown Berkeley BART station and turned left on Center Street. Up ahead was Berkeley City College, where our cooking class awaited.


"I still can't believe Ben let you sign up for this class," Gwen commented.


"Why not? It's not like Ben is some super-control freak about locking me down tight and ensuring that I'm always around him."


Robin shook her head. "Maybe, but you seemed pretty locked-down tight all last semester."


I shrugged. "That wasn't Ben's fault. We were honeymooning, and we got a little caught up in each other."


"Honeymooning for eight months?"


I grinned. "Ben's kind of an overachiever that way."


"I'll say," Gwen said dryly with a twinkle in her eye. My mind was filled with innuendo about how long it took to make his pecker go down.


Robin slapped Gwen's arm.


"Seriously, that was all on me. Don't blame Ben. I just wanted to be the perfect girlfriend for him, constantly being his companion and always at the ready for him."


"Always at the ready? No wonder your pussy got so raw you had to send out for reinforcements," Gwen cracked.


"Gwen!" Robin gasped scandalously.


Gwen just giggled as I reached out and smacked her as well. She shot me another grin and sighed. "Well, you are the perfect girlfriend. Everyone can tell. You and Ben ... the way things were always meant to be."


"I know..." I sighed happily, feeling proud at the same time. It was important that everyone saw me as the perfect girlfriend. It was an image I'd worked hard to cultivate, especially after that ugly breakup with Ryan.


But then Gwen shrugged and asked, "So what changed?"


"Changed?"


"Perfect, always-at-the-ready girlfriend is out with us now. So I guess you're no longer at Ben's immediate beck-and-call."


"We talked. We had a nice long discussion about what we both wanted out of the relationship. He told me he didn't need me around as much as I had been, and I told him I felt like I'd been losing touch with you guys. I told him I was trying not to be a selfish bitch, and he told me I wasn't thinking selfishly enough. He's really encouraged me to get out and do my own thing more, and this is just a start."


"Wow ... Kind of an intense discussion it sounds like," Robin marveled. "What brought it on?"


I chuckled. "Professor Ice's class, actually."


"Huh?"


"We were covering the Nash Equilibrium. You remember A Beautiful Mind?"


"You're kidding," Gwen cut in, stopping dead in her tracks.


"What?"


Gwen was shaking her head. "Believe it or not, we're covering the Nash Equilibrium too."


"Huh? You're not taking any Econ classes."


"Nope. It's one of my Psych topical seminars. We're talking about Psychology of Economics, and the Nash Equilibrium is one of them."


"Small world," Robin whistled.


"See, the limit of the equilibrium is that A is making the best decision they can while taking into account B's decision, and B doing the same," Gwen explained.


"Right."


"But it DOESN'T mean that A OR B will be getting what's best for them. In fact, if they can somehow change the other's decisions, they can sometimes improve their own outcomes."


I frowned. "Huh?"


"The economics philosophy says that if Company A knows that Company B is already doing business with Customer X, then Company A should focus on maximizing its profit, which sometimes means stealing Customer X, but often means going after Customer Y or Z or whoever."


"Okay."


Gwen grinned. "But if Company A can somehow get Company B to NOT do business with Customer X, that's a viable strategy as well. Change the opposition's decision-making."


"Huh."


"Looks like you've already done that with Ben," Gwen added.


"What?"


"You're here, aren't you? You weren't last semester."


"That's oversimplifying things." I shook my head. "I didn't have to change Ben's decision-making or anything. I get the distinct impression that he always would have been fine with giving me my own time to do things."


"Whatever. I just think it's funny that both our classes were talking about the same thing. It's all just bullshit anyways. The whole thing is a never-ending loop. Given certain circumstances, here's the best I can get. But if I can change the circumstances, I can maybe get better. So I'm trying to get you to change your strategy, and you're trying to get me to change mine. We're constantly trying to manipulate others to improve our own situations."


"Just like a relationship," Robin commented.


Gwen grinned. "Exactly."


"Hey! I'm not trying to manipulate anything! And I'm sure Ben isn't either."


The girls looked at each other skeptically for two seconds. And then in unison, they turned back to me, "Yeah, right."





-- FEBRUARY 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"I'm not sure I can do this," Ben stated wearily as we went up the stairs and onto the front porch. We'd just returned home from a day of classes, and it was the first Thursday after Ben's rather impromptu trip to Kim's house, posing as her boyfriend.


"Why not? It's just sex," I replied casually.


"It's not just sex. She has feelings for me."


"And don't you have feelings for her?"


"You know I do. That's what makes this harder." Ben sighed and led us into the house.


"I don't get it. You like her, she likes you. What's the problem?"


"What's the problem? I don't want to lead her on any more than I already have. We all know that she wants me as a boyfriend."


I took a deep breath. Here it was: Moment of Truth. The reality was that I'd really enjoyed myself the past couple of months. I got all the benefits of being Ben's girlfriend – great sex, tender affection, and warm cuddling at night – along with all the freedom of a single girl. Seriously, I'd asked Ben over and over and over again if he would be alright with me going out with the girls, and he'd said 'yes' every time.


Cooking class Thursday nights? Of course.


Spend an afternoon gossiping with Gwen and Robin? No problem, he'd call Bert to video game.


Go shopping all of Saturday? He could have some alone time, talk to Adrienne on the phone, or even do chores. Seriously, my man was willing to do chores around the house and let me go out and have fun.


He even let me go to a couple of dance clubs with the girls. I flirted with other guys, enjoyed the little power trip of teasing, and then went home to take out my pent-up arousal on my very studly Sex God Boyfriend. It was a perfect life.


But Ben had shown signs of getting lonely a little bit. The novelty of being able to play video games with Bert was starting to wear off. The Friday Night dinners were a great time for us to bond, but he was starting to miss me on Saturdays. He'd long ago caught up on all the chores and little bits of handyman work around the house, leaving him with nothing left to do. And even though I was sure he didn't mean to, he'd begun to subtly indicate to me that he wanted some of my attention back.


It's not that I was against the idea. Ben was my boyfriend after all, and wasn't I obligated to spend quality time with him? For me to continue wanting to do my own thing would be selfish, wouldn't it?


But then this Kim thing started flaring up. Ever since he went on that "date" with her, I'd seen our pretty roommate really warm up to him. They got to talking a little more, Ben's curiosity about her submissive nature began to peak, and things had culminated in that trip to visit her family.


The whole time, Ben's feeling of loneliness had sort of gone away. He was too occupied to really feel abandoned, which was a good thing for me.


It wasn't that I wanted to keep Ben distracted. I didn't. That would be selfish of me. No, I wanted Ben happy. That was my ultimate goal. He clearly cared about Kim a great deal, enough to pose as her boyfriend in front of her family. I didn't see her as a real threat to me, so ... why not?


I took a deep breath and said, "Yeah, well ... I've been thinking about that for a couple of days. Maybe you should."


"Should what?"


"Make Kim your girlfriend."


"Uh, I already HAVE a girlfriend," Ben stated the obvious. He opened his arms to me for a cuddle.


Grinning, I turned my back to him and spooned myself in the crook of his shoulder. "I meant adding Kim as a second girlfriend."


"What?" Ben gave me a look of outright shock at my suggestion.


"I'm serious. I've thought about it, and I really wouldn't mind. I love you, babe. You're my soulmate. You were the beginning of my love life and you will be the end of it, my alpha and omega. We will always have each other. I just think that for right now, at the relationship stage we're in, there's room for her, too."


Ben disagreed. We argued a bit over the depth of Kim's feelings for him, with me contending that Kim just wanted stability and trust, and Ben claiming that she wanted to marry him and bear his children. I thought that was a little extreme, and I told him so.


Ben also protested that he couldn't have two girlfriends. I knew he'd had three-way relationships before, and told him so. But Ben cited those relationships failures as reasons never to do them again.


"Megan and Cassidy were best friends," he explained. "They were really, really close to each other, and sharing me bonded them even more. That's not the case with you and Kim. Honestly, I'm worried you two would be more like Adrienne and Paige."


Ben seriously looked scared by the possibility. His panicked expression was so cute that I couldn't help giggling a bit. "I'm not going to fall in love with another woman. Or were you thinking I'm the 'Paige' in this scenario?"


Ben shook his head, perhaps knowing better than to associate me with Paige. I didn't really hold a grudge against the petite redhead anymore, but that didn't mean I wanted him to think of me like he did her.


He pondered about everything we had said for a long while, lost in his thoughts. I let him simmer for a bit, knowing that he just needed time to work out some of the kinks in his brain.


But eventually, he asked, "Why would you want me to do this? You're my one and only right now. What benefit could there possibly be for you if I add a second girlfriend?"


I bit my lip and turned away from him. For some reason, Gwen's analysis of Nash's Equilibrium jumped right into the forefront of my brain. She'd said a relationship was a never-ending cycle of manipulation, each party trying to accomplish the best outcome for themselves, sometimes taking into account the other's strategy, and sometimes trying to CHANGE the other's strategy for their own benefit.


But I wasn't doing that. I wasn't being selfish. How could suggesting Ben take on another girlfriend be selfish, right? Yeah, I would benefit by having more "Dawn-time", but that was really just a happy coincidence. This was me being gracious, sacrificing some of the intimacy my boyfriend gave me and allowing him to share it with someone else, someone who really needed him.


I glanced back at Ben and shrugged. "Nothing for me directly, I guess. But overall, I think that we would be happier."


"What do you mean?"


I told Ben about how I'd gotten to talking to Bert a few weeks ago about Utilitarianism. I explained to Ben how he and I were in a collective together, and how I valued his benefits as much as I valued my own. Therefore, if making Kim one of his girlfriends improved his benefits, then I as part of the collective benefitted as well.


Ben argued that making Kim a girlfriend would bring her into OUR collective, which flustered me a bit, since that wasn't what I wanted. I still wanted to think of it as MY collective with Ben and Ben alone, with Kim only a side thing to keep him happy.


I started to feel frustrated that I couldn't get him to see my point of view ... at least ... not in a way that made me look selfish. I didn't want to manipulate him per se. I just wanted him to understand what I wanted.


Changing tactics, I tried to just tell him how happy I was with the direction our relationship had gone. "Look, let me just put it this way: I appreciate you giving me my freedoms. You don't know how reassuring it is to know that I can go out and spend time with my friends and pursue these outside interests without losing you. So many other people in committed relationships feel trapped because they want to do other things, but feel like they can't."


"I don't want to become another Daniel/Elaine," he said with clear worry.


"I know, I know. And we won't," I assured him. "But even knowing you've given me permission, and have shown absolute devotion to wait for me to be ready to settle down ... I still feel a little guilty about it."


"About what?"


"About leaving you alone. I love you, and I don't want you to feel abandoned. So while I've been out there, doing my own thing, I've been telling myself that at least you have Kim waiting for you at home. Sure, she has her own friends too, but ... well ... I mean at least on Thursdays, when I'm gone for three hours with this cooking class, I know that you have your night with Kim and I don't feel so guilty. Does that make sense?"


Ben grimaced. "Uh, this sounds awfully like Adrienne sending Paige to me so that she could be with Grace."


No-no-no-no-no, I immediately thought in worry. That's the LAST thing I want you to be thinking.


"It's not," I said quickly. "I'm not leaving you, and I'm not trying to just 'occupy' you for my own ulterior motives."


But aren't you? My conscience asked. You just said you felt obligated to spend quality time with him, but that having Kim to distract him would free you up for "Dawn-time".


Shut up, I told my brain.


"Really ... I just..." I began, trying to think of something to say. "I like doing my own thing a bit, and I like knowing that someone else is there to take care of you while I'm gone, okay?"


Ben measured my words, then took a deep breath and pulled me around so that we could hug each other face-to-face.


I squeezed him tightly, burying my nose into his shoulder. "I love you, Ben. Forever."


"I know. And you don't need to feel guilty about leaving me to go to a cooking class or whatever. I can do just fine on my own."


See! I crowed victoriously to my conscience. He's FINE.


"Does that mean you're going to continue avoiding Kim?" I asked.


Ben took a deep breath. "No. Actually, I think you've managed to point out one very important thing to me about Kim."


"What's that?"


"The only reason I'm resisting the idea of making Kim a second girlfriend is because she's not worthy of you. I can't wrap my head around the idea of giving her the same title as I give you, because that would mean I cared about her as much as I do you. You're unique. You're special. You are one and only."


I smiled, flattered by his praise. It still felt good to be Number One.


"But I considered it," he continued. "I really did consider it. I do care a lot about Kim, and even if I'm not willing to put that 'girlfriend' title on her, we still have a very special relationship. I can't deny that to her. I can't keep avoiding her. She deserves better than that."


I nodded, seeing that even if he wasn't going to attach the 'girlfriend' label to her, Kim would continue to be a great distraction ... I mean... special person in his life. In any case, he would continue to share a lot of quality time with Kim, and I could still have my "Dawn-time".


Feeling that it was Mission: Accomplished, I smiled and replied, "Okay."





"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." I kissed my boyfriend before hoisting my purse strap over my shoulder as I descended the porch steps and headed for the driveway, putting the key into the door lock for my old Chevy and wishing for the umpteenth time I could buy a new car, or at least one that had remote entry.


I'd made plans with the girls to spend the day hanging out in the City. Ben would have let me take the Mustang, but he was picking up Kim from her father's house in Sunnyvale to go on a "date" for the day. Five minutes later, I pulled up outside Gwen's and Robin's apartment. Thirty minutes after that, we were pulling into a parking garage outside Fisherman's Wharf.


The girls and I played tourist for a couple of hours. We had sourdough bread bowls at Chowders on Pier 39. We threw crackers at the Sea Lions. And we window shopped for trinkets up and down Jefferson Street.


Well, we mostly window shopped. We bought a few things here and there, from a classic "I Heart SF" t-shirt for Robin to one a little more sexually suggestive for Gwen. I bought a half Oakland A's/half San Francisco Giants baseball cap for Ben, intending to force my Anaheim Angel's-fan boyfriend to wear it. And I was also thinking of buying him a T-shirt when I changed my mind at the last minute.


"Hang on, lemme put this back," I told my girlfriends, head-nodding toward the back of the store.


"Just leave it here," Gwen said, gesturing to a nearby clothes rack with a varied assortment of other shirts.


I raised my eyebrows. "This look like a Nordstrom's to you? There's no array of sales staff that's going to arrange everything properly at the end of the night."


Robin shook her head at Gwen. "Just leave her. You know she'd put it back where she found it even if we WERE at Nordstrom's."


I smiled and snaked my way through the store to put the T-shirt back onto its original rack. It was a minor annoyance to Gwen, but it was just the way I was. I didn't cut corners. I didn't slack off. Whether it meant finishing my homework by showing all lines of work or taking the extra time to put something back where it belonged, it was what I did. Sure, a part of me wanted to be noble, to save some underpaid employee from having to figure out where this stupid T-shirt really belonged. But even more, I had an image to protect. People expected me to be the "perfect" Dawn. I was mature, wise, and for lack of a better word ... complete. No one could ever complain that I didn't pull my own weight or do the right thing, and that was important to me.


And if Gwen had to wait an extra thirty seconds for me to put something away, well ... she was used to it.


"Can we GO now?" she asked when I returned.


"After you," I gestured sweetly, ever polite.


Gwen caught the glint in my eye, the teasing sparkle. Chuckling to herself, she just rolled her eyes and went the way I'd gestured.





-- MARCH 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Mmm-wah! Bye, babe." I kissed my boyfriend before hoisting my backpack over my shoulder and turning in the direction of my next class. Ben waved to me as I left, then turned around and headed in the opposite direction.


I got about twenty feet away before I heard footsteps running up behind me. And I glanced back to see Bert pulling up alongside. "Hey, Dawn," he began.


"Hey. Don't you have an Xbox date with my boyfriend?"


Bert grimaced and shook his head. "Uh, no, actually. Told me he was going to be busy with something. You wouldn't happen to know what it is, would you?"


Actually, I did, though I'd momentarily forgotten given Ben's and Bert's regularly scheduled gaming sessions. Ever since Ben had decided to step up and become a "Master" to Kim the way she really wanted, the two had been spending more and more time together working out the details of that relationship. But it wasn't something easily spoken of in polite company. "Uh, well Ben has some private things going on lately."


Bert nodded. "I know. Thing is ... uh ... I wasn't sure how to ask you this," he fumbled. "I mean, I figure that you already know, because Ben wouldn't keep a secret from you. But if you don't already know, then I might be ratting out my best friend and-"


"Bert," I cut him off, stopping in my tracks a holding a hand up to his face. "Spit it out."


Bert pouted, looking like a wounded puppy. "Well, it seems to me that Kim has had some private things going on lately, too. I was just wondering if the two were connected."


"Oh, well..." I began awkwardly. Without thinking about it, I started walking toward class again, and Bert followed after me.


"You DO know, then," he said matter-of-factly. "So they're hooking up now?"


I glanced over. "You know Ben."


"And you don't mind?"


"Mind? No, not at all."


"Even though you're not there? Hookups are one thing, and I don't mean to pry, but don't you usually do them together?"


I arched an eyebrow. Bert was actually quite familiar with Ben's and my sex life. Some things – like Brooke and possibly DJ – he still didn't know. But the guy had been around enough to witness the rather unusual relationship I had with my boyfriend. "Kim is ... a special situation," I explained.


"What do you mean? Exactly." Bert emphasized the word 'exactly' with some serious force, and I got the distinct impression this went beyond mere curiosity. The simple fact was that Bert had been not-so-secretly crushing on Kim for the majority of the year. He'd even hung out with her group of biker-nerds just to be around her. But she'd rebuffed his attempts enough times to get the message across that she wasn't interested, and for a while it seemed like he would be content to just be friends.


Given Kim's submissive demeanor and Viktoriya's "ownership", we'd kept the sexual nature of our relationships with Kim on the down low, with as much discretion as we gave Ben's relationship with Brooke. Our crew of friends never knew that Ben and Kim had been sleeping together since the summer, but in the last few weeks or so, everyone could tell that the two had started becoming very close, especially after Viktoriya abolished the "Thursdays-only" rule.


"You know, I think that sort of thing should be private between them," I said finally. "I'm sorry, Bert."


He didn't look happy, and not at all pleased by response. "Dawn, what the fuck is going on? You know I was talking to some of Kim's friends the other day. They said they heard through the grapevine that Kim brought Ben home to her family a week ago ... as her boyfriend. Did you know that?"


Biting my lip, I took a deep breath and nodded.


"And you don't mind?" he asked incredulously.


"I told you ... it's a special situation."


"But he's your boyfriend!"


"And he still is."


"So Ben's dating the both of you?"


I shook my head. "No, although I actually offered. He says he's only really in love with me."


It was the wrong thing to say. Instantly, Bert got angry and he rather roughly grabbed my wrist, stopping our walking progress. "If he only cares for you, then what the FUCK is he doing with Kim?"


"Hey, hey..." I said placatingly, holding up my right hand and wiggling it so Bert would focus on it, and then reaching down to pry his hand off my wrist. As soon as he realized he was grabbing me, he let go and stepped back with a contrite expression. "You still care about her, don't you?"


Bert shrugged, looking away. "She's my friend. I don't want to see her get hurt."


"She's not going to get hurt. It's a unique situation and Ben is taking care of her right now. He's not in love with her, but ... well..."


"She's in love with him..." Bert sighed forlornly. "I thought so."


"I'm sorry."


Bert shook his head. "Not your fault."


"Are you in love with her?"


Bert didn't answer, just looking away from me with moisture in his eyes. He took a deep breath, then exhaled slowly and shook his head. "No ... I don't think I would have ever said I was in love with her. Little bit of a crush maybe."


"Just a little bit?" I joked lightly.


He cracked a smile and pinched his index finger and thumb together. "Tiny bit."


"Don't worry about it. There are plenty of girls out there for a great guy like you. And who knows? Maybe Ben and I can figure a way to help you out in that department soon."





"Hey Bert, you busy Saturday night?" I asked, dropping onto the couch beside him.


The Korean-American guy glanced over at me, looking adorably cute with a perplexed expression on his face. His eyes initially went over to Ben, who had come up behind me. My boyfriend and I had gone upstairs for our impromptu conversation after Tri-Delt Carli Singer's call, and I'd taken him away from the video game he and Bert were playing.


But Bert checked the eager, smiling expression on my face and decided his video game with Ben could wait. Looking back to me, he shrugged with a smile and replied, "Uh, nothing I can't get out of. What's going on?"


I giggled, thinking of a dozen hot sorority babes kneeling in a row, just waiting to suck my good friend's cock. "Something that's gonna blow your mind."


Ben suddenly coughed, covering his mouth with a fist like he'd started choking. "Uh, babe?" he said to me. "I don't think they want to blow his mind."





Brandi used to say that having sex with Ben felt so wrong, and yet so right. As I felt the hot spray of salty jism splatter against the back of my mouth, I felt my pussy cream at the thought that what I was doing was so wrong ... period.


The cum I was swallowing was not my boyfriend's. The thick, viscous fluid I was drinking down wasn't even my good friend Bert's. It belonged to a man I'd only met once, a man I hardly knew at all. It wasn't something a good girl should do, and yet I was doing it. Here I was, the bottom of a sixty-nine with a gorgeous redhead I'd never met before AT ALL, licking her pussy and having her eat out mine. I'd felt this strange man's thick balls banging against my forehead as he pounded the redhead's cunt. And at the moment of release, he'd yanked himself out, aimed his cock at my face, and invited me to suck him down.


It was so naughty. It was so nasty. It was so ... delicious.


People thought I was an angel. People thought I was pure, pristine, and perfect. I worked hard to keep that image. But deep inside, I had some pretty ... sinful ... urges.


Jaron Hedlund had turned me on from the moment I saw him, way back in October. As fair-haired Achilles, he was a Greek God come to life. I'd always been aroused by manly men, and Ben could certainly do that for me. But while my boyfriend was in good shape and six-feet tall, he just wasn't the Adonis that my ex, Ryan, had been. And Jaron was even more intimidating than Ryan.


Jaron was 6 feet and 4 inches of chiseled hunk. His muscles had muscles. His well-defined six-pack looked like it could crush a beer can in his navel. And he had a magnificent, 9-inch dick. I couldn't even deep-throat the damn thing, and I'd gotten sooo wet at the mere concept of having it inside my pussy. For a brief moment, I fantasized about being bent over on my hands and knees with big Jaron giving me the pounding of my life.


Not that I would actually DO that. Blowjobs were one thing, sex was another. I'd come to this party having laid out my limits with Ben. I loved him, and I wouldn't risk his displeasure by violating the rules. More to the point, I wouldn't risk his image of me. Ben worshipped the ground I walked on. In his eyes, I was perfect, even if he saw the cracks in my perfection from time to time. I wouldn't let him down. I couldn't let him down.


To their credit, both Bert and Jaron respected my boundaries. Neither man even touched me, only letting me touch and suck them. For some reason, that got me even hotter than if I had let them touch me. Knowing I could stroke them, fondle them, and lick them without their laying a finger upon my pristine body gave me a huge power rush. It was like I was a goddess myself, so dazzling to behold and yet so forbidden that they could not bring themselves to spoil me with their pitiful human fingers.


Even at his moment of climax, Jaron didn't touch me. He just aimed his prick, and I'd taken it upon myself to reach up and suck him down. Time after time, his gorgeous dick spat out a fresh wad of creamy goo. Time after time, I gulped it down with the relish of my favorite dessert. I was far from a cumslut. Really, I didn't care for the taste. But I loved the mental concept of swallowing my Ben's jism, and now, I was energized by the naughtiness of swallowing Jaron's.


This angel was sinful indeed...


But that was as far as it went. I'd had two small, almost pathetic orgasms tonight, both of them self-inflicted. They wouldn't be enough for me, far from it. And I HUNGERED for a royal pounding now.


Kate rolled off me, and I kissed Jaron's magnificent penis one more time before pushing it away. Without looking back at him, I got up and sauntered over to my boyfriend, where he'd just rolled off skinny Misa Ng and had Andie Holland licking his cock like an ice cream cone.


"Have fun tonight?" he asked me.


"Sure thing," I answered with heat in my eyes. I reached down and spread my own pink labia with my fingers in invitation. "But now I'm craving cock. Got one more in you?"


My ever adoring boyfriend grinned up at me, full of confidence and love. "For you, always."


"Then take me home, cowboy."


Technically, he didn't take me home. We ended up in Carli Singer's bedroom, where I got to suck on another redhead's pussy. But this time, my boyfriend's dick was pumping in and out of my quivering, saturated quim. And all was right in the world.


But I couldn't help it. While I buried my nose deeper into Carli's cleft and shoved my tongue another half-inch into her channel, pushed there by my boyfriend's pelvic thrusts, I fantasized about a certain muscular, blonde Adonis with a 9-inch dick fucking me from behind. And closing my eyes, I lost myself over to the fantasy.


So wrong ... period.





"Dawn?" a deep voice asked from behind.


Gwen squealed, and tugged on my hand. Since Ben's first class three days out of the week was an hour before mine, I'd taken to meeting up with the girls at the Starbucks on Oxford Street in the mornings. Robin looked up and her eyes went wide at whatever she saw. So I set down my cup of coffee and looked to the source of the voice, smiling as I saw a familiar face.


"It IS you," Jaron said in relief. "Hey ... uh, I'm Jaron, remember?" He frowned and touched his own chest, embarrassed that I might not recognize him.


I laughed musically and smiled. "I remember. Nice to see you."


"Dawn ... aren't you going to introduce us?" Gwen drawled, already breathing heavy. I didn't blame her. Jaron was a HUNK.


"Let the poor man order his coffee," I hissed back.


He glanced behind himself, realizing that the line had moved forward a few feet. "Uh, right," he stammered.


"I'll save you a seat," I offered.


He nodded and returned to the line, leaning in to whisper something to the friend who was with him.


"Okay, spill," Gwen hissed quietly, but not that quietly. "How do you know Mr. Universe?"


"I'm not sure I want to know," Robin drawled.


"We met at a party. Two parties, actually." I blushed, thinking of the exact nature of that second party. "I was with Ben both times."


"So he knows you're taken. Gawd-fucking-damn he's gorgeous," Gwen breathed, staring after him.


"Uh, you're taken too, remember?" Robin pointed out.


"Shush you." Gwen returned to me. "So what's the deal? You only met two times, but you made enough of an impression that he comes up and talks to you out of the blue?"


I blushed again. "He's just being polite. You see how he stopped to re-introduce himself? We really don't know each other."


"If you ask me, that's something he'd like to change."


"I have a boyfriend."


"Some guys would see that as nothing more than a challenge."


I shook my head. "Jaron is very respectful."


"A-ha! So you DO know something about him. And pray tell, exactly how would you KNOW this particular personality trait?"


"Gwen-"


"Oh, hiiii..." Gwen said dramatically, looking up and putting on her most sultry smile. The two guys had ordered and now approached our table. She offered up a hand, "I'm Gwen."


"Jaron. Pleased to meet you. This is Mitch."


Introductions went around. We managed to snag two other chairs and circle them around our little table. We went through the usual chit-chat about school. Jaron and Mitch were Seniors and both Defensive Linemen on the Cal Bears football team. They'd gone 10-2 and finished #5 in the polls, but were not invited to a BCS bowl with some controversy. After getting upset by Texas Tech in the Holiday Bowl, football was something of a touchy subject.


"So how have you been?" Jaron then asked me directly.


I blushed. "Life has been good. I can't complain."


He nodded. "Where's Ben today?"


"Oh, he's visiting a friend for her birthday."


Jaron frowned. "Without you?"


I blushed. "It's a unique kind of situation."


He gawked at me for a moment. "If I were him, I wouldn't think it was safe to let fair Helen out of my sight." Immediately after, he blushed and looked away as if he couldn't believe he'd just said that.


"Helen?" Gwen inquired.


"Of Troy," I explained. "We first met at the Halloween Party."


"Oh, okay."


I stared back at Jaron, and for a second, our eyes met with a sizzle of electric energy. The guy had always been perfectly polite, even when fully naked with his dick in my mouth. I didn't believe for a second he would make a pass at me, at least any more than he'd just said. But just as clearly, he was deeply attracted to me. And the reality was that I was just as attracted to him.


"Um, Dawn?" Robin nudged me out of my reverie.


"Huh?"


"Your phone is ringing," she pointed out.


"Oh, uh..." I fumbled with my purse, and my phone's display told me it was Ben calling. But the ring died out before I could answer it.


A wave of guilt just hit me. I hadn't done anything wrong, but I knew I was having impure thoughts about a guy who wasn't my boyfriend. I'd missed a call from Ben because I was too busy making eyes at Jaron. And I still harbored some guilt over the fantasy I'd let myself have in Carli's room last week.


Just then, the barista called out a pair of orders, and Jaron and Mitch looked up in recognition. "That's us," Mitch explained as they got up and left the table.


Hurriedly, I called Ben back. A second later, he picked up. "Hey."


"Hey, what's up? You called?" For a second I panicked. Did Ben somehow know about Jaron? Had Robin perhaps texted him, telling him to call me and remind me that I had a boyfriend instead of gazing deeply into the eyes of another man? Had I been caught?


"Yeah, I've ... uh ... got something I need to ask you," he began. "I'm not sure how to explain this. But basically, Paige is really horny and hasn't gotten laid since she left our house in Berkeley."


I immediately started barking in laughter. I'd been feeling tense and tight over my imagined indiscretions, and to find out that it was Ben feeling all awkward relieved my tension so quickly that I nearly had whiplash.


Beside me, Gwen asked, "What's so funny?"


I just shook my head, imagining the scene before me. A red-hot on the rampage Paige Jacobsen was stripping herself naked and trying desperately to pounce on top of my boyfriend while he did his best to fend her off. Rather than inspire jealousy, it only made me laugh inside. "Are you asking me what I think you're asking me?" I asked.


"Yeah, basically she wants a mercy fuck," Ben explained.


I laughed again. "And you want to give it to her?"


"Well, I mean, I'm here and there's really no one else she can go to..."


"But do you want to?"


"Uh, is this a trick question? You know, the kind where you ask if I want to and I'm going to get in trouble the second I say 'yes', even if I don't actually do anything?"


I started laughing again, so hard that I nearly choked. Here I was, stressing out over some innocent flirtation and Ben was about to get fucked. That he was so befuddled and asking me about trick questions made it even more hilarious. Clearly, I wasn't at any risk of losing my boyfriend's adoration and love.


Gwen whined, "Seriously, what's going on?"


Robin chimed in, "I think it's something naughty."


Gwen sighed. "It's Ben. Big surprise."


I shook my head. I was overthinking everything again. I'd done nothing wrong with Jaron, and there was nothing to feel guilty about. This was the relationship Ben and I had with each other. He trusted me, he'd gone out of his way to give me my freedom, and he loved me to pieces. Even this little thing with Paige, a single mother who probably hadn't gotten laid since she became pregnant, didn't really mean anything.


Collecting myself, I lowered my voice and stated evenly, "It's not a trick. I can already tell that you want to because you never would have called me if you didn't. So let me put your mind at ease. Go ahead and fuck the shit out of her, you silly goat. Unequivocal enough for you?"


Robin chirped, "Did she just say what I thought she said?"


Ben grunted in surprise, "Uh, yeah. Clear enough."


There was a sexual note in Ben's voice, the kind he made when I sucked his cock into my mouth. "She's already getting started, isn't she?" I asked knowingly.


"Uh-huh," Ben mumbled.


"Well tell her to enjoy. Consider it a happy birthday present from me."


"I will."


"Sure thing." A sudden thought seized me. I was the perfect housewife, and a perfect housewife always has dinner on the table. "Oh, and honey? Do you want fried rice or chow fun for dinner tonight? We're going to the Chinese market later."


Still grunting from the beginnings of Paige's blowjob, Ben managed to mutter, "Uh, chow fun sounds good."


"Okay. Remember to say 'happy birthday' to Paige for me."


"I will."


"Bye babe. I love you."


"I love you, too."


I hung up, then raised my eyebrows as I found myself being stared at by four people. Gwen and Robin, along with the now-returned Jaron and Mitch, had certainly heard the end of my conversation. Likely, they'd even heard me order my boyfriend to 'fuck the shit out of her'. It wasn't a comment typically heard in your neighborhood Starbucks.


"You, uh ... have an interesting relationship with your boyfriend," Jaron stammered.


I blushed and glanced at my friends. Gwen just rolled her eyes. She already knew.


I just grinned mysteriously, and feeling naughty, I leaned my foot out to brush against Jaron's underneath the table. What? My boyfriend was fucking another girl; surely I could play a little innocent footsie. Fair is fair.


With a tease on my lips, I flashed my eyes at the hunky Adonis and hummed, "You have no idea."





I closed my eyes and held on as I humped up and down atop my muscled hunk. Wave after wave of pure bliss wracked my poor body, starting with the heavy impacts of my crotch slamming down against his pelvis and then building with the thickness of his prod stretching my cunt and the unrelenting buzzing in my ass.


For a second, I thought I saw the twinkle in his eyes as Jaron's shaggy blonde hair spread across the pillow. It was so easy to fantasize. I was on top, doing most of the work, and I could imagine it was almost anyone lying beneath me as I humped myself up and down his rigid pole. But I knew my eyes were closed and the fantasy was closing in on me.


No more. This is wrong.



So I immediately opened my eyes and forced myself to focus on Ben's handsome visage.


"Cum, baby, cum," he grinned up at me.


Ben was close, and he was about to pop. I groaned, knowing that I was close myself. But it was jarring to feel myself slip into the Jaron fantasy again and return back to my Ben, and I didn't think I was going to get there in time.


Why are you even fantasizing about him? Yeah, he's big and strong and physically impressive, but you just KNOW he isn't half the lover your Ben is. If nothing else, you watched Jaron pounding Kate and the others at the Blowjob party. He was powerful, and his dick is BIG. But he clearly didn't know how to use it quite like Ben. You've seen your man turn some of those same girls into liquid puddles of orgasmic goo. Jaron was good, but he couldn't do that.



No man could compete with my Ben. Not one-on-one. He was just too good, a savant of the sexual arts. Realizing that I wasn't as close as he wanted me, Ben reached up and adjusted the vibrator in my ass while clamping his lips around my tits. I closed my eyes and surrendered to the pleasure, feeling the warmth spreading within me once again as I rode him.


But the fantasy slipped into mind again. I couldn't help but imagine it was Jaron nursing at my breasts, and the thought turned me on. I told myself to remember that it was Ben, MY Ben beneath me. But the harder I tried to NOT think about Jaron, the more I did.


"Ungh, ungh, ungh!"


He was close. Ben was about to pop, and what would he think of me if I didn't cum? What would he believe if I didn't climax the way he expected? He'd know something was wrong. He was a sexual stud. He NEVER failed to get me off. It would destroy him if I didn't cum. What would I tell him? That my brain was getting in the way because I couldn't help but fantasize about somebody else?


Too late. I kept trying to NOT think about Jaron, which meant the handsome Adonis' face kept pushing into my mind. Ben stiffened up and pulled me down to him, crushing my tits into his chest and grunting into my ear as he blasted a quart of spunk up and into my body. I quivered, momentarily imagining that it was Jaron's illicit sperm flowing into my womb, and I came like I hadn't cum in WEEKS.


My body went through the whole nine yards of a monster orgasm. I threw my head back. I howled in pleasure. And I shuddered uncontrollably as evil, naughty, WRONG feelings wracked my brain.


It was GLORIOUS.


A few seconds later, I dropped facedown onto the pillow beside Ben's head, turning my face away in shame. I quivered from the physical exertion of forcing my body to tremble that rapidly, gasping for air.


"Oh, fuck!" I sighed, wiped out from the orgasm. "That was incredible."


"Uh-huh," Ben mumbled, tired out himself. He was holding onto the handle of the vibrator up my ass, and after another second, he pulled it out of me and dropped it onto the mattress.


I'd almost forgotten about the damn thing. I had felt on edge as the toy continued to vibrate inside my colon, and I gasped in relief as my body finally could go still. "Fuckin' A..."


"Damn ... That was better than Brooke and DJ combined," Ben wheezed.


"I don't like trying to compare," I giggled, feeling proud despite my shame. "But thank you."


"You're incredible."


I kept my face turned away. What could I tell him, that I'd cum harder than I had in weeks because I believed it was another man cumming inside me? Rapidly, I searched my brain for a better answer and then put on my sexiest tone. "I was inspired," I husked deeply. "Gawd, when you shoved that thing up my ass, I took off like I was on a space ship."


"I knew you'd like it," Ben wheezed. "That's been a particular kink of yours for a while. Getting DP'd."


I chuckled, finally looking at him. "It has been, hasn't it?" Over the past few months, I'd needed more and more intense feelings to really get myself off. I'd been closeted up for too long in vanilla sex with Ryan, and I'd certainly been living up to my mantra of remembering to have 'fun' in the months since. Ever since that incredible orgy with Kenny, Heidi, and Sydney, I'd been consumed with the intense pleasure of being multiply-penetrated.


In fact, I wanted to feel it again.


Ben read my mind. "Maybe we shoulda brought one of the girls in here with a strap-on. Maybe even both of them so we coulda triple-teamed you."


"Ohhhh," I moaned, feeling like another mini-orgasm had just swept through me.


Even better, maybe we could get two GUYS to join us and REALLY triple-team me.



I kept that thought to myself, and kept my face pointed away from him. Ben was the kind of guy who played around with lots of girls, but no other dicks but his own. It was just the way things were.


But did they have to be? How fair was that? Ben got lots of pussy, and so did I ... but ... I wanted COCK. Was it really so bad that I wanted another one? Or two?


Shut up, you cheating slut. You just had a monster orgasm thinking about JARON. You're in no position to ask for anything.



I kept my mouth shut. But Ben being Ben, he read something in my expression when I turned around to face him once again. "Go ahead," he said, knowing I wanted to say something.


I smiled, thankful that he understood me. It didn't seem right to ask him for a two guy-one me threesome. In fact, it seemed downright WRONG.


But then you know how I like "wrong".





"Duuuude..." Bert sighed, his face in utter rapture as he stared at me in my cute outfit. I was quite proud of this costume. Dayna had suggested the particular brand of beer, but the barmaiden idea and costume were all mine. Watching the slack-jawed faces on both my boyfriend and his best friend, I knew I looked exceedingly hot. It made me feel sexy to see them staring at me like this, and it made me feel like I was in control.


Gawd I love power trips.


Hours later, an inferno of white light exploded out from within me. I'd only ever felt it once before in my entire life, and I swore to myself then that somewhere, somehow, I HAD to have this feeling again.


And now I did.


I felt every muscle in my body tighten all at once, clamping down on the two dicks still sawing their way in and out of my body. "CUMMING!!!" I shrieked, my body jerking out of control. And as my entire being trembled in orgasmic ecstasy, I also felt two fireballs of hot, wet lava exploding through my tubes.


"Dawn!" Ben groaned as he spewed wave after wave of cum up into my pussy, amazed at the intensity of his pleasure.


"DAWN!" Bert grunted in even greater amazement behind me as his dick blasted my colon with a sperm bath.


And all the while, I screamed as the most glorious orgasm I'd had in my entire life shook every cell and molecule in my body down to their nuclear foundations ... again. It had only ever happened once before, and Ben hadn't been able to do it to me by himself. It took both him and Kenny blasting away inside me, giving me the three-way simultaneous orgasm of myth, to bring me to this point. And as I felt their hard, throbbing dicks spurting their gouts of hot lava into my helpless body at the same time, I realized there was only one thing that could make this even better.


One more dick.





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 9, 2005 --



"Happy Birthday, Ben!" Mom squealed like a 9-year-old girl as she opened the front door of the house. Immediately, she threw her arms open and wrapped my boyfriend up in a hug.


The rest of us filed inside, exchanging greetings with my parents as they went in. All of our close friends had come for Ben's 21st Birthday Party, even Paige, Kady, and Lynne from Stanford. Paige had also brought little April, and Mom was going gaga over the baby.


As girlfriend of the guest of honor, I quickly went to work setting up the party itself, enlisting Brooke and DJ as my gophers. DJ made me promise to do the same for her birthday party in a week.


When Ben had first proposed this idea for his birthday, I was taken aback. I'd already spent a few weeks laying the groundwork for a birthday party to end all birthday parties for him, one that involved lots and lots of sex. For one, most of Ben's favorite Tri-Delts had agreed that a birthday orgy would be a win-win situation for all. And even after the party, I'd already talked to Dayna and Brandi about spending the night with us. It had been too long since we'd hooked up with our big sisters, and with Brandi's recent breakup, she'd even agreed that just one night for Ben's birthday "wouldn't count".


But Ben insisted that wild sex wasn't in his plans, even turning down his own sister. I wasn't entirely surprised. For the entire semester he'd been getting more and more ... settled down. With the singular exception of that crazy Tri-Delt Blowjob Party, Ben had not been having ANY sex outside of our own house. He spent a lot of quality time with me and almost the same amount of quality time with Kim. There was the occasional interlude with our sisters, but other than that: nothing. Really, the last few months had been downright sedate for the one time Sex God.


Not that I could really complain. As long as my Ben was happy, that was good enough for me. I still got a lot of "Dawn" time, hanging out with my friends, doing the cooking class, and even just being by myself. I had my own wild sex with the BJ party, not to mention the two Saturday nights getting DP'd by Ben and Bert. And life overall was pretty good.


So if my boyfriend wanted low-key for his 21st Birthday? I could handle that. I just thought it was funny he would rather have it at my parent's place instead of the Berkeley house.


At least Mom and Dad were pretty cool. We had a few beers, though nothing got out of control. While our friends were a little restrained knowing there were parental figures around, they still got comfortable enough to chat freely. We played birthday games, some of which were downright Sesame Street. We had one game that revolved around Ben trivia, though that too stayed pretty tame with my parents around (perhaps that was Ben's plan all along). And we had the old fashioned birthday song and cake cutting.


It was during cleanup that Mom pulled me aside to talk. Ben's High School friend Lynne had led the charge to get all our friends to pitch in and do the cleaning, citing that DJ, Brooke, and I had done all the setting up. That left me free to go to the bathroom, and on my way back, Mom intercepted me and gestured out into the backyard.


"Well that was a pleasant afternoon," she commented. "Your idea?"


I shook my head. "Ben's. He wanted low-key."


"Ah. Well, I just wanted to come out here and give you a big hug."


"What? Why?"


She smiled at me, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. For a second, it looked like she was going to break down in big, heaving sobs, and I quickly reached my arms out to her in concern. "Mom? What's wrong?"


Grinning like an idiot, she shook her head while continuing to cry. I started to wonder if my mom had gone crazy when she said, "Nothing's wrong. I'm just so happy!"


"Happy about what?"


"Ben asked us for permission to marry you!"


My jaw dropped. "WHAT?"


Grinning even wider, she just shook her head up and down vigorously. "He did!"


"Ben's going to propose?!?"


Mom waved me off and laughed, hugging me. "Oh, no no no. That's what we thought too, for a second. But he carefully explained that he wasn't proposing or anything just yet. He said he definitely wants to wait until you two graduate, and likely wait until he's got a stable job and can be more sure that he can provide for you."


"Mooom."


"Oh, he said he wouldn't mind if we told you. He just wanted to get the permission thing out of the way early."


"And what did you say?"


"Well 'YES', of course!" Mom started laughing. "Was there ever any doubt? You two are DESTINED to be together!"


"Mooom," I drawled again.


"You know, I was actually a little worried for a while earlier today," Mom rambled on. "Ben was talking with Kim quite closely, and when they didn't think anyone was looking, I saw them exchange a rather ... intimate ... kiss."


"That's a complicated situation."


"I'm sure it is. But I'm not worried. I know that boy loves you dearly, and NOTHING in this world can ever change that. Ohmigawd! I'm gonna be a grandma!"


My eyes flew open. "MOM!"


"Oh, not yet of course. That's WAY in the future..." she waved her hand outward to the horizon. "But wow, did you see how CUTE baby April is? Now we're sure Ben's not the father, right?"


I sighed. I got the distinct impression my mom's idea of "way" into the future was about nine months from now. Shaking my head, I turned toward the house.


"Oh, but don't tell Ben I told you," she said urgently as she grabbed my arm.


"You just said he said it would be okay."


"Oh, I know he said that. But that doesn't mean you have to spoil the surprise. At least not yet."


"That doesn't make any sense!"


"I know!" Mom enthused giddily. "I'm gonna be a grandma!"


I shook my head. "Nothing has happened YET."


"I'm not worried. Like I said, it's DESTINY!"


"Mom, we talked about putting so much pressure on me."


"Oh, I'm sorry dear. You know I don't mean to pressure you."


Yes, you do. I sighed wearily, shaking my head as I opened the door and went back inside.


Maybe she was right. Maybe Ben and I were meant to be together, and we'd be happily ever after. I certainly believed it.


But at the same time, it was a little unnerving, thinking that your whole future was already set ahead of you. Did this mean my life was over in some way? That there would be no more surprises? I was still only 20 myself, still with my whole life ahead of me. Who said it had to be set in stone that I would get engaged in two years, married in three, with a baby in four? Who said I was going to spend the rest of my life with Ben?


Was it me?


Or was it my mom?


If you stopped me in the middle of the street on some random day and told me that ten years from now, I'd be happily married to my soulmate with two kids and another on the way, I'd be absolutely thrilled.


But for some strange reason, thinking about that very future right now made me feel ... trapped.





-- APRIL 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"You wanted to see me, Professor?"


"Yes, Dawn. Please, come in." Professor Rutledge sat up straight and shuffled a few papers on his desk. "Samantha, I'll see you tomorrow."


Seated at the conference table in the office, the lissome blonde teaching assistant stood up and nodded to both of us on her way out the door. I watched her go, blushing slightly as I thought of that first day Ben and I had a foursome with Viktoriya and Kim. Kim had been spying on the handsome new Finance Prof and his T.A., describing in great detail how he'd fucked her over this very desk.


"Dawn, please have a seat," the professor said after Samantha left, closing the door behind her. "I think you know why I've called you into my office."


I sighed, thinking about the semester's third major exam, which I'd put into my backpack only this afternoon. It was the one with the ugly 62/100 marked across the top in red ink. "I know. I'm not living up to my own expectations, Professor," I said apologetically.


"Hey, hey. I've always told you to call me 'Henry' outside of class." The ruggedly handsome man ran his hand through his thick, wavy hair.


I just smiled in response, ignoring the flirtation. He flirted with ALL his female students.


Professor Rutledge sighed and shook his head sadly at me. "I know you're smarter than this. Every teacher I talk to says you're a perfect student. You complete every assignment to the letter, you show all of your work, and you don't take shortcuts. So what's going on?"


I winced and shook my head. "I don't know. I'm studying extra hard, and everything makes sense to me when I'm doing it at home."


He nodded. "Your homework is excellent, which makes it even more puzzling when that outstanding work isn't coming through on your tests. Tell me, are you doing your homework with others from the class?"


I nodded. "Bert Kim is a friend of mine. We study at my place."


"You go over the homework together?"


I nodded.


"Does he do most of the work?"


I frowned. "We both do. We talk it over."


The professor blinked at me, raising his eyebrows. "Don't take this the wrong way. But in my experience, when a student gets perfect marks on their homework but struggles in the exams, it's usually because they're not understanding the concepts on their own."


I frowned. "I'm not copying Bert's answers, if that's what you're implying."


"Not at all. Actually, your homework results are better than his. But what I think is happening is that it's easy for everything to make sense when you have a partner to discuss it with. But when left to your own devices, your thoughts may take you in directions you shouldn't go."


I sensed a double-meaning in his words, and frowned. "What do you mean?"


"Deductively, you're making several assumptions in your exams that just aren't valid. You work forward from those assumptions, and your errors get magnified. In your homework, someone is there to catch those errors before they multiply. You have no such safety net during the test."


I nodded. "I'll focus more on validating my assumptions. I can still do this."


Professor Rutledge took a deep breath. "Unfortunately, you may be out of time."


"What do you mean?"


"This was the third and final exam for the semester. There are several assignments between now and the end of the class, but the Final is the only remaining test that can really impact your grade. And the reality is that your scores to date are so low that you'll need a near perfect score to even pass the class."


"Excuse me?"


"The Undergraduate Program requires you to get at least a C-minus to receive credit for this course, but at the moment, you're solidly in the 60's."


"That can't be possible. I'm not that far behind."


"I'm sorry. We've had a few meetings about this, and I've warned you before that your scores were putting you in the danger zone."


"Surely there must be something I can do," I pleaded. This wasn't happening. I was DAWN. I was PERFECT Dawn. I hadn't received anything less than an A-minus my entire college career.


"You'll need to get your head screwed on straight before the Final."


I winced. Even if I DID correct my errors, I knew that this particular Finance course just didn't make sense to me. I was a smart girl, but these complex mathematical formulas just weren't my thing. It was kind of like DJ's issue with Calculus, although I'd managed to work my way through that class back in my day. "Isn't there anything else? The other assignments aren't enough?"


He shook his head. "I'm sorry. You really just need to bone up to ace the final."


"Some sort of extra credit? Additional assignments? I HAVE to catch up."


I caught a little gleam in Professor Rutledge's eye, and for a brief second, his eyes darted down my body. I was wearing a V-necked sweater, one that put the girls on pretty nice display. And immediately, I raised a hand to cover myself and averted my eyes.


"All assignments that count as credit toward your grade are in the syllabus," Professor Rutledge explained patiently. "The Final is the most important one for you now. If you're interested, I hold open office hours for all students every afternoon, you know."


"I know."


He took a deep breath, then gave me a measured look. "And if you need ... additional ... instruction. I suppose it's possible we could work out some tutoring time between you and me."


My eyes darted up to his, finding him staring at me with a rather heated gaze. I knew enough about men to know when I was being sized up as a sexual object – not just as a student – and Professor Rutledge was definitely looking at me that way.


Then again, just like he'd said, I didn't want to act based on any false assumptions. He hadn't actually made a pass at me in exchange for a grade, and I wasn't about to escalate the situation.


"I'll keep that in mind, Professor," I replied cordially.


"'Henry'," he offered with a light smile.


I just gave him a neutral look and stood up to leave. "Ace the exam. I understand."


But it would still only get me a 'C'.





"You want a third guy, don't you?" Ben asked softly.


I stared straight ahead, feigning sleep for another few seconds. We'd awoken the way we often did, with Ben spooned in behind me so that our bodies were pressed together from head to toe. His left arm snaked beneath my pillow so that he could palm my breast. His right hand rested atop my hip. It was just another morning, the way things had been for almost a year.


It was perfect.


Sometimes when I woke up before him, I slipped out of his embrace, slid myself deeper underneath the blankets, and gave him a slow, languorous blowjob until he suddenly came alive and shoved his dick an inch into my throat.


Sometimes when HE woke up before ME, Ben warmed me up with gentle caresses in my sleep, only bringing me fully conscious when he shoved his dick several inches into my snatch.


But sometimes I awoke before he actually got his dick in me. I pretended to still be sleeping, letting my body tingle with his featherlight touches until my nipples were hard, my skin was afire, and my pussy was absolutely drenched in anticipation. I played little guessing games with myself, wondering just when he would center his cock at my core and thrust inside.


I'd thought this morning would be one of those days. After all, we had not had sex last night, and Ben wasn't exactly used to going more than 12 hours without an ejaculation.


It wasn't that I wouldn't put out for him last night. I was just in a bit of a funk, and had been for a few days now. First there was Ben's birthday party, and all the pressure that came with having my future already pre-destined. And then yesterday had been that unnerving conversation with Professor Rutledge, both from the crushing news that I was about to FAIL my first ever class and for the subtle innuendo he'd made about exactly how I could improve my grade. I'd gone home and immediately taken a shower, slinking to the floor and just having a long cry, ignorant of the water spraying down on top of me.


I didn't tell Ben about any of this, of course. My "destiny" concerns, of course I couldn't talk about. Ben was so happy, so ready to settle down. The LAST thing I wanted to do was shatter his dreams, especially since I was sure this was just a "cold feet" phase I had to work through.


As for my Finance class, what could Ben do? He didn't know the material, but he'd probably try to learn it on the fly just so he could help me study. That would lead to him spending less mental power on his OWN classes and less time ensuring his own academic success. How would I feel if Ben failed in his own courses because he was too busy trying to help me?


And of course I couldn't tell Ben about Professor Rutledge. For one thing, he hadn't actually said or done anything. I'd long known the guy was something of a perve, but so far he hadn't actually made a pass at me. Plus, he was right about assumptions. Maybe I was misreading the innuendo. Maybe he really was just innocently offering me some extra study time.


It was in this world of uncertainty and looming disaster that I'd found myself for a few days. With my brain in such turmoil, I wasn't exactly in the horny mood. I still had sex with my boyfriend two days ago, doing my best to be "into" it. He also spent quality time with Kim. So it's not like he was going without, and there were other girls to distract him.


But still, he HAD to know that something about me was a little ... off.


It occurred to me that Ben might be getting me warmed up this morning as a way of giving me a pleasant, erotic distraction from my problems. It occurred to me that Ben might only be concerned with getting his own rocks off. But I NEVER expected him to ask me if I wanted a third guy.


"I know you're awake," he said gently, without accusation. "And I know you've been feeling a little out of it for a couple of days now. I don't know exactly what's bothering you, and you don't seem to want to tell me. That's okay. I'll let you work things out on your own if you want to, knowing that I'm always here for you."


I didn't respond. I closed my eyes, thankful that my boyfriend knew me well enough to recognize I wasn't as happy as usual. I was also thankful for his support. And I was thankful he didn't want to pry just now. I wouldn't know what to tell him.


After waiting me out a few seconds, Ben continued. "In any case, I was thinking that you might need some cheering up. And I think I've figured out how we can do that. You want a third guy, don't you?"


Of course I did. I'd wanted a third dick for weeks now. The instant I felt Ben's left fingers tracing my lips while his right finger and thumb probed my nether regions, I got hotter than a Phoenix summer noon. I let the momentary fantasy of three turgid, throbbing pricks skewering their way into all orifices of my body at the same time flash into my brain. There was no point in trying to deny it.


But I didn't know where Ben was going with this. We both knew Bert was the only man for miles around that he trusted enough to share with me. The tone in his voice wasn't happy. I mean, what guy would be thrilled to know that his girlfriend wanted to be fucked by two other guys? But at least he didn't sound defeated.


I couldn't ask for it. I just couldn't ask Ben to find a third guy to fuck me. It wasn't fair to him. But I wasn't going to immediately cut off this train of thought, either. I wanted this. I craved the triple-penetration, even if I could only feel it just once in my life. I didn't want to settle down regretting that I never tried it. Even though I shouldn't hope, I couldn't dash that hope all by myself. And so I just remained quiet, waiting to see what he would do.


Ben dropped the bombshell. "You pick the guy," he said evenly. "I picked Bert; I'll let you pick the third. Don't even try to protest. I know you want this. So I'm going to let you."


I did want to protest. I felt guilty for wanting this. I SHOULDN'T want this. Isn't a good girl supposed to be happy with her man, and only her man? Didn't I always hold myself up to be pure, perfect, and wholesome? I was an angel ... and angels didn't ask for triple-penetrations.


But he told me not to protest, even just to save face. He knew that I wanted this. And he was going to let me.


Not only was he going to let me do this. He was going to let me choose the guy.


My first thought: Jaron.


My second thought: "You get me. You really, really get me."


It took me a second to realize I'd said that aloud. I'd spent days in a funk, feeling the crushing weight of expectations weighing me down. People expected me to be thrilled about marriage and settling down, when really I just felt trapped by my own destiny. People expected me to be a top, straight-A student, but they were about to find out that I could fail as well. And people expected me to be a pure, unblemished angel, when lately all I could think about was being made airtight by getting a throbbing dick rammed into each of my three holes.


People didn't really understand me. "People" only saw the façade of perfection I put on.


But somehow, some way, Ben really understood me. First he would be giving me this foursome. Second, I'd tell him about my academic problems and he'd help me through them while still being smart enough to handle his own load. And third, I'd tell him that I loved him more than anything, and I was his soulmate forever, but that I just wasn't ready to settle down. He'd understood my need to have 'fun' so far, hadn't he?


Fuckin' A. My boyfriend deserves some EXTRA SPECIAL SEX!


So I rolled onto my boyfriend. I stared down at Ben with more lust and gratitude in my eyes than I'd ever stared before. I didn't say anything. I didn't need to say anything. He understood how I happy I was. He understood how turned on I was. Ben was my soulmate. He would always understand.


My pussy was a swampy inferno, and his dick slid into me on its own without any resistance whatsoever. And then I fucked the ever-living shit out of him.





-- SATURDAY, APRIL 23, 2005 --



"Mmm..." I moaned, feeling the foreign tongue wriggling in my mouth teasing the very tip of my own. Soft lips molded around mine, the flavor of cherries working their way into my taste buds. And my nostrils were filled with the mingled scents of fruity perfume and musky girl-arousal.


"Another drink," Carli Singer said as she pulled away from me, her green eyes on fire. There was a hidden naughtiness in her gaze, almost a smirk. It was as if she knew that what I was about to do was horribly wrong on some deep moral level, and the knowledge of that wrongness only excited her even more.


Then again, maybe the wrongness was in my own eyes, and I simply saw it reflected back to me.


Certainly, I was as wet as I'd ever been in my entire life. My body was flushed. My heart was racing. And my skin tingled so much that I felt like the slightest breeze would send me over the edge into orgasm.


"What is IN this stuff?" I hummed as I took the proffered glass from Carli's fingertips.


"I dunno," Carli shrugged. "Lakhi was spouting something about Ayurvedic medicinal systems and roghan-something aphrodisiacs the last time I used. Ben, did she tell you?"


My boyfriend shook his head from his position directly behind me, his cock flexing deep within my cunt. He reached out to take the milkshake from me, sipping at it himself. "Sacred mixture for curing illness, warding off evil spirits, and cleansing people of their sins," he mumbled rapturously.


"Sounds good to me." I took the glass back from Ben and sipped at it. And then I leaned back against my boyfriend's chest, enjoying the pleasant glow.


"Are you ready, Dawn?" Carli then asked, reading my eyes quite carefully.


"Mmm ... yeah..."


Twenty minutes later, my voice gave out as my final orgasm wrung me out like an over-squeezed dishrag. I had cum spurting into my mouth, cum spraying up my cunt, and cum blasting into my ass. I had a mouth suckling my nipples and wet fingers rubbing my clit. And I realized in that moment that I could now die and consider my life truly fulfilled.


So what if I never married Ben or bore his children? So what if I never saw my sisters find mates that brought them true happiness of their own? I'd gotten LAID in the most incredibly intense, unimaginably dirty way possible.


A part of me still felt it was wrong. I was supposed to be the angelic one. I was supposed to be the innocent. I was supposed to be the clean, wholesome girl next door.


But if this was sinning, then this was one angel that didn't want to go back to heaven.





-- APRIL 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"Dawn?" a deep voice asked from behind.


Gwen squealed, and tugged on my hand. Just like I did every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday morning, I met up with the girls at the Starbucks on Oxford Street. I wasn't expecting to see Jaron so soon after our wild six-person orgy on Saturday, but I wasn't unhappy to see him, either. "Jaron! Hey!"


Standing in line with Mitch, the handsome Adonis smiled at me, showing off his perfect teeth. "Hey, uh, let us just get our drinks."


"We'll save seats for you," I replied with a big smile.


Gwen leaned across the table, the universal signal for Robin and me to do so as well. Once our heads were together, she looked and me and whispered with suggestive eyebrows. "Is there something you're not telling us?"


"What?"


"Something about you and Mr. Universe?"


I blushed and looked around. The café was definitely too crowded to hold a private conversation. "Not here."


"Ohmigawd. What happened? Does Ben know?" Gwen exclaimed in astonishment.


"Shh! Shh!" I shushed her before hissing, "Of course. Ben was there."


"Oh my fucking gawd. You have GOT to give me details! Why didn't you tell us earlier? I thought we were friends!"


"We are!" I hissed, trying not to notice the couple behind Gwen turning around to gawk at us. In a quieter voice, I looked at both of them and whispered, "This is the first time I've seen you guys. And Not. Here."


"Fine," Gwen conceded, sitting back. She clearly wanted to pursue the subject, but moved on to other topics with a glare that obviously stated she wasn't going to forget the current one.


We chatted on about several things until the guys arrived. Gwen immediately went into flirt mode while Robin dropped a subtle hint to remember her boyfriend Steven. I flirted rather openly with Jaron where even Robin's not-so-subtle hint could dissuade me. And together, the five of us had a nice morning chat.


Things then turned a bit when Jaron tilted his head to the door and asked softly, "Uh, Dawn? Do you think I can walk you to your next class?"


Robin's eyes went wide and she gave me a clearly disapproving glare. I shot her a look that said I knew what I was doing, and besides, Gwen just excitedly grinned at me. Nodding 'yes', I got up and promised the girls I'd catch up with them later. Jaron led the way to the door, and Mitch stayed behind to entertain the girls.


"So ... how was your weekend?" Jaron asked once we were outside.


"Well, it certainly started off with a bang," I drawled.


Jaron winced. "Ooh, a pun?"


I laughed, shaking my head. "It was the best I could come up with in the moment."


"Well, attempting humor at this point is a good sign."


"A good sign of what?"


Jaron blushed and darted his eyes to the people around us. It was a busy intersection, crossing Oxford to get onto the UC campus. And I got the impression that Jaron would rather not say what he really wanted to say in this crowd.


After a period of awkward silence, we got to talking about other things from our weekend. I just explained that I'd spent the rest of the weekend with my boyfriend, and Jaron said that he and his friends usually spent Sunday mornings working out and playing basketball in the off-season.


Once we were onto the school pathways and a little more alone, Jaron returned to his previous topic. "I just wanted to make sure that you were alright with everything that happened. It's not every day that I ... well ... uh ... get close to someone else's girlfriend."


"You fucked the shit out of me," I laughed. "Too bad you're so big that I couldn't get you in my ass."


Jaron blushed beet red, reminding me of the way he looked when he was cumming. Quietly, I rubbed my thighs together as I felt myself starting to dampen.


"Yeah," he stammered, clearly embarrassed.


I decided I had to rein myself in a bit. Ben was so used to blatantly sexual comments that I'd momentarily forgotten guys often weren't comfortable speaking about such things. "I'm fine with it. I had a great time. Didn't you?"


"Oh, well, of course."


"You're awfully shy for a guy who knows Carli Singer pretty well."


"Uh, well..." he stammered again. "I swear, I'm not usually this shy."


"Thank you for the compliment."


He blushed even more. The shy awkwardness was even more amusing given his physically imposing stature.


Feeling frisky, like I could tease him a little bit more, I added, "You know, I was thinking that the reason you couldn't get in my ass was because Bert was in my pussy. Everything gets a little tighter when that happens. Maybe if we tried it with just the two of us, we could make it fit."


Jaron's eyes popped WIDE open and he actually reached a hand up to cover his gaping mouth. I didn't know guys could turn that shade of pink, either.


"Oops," I apologized, covering my own mouth. "I don't really mean to embarrass you." Didn't you just tell yourself to rein it in?


"I guess you're just a girl who's pretty comfortable with her sexuality," he said, shrugging nervously.


I nodded. "I am. Don't get me wrong. I'm no slut. To be perfectly honest, you and Bert are the only men I've had outside my boyfriend."


Jaron's eyebrows popped up. "Really?"


I nodded again. "Really. But we have a very understanding relationship, and he was such a sweetheart when he realized I wanted to try a triple-penetration. I'd never done it before."


"Really?" he asked again, incredulous. "You seemed like you knew what you were doing pretty well."


I smiled. "Just really excited I guess."


"Well, uh, I guess that answers that."


"What?"


He shrugged. "Like I said, I really just wanted to make sure you were okay with everything. I'd hate to be the cause for any problems between you and Ben."


I shook my head. "We're great. In fact, we're better than great."


He smiled in relief. "That's good to know."


I came to a halt, as we were just outside my building, and I gestured up to it. "This is my stop."


Jaron nodded nervously. "Ah, well ... I'll see you around. I guess you have my number in case you ever ... uh ... need me ... or something..." he fumbled. "Or if you want to try that ... that thing..." He blushed beet red again when he remembered 'that thing' was assfucking me.


I laughed, putting a hand on my hip and posing for extra-sexiness. Waving goodbye to him as he backed away, I replied, "I will."


And then I thought about it some more. Would I call him? Could I try it again?


Should I do it?


Hell no.


That would be ... wrong.





-- MAY 2005, JUNIOR YEAR --



"ARRRGH!" Frustrated, I stood up and threw my textbook against the far wall.


Ben and Bert immediately leaped to their feet, Ben coming to me and Bert hesitating a moment before going after the book.


"Dawn, it's okay. That's a hard one for everyone," Bert explained.


"Not for you," I shot back. "You saw through it right from the beginning. WHY am I not GETTING this?"


"Hey, hey..." Ben soothed, stroking my back.


"Oh my fucking GAWD! I'm so fucking STUPID!"


"Hey!" Ben said a little more sharply. "You're not stupid. You're one of the smartest people I know."


"Says Mr. Eidetic memory," I gruffed. "When was the last time YOU had trouble passing a class?"


Ben pursed his lips, not sure how to respond to that.


I shook my head. "I'm a failure. I'm a fucking FAILURE."


"You're not a failure," Ben stated sternly, holding my shoulders and staring right into my eyes. He actually seemed to glower at me, forcing me to read the seriousness in his eyes. "You're my Dawn. You are perfect just the way you are."


"I'm about to fail this fucking class. That makes me a failure! THAT'S who I am!"


Ben shook his head vigorously. "You're not going to fail. No way in hell," he promised. He then turned to Bert, pointing to the book and asking, "What's the problem?"


Bert sighed. "It's this section on Biologically-inspired Financial Algorithms. There's some pretty complex higher math involved."


"Let me see," Ben said, holding out his hand for the book.


"NO!" I barked, holding my hand palm out to Bert. Obediently, our friend backed away.


"Dawn-" Ben began.


"NO!" I repeated. "Go back to your own studies, babe. Finals are in less than two weeks and you have enough on your plate."


"But if I can help you-"


"NO. We've been over this a dozen times already," I insisted heatedly. "Freak memory or not, you're not going to learn this entire book in a few days. I can handle this."


"Dawn, I can help you-"


"Let me handle this."



Hearing the deadly seriousness in my voice, Ben backed down. Bless his heart, I knew my boyfriend only wanted to support me. But this was a situation I had to dig myself out of.


"I can ace this final on my own," I insisted.


"Well, not entirely on your own," Bert offered up. "Don't worry. I can help you. I'll stay here all night if need be; not like I've got anything better to do. You'll get this figured out."


"It's my fault you've got nothing better to do," I sighed and shook my head, feeling even worse. "It's my fault Esther broke up with you."


"No it's NOT," Bert said firmly. "I made a choice on my own, and it's not your fault. I'm your friend, Dawn. And you are GOING to pass this class. Okay?"


I sighed, holding my hand out so Bert could give me back my textbook. "Okay."





The next night, I was still studying my Finance materials. Bert had gone home, and Ben was at the desk next to me, studying for his own classes. Even our little sisters were home for the night, leaving their boyfriends behind so that they could focus. Finals were just around the corner, and everyone was in cramming mode.


"Hey, you gonna get that?" Ben asked out of the blue.


"Huh? What?"


He pointed at my purse, and only now did I realize that my cell phone had been ringing. Quickly, I fished it open and saw an unfamiliar 415 number on the screen. Hitting the TALK button, I lifted the receiver to my ear. "Hello?"


"Hello, may I please speak with Dawn Evans?"


I held the phone to my head, frowning. It wasn't every day that I got a call from someone who didn't know this was my personal cell phone. "Uh, speaking."


"Miss Evans, I'm calling from Alexander Consulting. It's in regards to the internship position you applied for?"


"Oh, hi," I said brightly. Alexander was the same business consulting company that Dayna worked for, and that I'd interned with the previous summer. It was practically guaranteed that I'd be accepted again. "Good to hear from you."


"My apologies, Miss Evans. But I'm calling to say that we will not be extending an internship offer to you this summer. We've had some cutbacks, and the company is scaling down the program. I'm sorry."


"Excuse me?"


"A formal letter will be arriving at your address within the next day or so. But we wanted to notify you as soon as possible, so that you would have ample time to locate other work this summer."


"I see," I said, my tongue thick in my mouth.


"Again, I apologize Miss Evans. Good day."


"Bye."


She hung up.


I hung my head.


Ben looked over at me, keenly aware that my mood had just fallen. "What happened?"


I just looked at him and started crying.


I was a FAILURE.





"Hi Mom. What's up?"


"Hey. Did I catch you at a bad time?"


I looked around the campus, watching the bustle of students going from place to place around me. The project team had just finished our final presentation, and Ben was heading home to unwind by playing video games with Bert while I walked to my next class.


Lately, every time was a bad time. I was the kind of student who aced her classes through hard work and diligence, not necessarily raw mental horsepower. I had been doing well in all of my classes except for Rutledge's Finance course, but the extra time I'd been devoting to catching up on Finance material had taken its toll on those other classes. I'd been holding steady with a 92 in my Social, Political, and Ethical Environment of Business core class. But I'd slacked off too much in that course, dipping my scores into the high 80s. I'd need a solid A on the Final to get an "A" in the class, and that meant cutting back on "Dawn" time in favor of extra "study" time.


Because of this, I'd sort of blown off my Mom's phone calls for the past couple of weeks. We usually talked about once a week, just so she could keep in touch with me and find out what was new in my life. We'd always had a pretty good relationship, and it was reassuring to know that she was interested.


Of course, many of our conversations had started to become dominated by talk of me and Ben and our relationship, at least ever since Ben's birthday party. And between my annoyance at the way she harped on the subject, plus my general lack of available free time, I'd tended to cut our conversations pretty short.


But right now, I was just walking from Point A to Point B. There was really nothing else for me to do or focus on until I got to class. So with a sigh, I said, "No, I'm free for now. But I'm going to get to class in about ten minutes."


"Oh, sure, no problem. This won't take very long. I just wanted to run something by you."


"What?"


"Well, I was talking to Beth, and she was telling me how names today are becoming much more unique and varied. A hundred years ago, everyone was named Mary or John or Bob or whatever."


"Uh, okay..." I rolled my eyes. Mom and Ben's mom talked about the strangest things sometimes.


"Well, we tried to pick relatively unique names for you kids, except for Ben of course."


"Of course." Ben was named for his grandfather, who died just before he was born.


"But we didn't want anything TOO outlandish that would have your classmates making fun of you. Did you know some actor named his son 'Pilot Inspektor'?"


"Jason Lee, Mom."


"Seriously. So Beth and I started discussing some good names for your kids. We like Deirdre and Delta for your girls. And Beth thought it would be funny to name your son 'Benson'. Get it? Ben's son?"


I stopped dead in my tracks. "Ohmigawd. Are you guys serious?"


"What? I thought it was funny. You know we'd never actually name a boy 'Benson'. It's just-"


"No-no-no. Mom! I'm not even engaged! I'm 20-years-old. And I have like three fucking Finals I'm seriously stressing out over! And you wanted to call and chat to me about baby names?"


"Ho-kay ... guess I DID call you at a bad time..." Mom drawled. "I told you it wouldn't take long."


"Mom, I don't have time for this."


"Okay, okay. Just ... think of some names you like when you have the time. I get giddy just thinking about grandkids crawling around here, and I'd like to put some names to faces, even if they're all just imaginary."


"Ugh." Without another word, I just hit END on my cell phone and dropped it back into my purse.


NOT what I needed just now.





Ben thrust forward a final time, grunting his orgasm into my ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of him and into my pussy. I held him tightly, panting softly. I'd gotten a cum, but it wasn't a very strong one. And the moment the physical bliss passed, I found myself unable to think about anything but tomorrow's final. It was my last one. And it was for Rutledge's Finance course.


"Mmm..." Ben groaned, collapsing his weight on top of my chest. He buried his face in the pillow and cradled my head next to his. And when he finally had to come up and breathe, he sighed happily and said, "I love you, babe."


"Love you too," I replied mechanically. My mind was on the Riemann zeta function.


"Hey ... what's wrong?" he asked, attuned to my mood.


I turned to look at my boyfriend and quickly put on a smiling face. We were both in the final stretch before finals, and Ben had enough on his plate without having to worry about me. "I'm fine, I'm fine. I'm sorry I'm not totally into this. My mind was on schoolwork."


Ben frowned. "If you didn't want to, we didn't have to do this."


"Oh, no, no. Believe me, I enjoyed it," I said reassuringly, trying my best to give him a sexy smile. "I'm happy I gave you pleasure."


His frown deepened. "But I didn't give you pleasure?"


"I did, I did." I was suddenly tired of this conversation. "Can we please not argue about this? It was a nice interlude. I'm just worried about the Finance class."


His cock still inside me, Ben propped himself up on his elbows so he could look down at me. "I've told you, I can help."


I shook my head. "You can memorize the formulas, but not the concepts. Even then, you can't be in the exam room with me. I've got to understand this for myself."


"And you will," Ben said confidently. "Because you're you. I have faith in you."


I smiled, feeling warmed by his words. "Thanks."


Sighing, Ben leaned down and kissed me. We shared a slow-burning kiss for a few seconds. And then he finally rolled off me and onto his back.


For some reason, I was suddenly aware of my nakedness. Pulling the covers up and over my breasts, tucking it just beneath my chin, I stared straight up at the ceiling. Ben had faith in me. Ben had confidence that I could pull off this class. He believed.


But I didn't believe.





-- THURSDAY, MAY 19, 2005, FINALS WEEK --



I did it. I really, really did it.


This was fucking FAN-tastic. I really fucking did it.


I actually FAILED a course.


We're not talking a B-plus in Seventh Grade Algebra. We're talking outright fucking FAILURE.


Oh, I didn't know my actual score of course. Really, I didn't need to. All I needed to know was that acing the final ensured I at least passed the course. And I certainly didn't ace the final. If anything, I was sure it had been even worse than my first three midterms.


When Professor Rutledge had called "time" at the head of the classroom, I'd put down my pencil and felt my spine ripped out from me. Hanging my head so far down I nearly put my forehead to the desk, I shuddered deep heaving dry sobs. I didn't even get up from my chair. Professor Rutledge had to come up the aisle and touch my shoulder to get me to raise up my paper and hand it to him. Only then did I stand up and practically run from the room, trying desperately not to break down crying then and there.


I even failed at that, the tears rolling down my cheeks before I pushed open the door. Some of my classmates were looking at me as I went by them. Let them stare. Let them all witness "perfect" Dawn lose her perfection. Let them all see what happens to a girl when her 4.0 GPA crumbles into dust beneath the big red letter F.


F was for Failure.


F was for Fraud.


Everyone believed I was someone I wasn't.


People thought I was smart. Not really. I was a dumb girl who worked hard enough to get by ... most of the time. Not this time. I wasn't smart enough to pull myself out of this situation.


People thought I was capable. Not really. Fuck, the company that interned me last year didn't even want me back.


People thought I was pure and innocent. Not really. I was a slut who wanted to feel three cocks – some of which didn't belong to my boyfriend – penetrating my sinful body all at the same time.


People thought I was devoted and loyal. Not really. Just when my boyfriend, my sisters, and my parents thought it was time for me to settle down and go happily into marriage, all I really wanted to do was run screaming away from it.


People thought I was an angel. Not really. Angels represent the highest of highs, the personification of perfection.


I was nothing but a failure.





I was still sitting on the ground just outside the classroom when my purse rang. Really, it was my phone ringing inside my purse, but for a second, my brain was so haywire that I'd started wondering how to stick my purse to the side of my head and carry out a conversation.


The caller ID read: Ben. I didn't know what to do. I didn't know what to say. With tears rolling down my cheeks and snot running out of my nose, I just whimpered and stared at the screen. The phone kept ringing. I kept staring. And eventually, the screen turned blank as the call was diverted off to voicemail.


A minute later, Ben called again. One more time, I just stared at the screen, holding the phone in my hands watching his name stay illuminated for the entire time.


What would I say to him? What could I say to him? I didn't deserve him. Ben was perfect. Ben was an angel. Ben was the one without flaws. Sure, he'd made his mistakes. But he'd overcome them and come out stronger than ever. He loved me, he was devoted to me, he was ... too good for me.


Ben deserved somebody better. Ben deserved somebody smarter, more capable, more pure, and more devoted. All year he had been settling down and patiently giving everything to me. What had I done in return? I'd spent even MORE time away from him, more time being SELFISH. More time FUCKING OTHER MEN.


I didn't deserve him. He deserved better than me.


The phone rang again, this time with a little voicemail icon showing up at the top of my screen. What to tell him? What to tell him?


Impulsively, I hit the TALK button. Taking deep breath, I whimpered, "Hi."


"Hey ... You okay? You don't sound so good."


How he got all that just from a single 'hi' I didn't know. Shaking my head to clear it, I took a deep breath and said, "I'm just exhausted. Didn't get much sleep last night."


"Well you can come home and I'll give you a nice massage, put you right to bed. Sound good?"


I closed my eyes. I didn't deserve him. He was too good for me. All I would do was drag him down. "Sounds great. Maybe later tonight."


"How'd the test go?" he asked anxiously. Seriously, Ben had been stressing out about my Finance final almost as much as I had.


"I did it," I replied wearily, still unable to believe I'd fucking failed the course.


"You did? You passed?" he asked excitedly.


I took a deep breath. That wasn't exactly what I meant by 'I did it.' In fact, it was the exact opposite. 'I did it' meant I'd ACTUALLY failed, and I was still astonished by my colossal underachievement. But rather than explain all that, I just said tiredly, "Yeah."


"CONGRATULATIONS!" Ben cheered enthusiastically. "I KNEW you could do it!"


Weakly, I managed to smile, even though I knew he couldn't see me.


"Come home! We have to celebrate!"


"I can't. I've got the cooking class tonight."


"Seriously? Who cares? It's not like you're taking that class for a grade."


"Ben ... I don't blow off classes," I explained patiently. Everyone knew that. Dawn didn't cut corners. Dawn always did the 'right' thing, even if it was inconvenient. It was my reputation. Besides, maybe a few more hours would give me time to get my head on straight before I had to see him and admit that he'd misunderstood me, and that I'd actually failed Finance.


"Why the fuck is Berkeley City College a week behind anyways? This is ridiculous," Ben complained.


"It is what it is."


"Fuck." It was now after 5pm, and the cooking class started at 6pm.


"I'll see you at home tonight," I offered.


"You sure? Maybe I can come to you."


"Tonight's Thursday. It's your night with Kim."


"Dawwwn..."


"I'll be fine. I'll see you tonight."


"Okay. I love you."


I sighed. "Love you too."





"FUCK!" Unable to take it anymore, I threw the saucepan clear across the room. Thankfully, it didn't hit anyone, only clattering across the linoleum floor before crashing into a wall cabinet.


"Dawn!" the cooking class teacher barked.


Other than that, the entire room went silent. The bustling kitchen, usually the source of dozens of spatulas banging against dozens of pans and various other cooking equipment, was absolutely quiet. Everyone stopped cooking. Everyone just gawked and stared at me.


"Dawn!" Gwen hissed right next to me. "What's the matter?"


What could I tell her? That my whole world was coming to an end?


Robin was immediately by my other side. "Hey ... you okay?"


"I'm fine," I muttered, reaching behind my back and untying my apron.


"Hey, where're you going?" Gwen whined.


"I'm going out."


"You're blowing off the class?" Robin asked in amazement.


"I gotta go," I mumbled, stalking away. I didn't look back.





I had just crossed Shattuck when I realized I where I was going. Automatically, I had been walking the path to take me home, but right now, I really didn't want to go home. I still didn't know what I would tell Ben when I saw him. How could I tell him that the person he loved – the person he had faith in – had let him down? He was so sure that I would ace my final. He BELIEVED in me. But I didn't ace it. I'd failed the final.


I'd failed him.


My head hurt. Everyone expected me to be perfect. Mom expected the perfect daughter. My peers expected the perfect student. Ben expected the perfect girlfriend. But I wasn't perfect. It was too hard being perfect. And the pressure was just too much.


Going home meant facing even greater failure, and I didn't want to deal with that. So without thinking about it, I did an about face and made ready to re-cross Shattuck in the other direction. The only thing is: I was so distracted that I didn't notice the crosswalk had gone from WALK to DON'T WALK, and when I stepped off the sidewalk, I'd stepped right in front of an oncoming Honda.


"SHIT!" I screamed, a little too late. But just before impact, I felt a jerk against the back of my neck, and suddenly I was toppling out of the way.


[thump]


Pain exploded in my right hip and elbow. I found that I was lying flat across the sidewalk, my hair in my face. And after rolling onto my back, I sat up while brushing my bangs from my eyes. "What the-?" I muttered.


My rescuer had fallen beside me. Gingerly, he got to his knees and then took a good look at me. Only then did his eyes go wide in astonishment. "Dawn?" Jaron Hedlund muttered in shock.


"Jaron?" Mom always talked about Destiny. Was this mere coincidence or part of some greater plan?


"Are you okay?" he asked quickly, reaching out to grab my hand.


My adrenaline was pumping, my heart was racing, and my legs were a little wobbly. When he pulled me up to my feet, I instantly collapsed again, this time falling forward. Jaron caught me against his chest, and as he hugged me tightly, several people around us started clapping.


"Way to go, man," another college student clapped Jaron on his back before walking up toward the campus.


"You saved that young lady's life," an elderly woman enthused before stepping up to the curb, waiting to cross the same direction I'd been heading.


"Hey, I think you owe him your number," a punkish looking kid told me before crossing the now open crosswalk in the perpendicular direction.


I don't know what I was thinking. I wasn't really thinking. I was just so exhausted from a sleepless night, emotionally drained from my exam failure, and giddy from the adrenaline rush. Reaching up to Jaron's neck, I pulled his head down to mine. And I gave him a kiss as fierce as any I'd ever given Ben.





What are you doing, Dawn? What the fuck are you doing?



My conscience railed at me as I ripped my sweater over my head, panting in heat. Jaron tried to sit up, but I was straddling his waist and I roughly shoved him with both hands right in the chest. And stronger than me or not, he couldn't help but fall back down onto the bed.


My bra went next, and then I was bent over, gripping his cheeks in my hands as I gave him the most passionately volcanic kiss I was capable of. I felt his whole body go tense, betting that even his toes were curling as my tongue shoved into the back of his mouth. And just as suddenly, I was up again, scrabbling at the hem of his shirt to pull it up.


"Dawn-Dawn-Dawn-Dawn-Dawn," Jaron stammered rapidly. "Are you sure we should be doing this?"


"Ben said it was okay," I answered firmly. "My boyfriend gives me my freedom. Why do you think he let me have that triple penetration? Besides, tonight is his night with Kim."


"Kim? Kim as in ... your roommate?"


I nodded. "They're probably fucking as we speak. We have a pretty open relationship. Now shut up and let me pull your shirt off. You're my hero tonight. I could have been killed. But I'm still alive, thanks to you. And I intend to thank you very well indeed."


"Oh my gawd..." he sighed, letting his head fall back against the pillow.


What are you doing? my conscience asked again. Why? WHY? WHY?


Because I want to.


Not good enough. Ben didn't approve this.



But he would if I asked.


You don't know that.



Because Jaron saved my life.


So send him a fucking gift basket!



Because I had a near brush with death and I want to be fucked!


Then go home! Ben and Kim will tag-team you! Maybe DJ and Brooke will be home and all four of them can fuck the shit out of you!



No. I want this one-on-one.


Then let BEN fuck you one-on-one!



It would be nice, but really, the sex has started to become a little vanilla.


Vanilla!?! Do you remember what he did to you the other night?



It was great. Really. But we've had sex so many times that even amazing becomes routine.


And you think Jaron can ring your bell when Ben can't?



Worth a try.


Why? No one can measure up to Ben one-on-one. You KNOW that!



Do I? Really, do I?


You do!



How could I know that? Have I ever tried?


You've had other guys!



Just because those guys weren't as good as Ben doesn't mean NOBODY is.


You've had JARON already.



In a group situation. There were a lot of other things going on. He was distracted, and anyone would be a little bit in awe of me the first time they saw me naked.


Oh, so you're getting egotistical now?



"Shut up."


"What was that?" Jaron asked in bewilderment.


I shook my head. "Nevermind." By now, I'd gotten his pants down to his ankles, and I'd stripped myself naked as well. Jaron still had his socks and shoes on. And his jeans around his ankles trapped his legs together. But he was naked from the knees up, and that was all I really needed. Jaron gawked at my glorious nudity, and he held his breath as I held his prick upright and then began sinking my way down onto it.


NO! NO! NO!



But his dick is so BIG.


NOT A GOOD ENOUGH REASON!



I want to try. Maybe he'll be as good as Ben.


HE'S NOT! You know that! You BELIEVE that!



I have Faith that Ben is the best. Faith is belief without evidence. But should I blindly believe without evidence?


YES!!!



Ben believed in me. Ben had faith that I would pass my class. I didn't. Look where faith got us.


DAWN!!!



It's too late. This angel has fallen.


Chapter 14: Adrift


BEN
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The red Civic blared its horn at me as I cut him off entering the traffic circle at Channing and Piedmont. I didn't care. I would have hit him and kept on driving. Didn't matter. Nothing was getting between me and my destination.


That destination tonight was the Tri-Delt house. Maybe I could have called. Maybe it would have been faster to call. But maybe she wouldn't have picked up. Maybe I would have had to drive over here anyway. I didn't know. I didn't care. My mind was racing down a single track, and that single track was taking me to her.


"CARLI!" I yelled into the house the instant somebody opened the front door. The girl who opened it looked familiar, but I didn't recall her name right away. Like I said: I didn't care.


"CARLI!" I yelled again as I raced up the stairs, taking them three at a time. It was a Thursday night during Finals Week. This was the most likely place she would be. But when I got to her room and hammered on the door with the base of my fist, nobody answered.


"CARLI!" I yelled at the unyielding piece of wood, gauging its strength to see if I could break it down.


"Ben!" somebody gasped from my left.


Hot-faced and with wild eyes, I was sure I looked pretty scary. At least, the way Nora Cavaday gasped and backed three steps away from me indicated so. "Where is she?" I growled with a ferocity that intimidated even me.


With a quivering jaw, Nora blinked rapidly in fear and extended a shaky hand back to the stairs.


"She's up with Leah."


I remembered Leah Hirsch. She was one of Adrienne's and my conquests last year, and the current Tri-Delt Secretary. I also knew where her room was, and I was back to racing through the house at breakneck speeds.


Speaking of breakneck, I knocked some poor girl over as I ran up. I didn't stop. I didn't care.


Leah's door was open, and there were three girls inside the room with their books out. All three looked up at me in surprise as I raced in. But before any of them could recover, I'd already barked, "Where can I find Jaron?"


The girls looked blankly at each other before I leveled a finger at Carli. "Jaron Hedlund. Where do I find him?"


I had to find him. This was all Jaron's fault. I knew it. Somehow, he'd seduced my Dawn against her will. Her despondent apology to me less than five minutes ago was still in my mind. She told me she'd messed up. She told me she'd cheated on me. She told me she wasn't the girl I deserved.


She told me she was breaking up with me, that she couldn't be in a relationship with me anymore. She told me she'd fallen from grace, that she wasn't the perfect angel that everyone thought she was.


I didn't believe her. She was Dawn. She was MY Dawn. She was perfect in every way. And somehow, I knew this wasn't her fault.


It was Jaron's fault. He was the seducer. He was the destroyer. He deserved to DIE.


"WHERE IS HE?" I howled again. Look up "apoplectic" in the dictionary. You'll find a picture of my face there.


Carli's mouth was open as she tried to process my request. While still in a state of shock, she mumbled a bit before finally grunting, "Haste Street just past Shattuck." It took her a few more blinks before she was able to spit out the specific address.


Nodding my head and committing the address to memory, I simply spun out of the room, raced down the stairs, and back to my waiting car. The Mustang was blocking the Tri-Delt driveway at an odd-angle, the driver's door still open. I hopped in, gunned the engine, and peeled out onto the street burning rubber. I zipped back to Piedmont, back through the Channing traffic circle, and pulled a hard right onto Haste. I dodged a moving truck and leaned on the horn to honk at a snail-crawling Buick until it pulled out of my way. And I nearly got into a head-on collision when I passed a 4Runner double-parked on the side.


I didn't care.


It's a miracle I didn't get into an accident. I barely got under 10mph at stop signs and nearly got T-boned crossing Telegraph, but eventually I made it to my destination. I pulled into a red zone and raced up the stairs, banging on the door of the address Carli had given me.


Jaron was surprisingly easy to find. He's the one that opened the door. The big guy frowned when he first saw me, wondering why the hell I was on his doorstep. But then his eyes went wide when he saw the murderous look on my face. And his hands went up defensively when I launched myself at his throat.


"FUCKING BASTARD!" I yelled as I got the element of surprise, knocking him off his feet so that he fell back on his ass, although he managed to shove me aside. I was just about to pounce when one of his roommates suddenly grabbed my shoulder from behind, spinning me about. I threw a wild haymaker at the guy, but he ducked it easily, leaving me off-balance and completely exposed.


But just when the roommate primed to punch me in the face, Jaron shouted, "No! Don't hurt him!"


The roommate pulled his arm back, and I spun around to stare at Jaron again. I rushed him, the 6'4" defensive end bracing himself for impact. I was still a lover, not a fighter, but I'd gotten into a few scrapes over the years and learned enough to not make a complete fool of myself. Still, despite my form tackle, Jaron was able to deflect me to the side so that he didn't fall.


I swung a punch at him; he blocked it with his arm. I bull-rushed him; he deflected me to the other side.


"Ben! Ben! STOP!"


"You fucking fucker! You fucking FUCKED HER!"


"Ben! I'm sorry! I thought it was okay!" he barked defensively.


"FUCK YOU, FUCKER!" I swung another punch at him.


"She came to me!"


"Liar! My Dawn would NEVER-!"


"BEN! I'm telling the truth!"


"Tell the truth to my fist!" I threw another punch, this one glancing off his pectoral muscle.


I hit him hard enough that he staggered back, and then sighing he started to enter the fight as well. Like I said, I wasn't a weakling, but the guy still had four inches and fifty pounds of muscle on me. He also knew how to handle himself, whether it was his football training or something else. And the point is: I was severely outmatched in a fight.


To his credit, Jaron didn't beat me up. He kept his roommate out of the fight, and more or less did his best to ensure that I wasn't TOO badly hurt. He kept trying to apologize, explaining, "She told me you approved" while I vehemently spat profanities at him. Feeling bad, I think he even let me get in a solid punch or two.


Ultimately, I ended up facedown on the floor with Jaron's knee in my back and my arm twisted behind me. He didn't try to cause me pain. Instead, he merely kept me pinned so that he wouldn't have to continue deflecting my punches. I struggled and struggled for a lot longer than I should have, to the point where he nearly had to wrench my arm out of its socket to get me to stop trying to hit him. And when my strength gave out, I simply sagged against the floorboards sobbing my pathetic heart out.


"How could you?" I blubbered, unable to see from the sheer number of tears filling my eyes.


"It just happened," he said mournfully.


"Behind my back!"


"She told me you guys were open about this shit."


"She would have called me at least."


"It wasn't planned. She nearly got hit by a car crossing Shattuck and then one thing led to another and..."


"No. Never. Not Dawn. She would have called me. She would have asked me. She's not like this. She would never do this."


"Dude ... I'm sorry," Jaron sighed.


My strength gone, I pushed my nose into the floor. I felt slime oozing out of my nostrils, joining the puddle of tears rolling down my cheeks as I forced myself to face the truth. Dawn had already confessed all. She'd gone willingly with Jaron to his house, initiating things even. Even though I still wanted to believe that he'd somehow coerced her against her will, the evidence just wasn't there.


This wasn't Jaron's fault.


My Dawn had actually cheated on me.


So this is how Megan and Cassidy must have felt when I told them. This is how Adrienne must have felt. It wasn't the sexual act that hurt so much, it was the betrayal. It was the belief that your loved one was devoted to you, was loyal to you. But they'd proven themselves otherwise.


I'd done this myself. I'd done this to three beautiful people, girls who had hearts of gold and truly deserved better. This was karma coming back to bite me in the ass. It was revenge for the sins I'd made before.


I lost her. I knew I could never lose her again. I told myself again and again, that the next time Dawn and I got together, it would have to be forever. I needed that, that concept of forever. It was my anchor. SHE was my anchor. And my anchor was now gone, leaving me adrift.


I had tried so hard to make it work. I'd seen other young couples crumble beneath the expectations of their futures, and I'd tried really hard to keep my own expectations in check. Sure, I wanted marriage and kids and the whole "dream"; but I didn't push that on Dawn. I recognized that she wanted to have her "fun" in the aftermath of her relationship with Ryan. I recognized that she was still young and had a lot of things she still wanted to do before settling down. And I'd done my best to accommodate her, to give her every freedom.


Despite giving Dawn her freedom, I'd lost her. Perhaps BECAUSE I'd given her this freedom, I'd lost her. Would she have cheated with Jaron had she not already had a sex with him? Would she have felt comfortable doing this with any other man had I not given her the threesomes and moresomes before? Hell, had the threesomes been RESPONSIBLE for her straying, giving her the taste of strange cock and inspiring her craving for more?


On the other hand, was Dawn just a ticking time bomb, too immature to settle down with me and ready to crack at any moment? Had the threesomes and moresomes only delayed the inevitable, feeding her addictions and keeping them at bay only for so long until she just had to get her fix?


I didn't know.


This, I cared.


I'd tried. I'd tried really hard to make things work. Weren't we so happy? Weren't we the model couple that every other aspired to be? We clearly loved each other. We clearly doted on each other. And where other couples showed jealousy and clinginess, we were open and accommodating.


I'd thought that by promising open honesty and acceptance, she would feel free to share her desires with me. She wouldn't feel the need to do something behind my back. But still, she did. I didn't understand. If she'd just TOLD me she wanted a one-on-one with Jaron, I might have let her. I might've been jealous, but it would have been better than losing her. But she cheated on me anyways. She did it behind my back.


Why?


I didn't understand.


Hadn't I done everything right?


Hadn't I done everything she asked of me?


Hadn't I been the perfect boyfriend?


So why did she do it?


I didn't understand.





Miracle of miracles, Dawn was still home when I returned. All my roommates were upstairs in my bedroom, and I mean all of them. Brooke and DJ had returned home at some point, and they were arguing with Dawn while Kim stood against the wall and observed with a stricken look on her face.


They all shut up when I appeared at the door. Dawn took one look at me and sat down on the bed, new tears rolling down her cheeks to join the tear tracks that had already dried up. Her right hand covered her mouth, her left hugged her own stomach as if that would be a comfort, and she sobbed heartbreakingly while staring at me.


"Ben! What the hell happened to your face?" Brooke came right over to me and touched my forehead.


I winced at her touch, realizing that there was probably a bruise there from Jaron repeatedly trying to pin me down. Actually, I probably had several bruises all over my body, whether from blunt force impacts or being squeezed by that guy's massive hands.


"Jaron and I ... had a conversation," I said quietly. Looking at Dawn, I sighed and added, "He pretty much confirmed what you were trying to tell me."


Dawn nodded and then stood up again, reaching for her bag. Only now did I realize that her roller suitcase was sitting on our mattress. Closing the lid, she zipped it shut.


"Where are you going?" I croaked. There was no more anger. I was tired, and I wasn't even mad at her anymore. I was scared. No, I was terrified. I was losing her, and I really, really, REALLY didn't want to lose her.


"I'm going home. My Finals are over," Dawn said quietly.


"You can't leave. Not now. Fix this!" DJ insisted.


"Don't leave. Please," I said quietly.


"I can't stay with you anymore."


"DJ's right. Please. Stay. We'll fix this."


She shook her head. "We can't fix this. I cheated on you."


"I forgive you."


She shook her head more vehemently. "No you don't. You're just saying that right now. I can tell you're crushed beyond belief."


"I'm crushed that you're leaving me. You can fix that. Stay and let us work this out."


"I can't. I have to go."


"Please ... don't leave me," I whimpered. I didn't care how pathetic I sounded. I couldn't lose her. Not again. NOT. DAWN. "Don't leave me."


She started shuddering, the tears that had been rolling down her cheeks now increasing their flow. She turned her face away from me, pinching her forehead down in abject shame. Shaking her head, she grabbed her suitcase and yanked it off the bed, stalking for the door.


Out of nowhere, Kim slid in front of her, blocking the doorway. Without a word, the impassive girl shook her head in the negative.


Her way blocked, Dawn whimpered and then turned back to face me. "I cheated on you."


"Why?"


"I don't know why!" she suddenly yelled, her voice jumping.


"Then let's sit down and figure that out."


"You don't get it! I betrayed you! Doesn't that hurt?"


"More than you can imagine. But I still love you. I still want you."


"No, Ben. You don't. I'm fucked up. I'm not the person you think I am."


"You told me that before. I don't believe you. You're my Dawn. You'll always be my Dawn."


"I CHEATED ON YOU!"


"A mistake. But it was with a guy we've already had sex with. And Jaron told me you nearly got hit by a car. Your adrenaline was pumping. It was a spur of the moment thing." My voice was cracking and I wanted to crumple into a little ball and cry, but I had to stay strong.


"You don't have to make excuses for me. I know what I did, and what I did has GOT to hurt you."


"It hurts. It really does. But we'll work through this."


"There's no working through this! Don't you get it? This wasn't a one-time mistake for me. I have a pattern now. Everyone thinks I'm this pristine angel. Everyone thinks I'm the perfect girl who does no wrong. But I do! I have EVIL in my heart! I want selfish things! And I'm a self-centered bitch!"


"No you're not!"


"Yes, I am! You act like this is the first time I've done this. It's not. Remember Greg Kinomoto at camp, when we were seventeen?"


My mouth went dry. I was shaking like a leaf, trying desperately to hold myself together until my strength could come back to me and I could fix this. But now, with my brain calling up the worst-possible images, I was ready to collapse. "You didn't ... You couldn't have..."


She sighed and shook her head. "I kissed him. I let him lead me out of sight. I let him hold me in his arms. And I kissed him."


I shook my head, desperately not wanting to believe. "It was a mistake."


"Two months later, I let Ryan into my life. I could have pushed him away, but I didn't. I got intimate with him, and by Thanksgiving you and I had to break up so that I could date him."


I was blinking fast, just holding on by a thread. "There were circumstances. I wasn't there and you were lonely and it's not like I was all that pure myself-"


"I would have fucked him. I knew you were my boyfriend, but I would have done it then."


"But you didn't."


She shook her head. "I'm a cheater. I'm a harlot. I'm a slut who wants to feel three strange cocks pounding their way into my body at the same time. I get bored fucking you one-on-one, dreaming of greater lusts. I want to try illegal narcotics. And I want to have my 'fun', no matter who it hurts. I'm a selfish bitch, and I've been disloyal to you. I'm FUCKED UP. And I'm not good enough for you anymore."


"You let me decide that," I pleaded, my voice cracking. "Don't leave me. Please, don't leave me."


She shook her head. "It's for your own good. You deserve better than me."


"I deserve YOU."


"No you don't. You always put me up on this pedestal. You think I'm the personification of perfection or something. But I'm not. I'm just an ordinary, human girl. And as much as we both wanted to believe it, I'm not the girl for you."


"You're my soulmate," I insisted. "And even if you walk out that door, I'm going to wait for you."


Dawn sighed, and gave me a look so full of sorrow that I finally did sink to my knees on the floor, though I didn't fully collapse. Kneeling there, feeling the splitting pain of hardwood biting into my kneecaps, I closed my eyes. I knew her next words would only hurt even more.


"Don't bother waiting. I'm not your soulmate," Dawn intoned quietly. "That's just a pipe dream our parents have been feeding us since we were little. Well the childhood fantasy is over. I'm not who you think I am. I'm a slut who has another man's cum dribbling out of her stretched asshole at this very moment. I wanted to be the perfect girl for you. I really did. But now I'm tired of trying to be someone I'm not."


I didn't answer. I couldn't answer. I was shaking so hard, feeling the death of my dream cut like a shard of glass right through my heart.


"Move. Aside." Dawn's command carried such a tone that the submissive girl could not refuse. Kim stepped aside, and then Dawn strode out of the room.


I just pitched forward until my forehead was on the floor, and I sobbed my heart out.





-- FRIDAY, MAY 20, 2005, FINALS WEEK --



I woke up with my eyes closed, but somehow I knew exactly where I was and who I was with.


I was fully dressed in my bed, still wearing the clothes I'd worn yesterday. 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, the tight wrappings as comfortable for me as for a swaddled baby. And still with my eyes closed, I exhaled slowly before asking, "What time is it, Brooke?"


My little sister's sweet voice answered, "Almost nine. AM. You've been asleep for more than twelve hours."


Slowly, I cracked my eyelids open and blinked as Brooke's face came into focus. She had changed and showered since I last saw her, now wearing a cute pajama set with her hair held back in a simple ponytail. She was clearly dressed for bed, and if I had to guess, she'd spent the entire night cuddling me. And her soft brown 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 Dawn, and specifically the chain of events that had led to her walking out the door with her suitcase.


"Where is she?" I asked, my heart heavy.


Brooke sighed. "She's home. DJ talked to her mom last night."


Biting my lower lip, I stared past Brooke's ear at the ceiling, wondering how my perfect life had so spectacularly come crashing down. For once, I hadn't caused the catastrophe, not directly at least. I felt more helpless this way. At least when I fucked up and brought my world down around me, I knew to point the finger at myself. I could recognize what I'd done wrong and take steps to fix it.


But I still didn't understand.


Why had Dawn left me?


What had I done wrong?


"Why doesn't she love me anymore?"


Brooke took a deep breath, and it wasn't until she answered me that I realized I'd asked the last thing out loud. "She still does. She always will. Dawn is very confused right now, and she's got a lot of things she has to work through."


"How do you know?"


Brooke shrugged. "I just know."


I shook my head. "No you don't. Just like you can't see the future. You're just guessing, dreaming, speculating about what might come. You're no more clairvoyant than I am, and I don't have a fucking clue what's going on around me."


Brooke pinched her lips in a tight line at the harshness of my words. "Well maybe I can see the future and maybe I can't. That doesn't change the fact that you and Dawn belong together. You two are special. You have a connection that even DJ and I don't quite have."


"Some connection," I muttered. "I thought we were happy. I thought everything was perfect. But I didn't know she was fraying at the edges. I couldn't even tell she was about to crack and go fuck some other guy."


Staring down at me at a right angle to my face, Brooke reached up and cupped my cheeks firmly, forcing me to look right at her. "Now you listen to me: Dawn loves you. Period. She will always love you. Period. She's kinda fucked up right now, and she made a helluva mistake last night. But never doubt that she and everyone else in this family dearly love you. One night does not wipe out years of togetherness."


I sighed and shook my head, not able to muster the energy to argue. Turning my gaze to the ceiling again, I ruminated on how I'd gotten myself into this situation. I'd thought my life was all set: my academic career, my upcoming internship, and especially the soulmate by my side. But here I lay, alone again, and fuck all if I didn't still have a final this afternoon.


"This feels like déjà vu."


"Huh?" Brooke stopped stroking my hair.


"It's May. It's Finals Week. I overpressured a girl into settling down and being my wife and she up and left me. Just like two years ago."


"Huh?" Brooke frowned before getting it. "Oh, you're talking about Adrienne."


I nodded.


Brooke shrugged. "Well, I wasn't here for that. But look at the bright side."


I frowned. "What bright side?"


"You and Adrienne still love each other, don't you? So there's hope."


My scowl told Brooke all she needed to know about my belief in 'hope'. "Within weeks, Adam Dennis showed up, nearly raped Emma, and then shot me here and here." I touched my side and then my cheek, where the bullet scars would be with me for the rest of my life.


Brooke frowned. "Well, at least there isn't much chance you're gonna get shot again."


I raised an eyebrow, thinking of how karma seemed determined to really get me. "Wanna bet?"





Realizing I couldn't stay in bed all day, I finally sat up and swung my legs off the bed. Brooke merely watched me as I stretched and then picked at my dirty clothes, feeling like they were stiff and coarse from my accumulated sweat and tears. My little sister watched me with a little smile as I stripped myself naked, and then she stared at my ass as I went out the door and into the bathroom.


I didn't care. Let her have the show if she so desired. It didn't matter to me. Nothing really did. Not without my Dawn.


I shit, showered, and shaved, all buck naked. My movements were slow and deliberate, without hurry. What was the point? I had nowhere to be, not this morning. And nothing really mattered anyway. I could even skip my final. Fuck all. Acing the class wouldn't bring my Dawn back to me.


After drying off, I walked back into my bedroom...


... and came to a dead stop just inside the door.


Kneeling on top of my mattress, wearing a half-cup bra that exposed her pretty pink nipples and matching pink panties so sheer that they were see-through, was DJ. She'd pulled her hair into a sky-high ponytail and beamed at me with the biggest smile, leaning forward on her hands while tucking her arms in together to lift up her tits for better viewing. "Hiya, Ben," she greeted perkily.


I sighed and shook my head. "What are you doing, Deej?" I asked wearily.


The gorgeous blonde gave me her best sultry smile. "I'm here to get you ready for your Final. Dayna's idea."


I arched an eyebrow, remembering the days immediately after Adrienne broke up with me. In an effort to keep me occupied post-dumping and get me through finals, Dayna, Brandi, and their friends had coordinated to constantly keep a girl in my bed and heal me through therapeutic fucking. After all: I am a sexual creature. I passed my classes, got great sex, and when the time came for me to finally talk to Adrienne, I was at least able to be rational about it.


But that was two years ago. Today, I just shook my head and sighed, "Not in the mood, Deej."


"You let me take care of that," she said coyly, curling a finger at me.


Before I could really think about it, I walked forward to her. My brain woke up and I stopped my approach a few seconds later, but by then I was within her reach and DJ whipped her hand out to grab onto my wrist. Tugging gently, she brought me closer, sliding her hands up my chest and around my head before tilting her head to mine for a wet kiss.


I resisted. I kept my neck stiff and didn't let her pull my mouth down to hers. She whimpered, tugging on me before sliding her hand down and petting my limp penis.


Suddenly, my left hand tightened around her wrist, pulling it away from my dick. Similarly, my right hand raced up, grabbing DJ by her throat. Her eyes popped open wide and a look of true fear spread across her face. I imagine I must have looked fairly ... psychotic ... with my impassive face and cold eyes.


"Ben?" she whimpered nervously, breathing rapidly in fear. At least I hadn't closed my hand around her neck at all.


Letting go of her wrist, I moved my left hand up and hooked it beneath her right armpit. Turning, I manhandled DJ off my bed so that she was standing on the floor beside me. And then grabbing her by the waist and shoulder, I marched her forward and to the bedroom door, which was still open.


Just then, Bert hopped up onto the landing, his eyes going wide as he first stared at me and then tried valiantly (failing) not to gawk at DJ's near-nudity. "Uh, bad time, I guess?" he muttered helplessly.


I just shoved DJ out the door, causing her to fall against Bert, who held her gingerly. Then without a word, I slammed the door shut.





All four of them took turns trying to get me to open the door. Brooke yelled at me for being a stupid-head shut-in and told me I needed to talk to people. DJ told me she was worried about me, and that she just wanted to help. Bert promised me that I would get through this, that if Dawn wasn't the right one for me that there were plenty of other girls out there. And Kim rather quietly asked if she could please serve her Master.


I didn't open the door.


Eventually, they gave up and left me alone. By then, it was lunchtime, and I silently emerged and went down the stairs. My little sisters and Kim were talking in the living room. As soon as Kim saw me, she raced into the kitchen and came out with a plate of food, promising me that she just had to heat it up.


I ignored them all and went out the door. I picked up cheap Mexican food on Telegraph and meandered around the campus for about an hour. It wasn't until ten minutes before my final that I realized I even HAD a final. And figuring that I had nothing better to do, I wandered over to the lecture hall, bummed a pencil off a classmate, and sat down to do my work for a few hours.


Around 4pm I got fed up with the test and turned it in. I'd answered every question, although I hadn't done much to check my work. And then on a whim, I briskly walked home.


Kim was waiting at the doorway when I arrived. I felt bad for her. She'd become quite devoted to me as her Master, truly in love with me and cherishing the stabilizing influence I had on her life. But she had become more and more capable of being independent while we'd been together, mostly at my direction for her to become so. And I trusted that she would survive even if I wasn't around. At the very least, Viktoriya was still around.


"I tried to call you, sir," Kim whimpered plaintively as she came out the door and down the steps to meet me.


"My phone has been off since last night," I mumbled, walking right past the porch and over to the curb where the Mustang was parked, fishing my car keys out of my pocket.


"Where are you going?" she asked fearfully, following after me.


"I'm going out," I replied coldly without turning around.


"Let me come with you."


We stopped next to the car. Taking a deep breath, I reached up and held Kim's cheek one more time. But then shaking my head, I put my hand to her shoulder and gently pushed her away. "I'm sorry. Really, I am. I wish things could have turned out differently. But I'm afraid I won't be around for you anymore."


Kim's eyes went wide and she stopped breathing.


Only then did I get the implication for how my words might have sounded. Chuckling just a bit, I shook my head and said, "Relax. I'm not going to kill myself."


Relieved, she started breathing again.


But then sighing again, I gave her an apologetic look before saying, "Maybe your next Master will be better than me."


Kim's jaw dropped, and while she stood there in shock, I got into the car and fired up the engine. While she stood on the sidewalk, I pulled away from the curb. And she stayed within view of my rearview mirror all the way until I turned and headed for the highway.


At least now I could understand a little bit of how Dawn felt.


Kim deserved better than me.





-- SATURDAY, MAY 21, 2005, 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 took it like a trouper, 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.


For a few seconds, I just lay there, enjoying the wonderful sensations coursing their way up my spine. At a time like this, the simple pleasure of a blowjob felt like heaven. At a time like this, I yearned for the blissful release of ejaculation, as if the explosion from my balls would carry the weight of all my worries away like tiny burdens strapped to the backs of each wriggling tadpole.


But I didn't want that release. Even though it really had only been about five years or so, I felt like I'd spent a lifetime drowning my sorrows in a sea of sexual excess. Every time I had my heart broken, I went nuts fucking girls I barely cared about. They were distractions. They were band-aids. They never did anything to fix the hole in my heart.


And more to the point, the heartache of Dawn's departure was all I really had left of her. Yeah, the heartache sucked, but it reminded me of my lost love. I didn't want to let go of that. I didn't want to lose that. I'd already lost everything else of Dawn. Let me keep this pain, dammit.


I'd tried to talk to Dawn last night. I'd driven down to her parents' house on a whim, and immediately upon seeing me, Deanna Evans let me in the door and informed me that Dawn was holed up in her bedroom.


I didn't get to talk to her. I banged on the door, I tried to start conversations, and I begged her to simply say a word to me, even if those words were "go away". Nothing. Dawn never responded even once. Deanna assured me that her daughter was indeed inside, and several times I heard her footsteps as she moved around the bedroom, reassuring me that she at least had not hung herself in the closet.


For two hours, I tried unsuccessfully to get Dawn to talk to me. My voice was going hoarse by the end of it, and I felt more dejected than ever. It would have hurt less for her to tell me I'd done something wrong, or that she was sorry, or that she never wanted to see me again. But she didn't tell me any of those things. She never said a single fucking word.


I suppose it was karma biting me in the ass again. After all, hadn't my own family and roommates spent the morning trying to get me out of MY room?


In the end, I'd come home and immediately gone to sleep, completely exhausted. Brooke tried to come cuddle with me, but I kicked her out and ordered her to stay away. And then I'd slept fitfully through the night until now.


Wordlessly, I grabbed hold of the head currently fellating me and tugged back on it. She didn't go willingly, not at first. But once it became clear that I didn't want her to continue her actions, she stopped sucking and let me pull her away. She moved to my right, crawling up the bed toward me. I simply let my head loll to the left, not even wanting to look at her.


"Please, sir," Kim whimpered. "Let me comfort you."


I sighed, already having figured from the blowjob that it was Kim. "I don't want your comfort."


"You need to heal from your pain."


"I don't want to heal. I LIKE this pain."


Kim went silent, at a loss for what to do. She'd literally spent her entire lifetime not taking the initiative. She just did whatever her masters told her to do, whether that was her father, Grace, Viktoriya, or me. She wanted to help me, but she didn't know how to go about doing that. Her modus operandi was to submit herself before me and let me do whatever I wanted with her, or even to her. But what could she do when I wouldn't command her?


"Please, sir. I know you are deeply hurt by Dawn's departure. But you are still my Master."


"Not anymore. You need a new master now."


"But I want you. Ben ... I think you already know ... I love you. And I need you."


Her words should have gotten to me. But even the magic n-word didn't have an effect. My heart didn't exist anymore. Dawn had packed it up with her suitcase when she left Thursday night.


Kim waited me out, wanting desperately to hear some warmth in my voice and words that would reassure her that everything would be alright. I was her Master. Her Master was always supposed to know what to do. She had faith in that.


But where had faith gotten us? I'd had faith in Dawn, and she'd let me down. Kim had faith in me, and I was letting her down.


I couldn't reassure Kim. I couldn't tell her I loved her too. I couldn't even tell her that things would be alright. All I could tell her was, "I'm sorry."


For a second, Kim actually got a little angry. "You can't do this to me. Just because Dawn dumped you doesn't mean you should do the same to me!"


I sighed, blinking slowly as I stared at the wall. "You said it yourself: it was in your best interests for Dawn and me to stay together. That's not the case anymore."


"Please..." Kim begged quietly. "Don't leave me."


Her words echoed in my ears. They were the same words, in almost the same heartbroken tone, that I'd said to Dawn less than 48 hours ago. I didn't understand how Dawn could walk away from me back then. But now, facing things from the other side, I thought that maybe now I could.


I had nothing left to give Kim. I was a broken man, a shell of the person I used to be. Somehow, Dawn had become just as broken. I didn't know exactly what caused it. I didn't know if I had accidently broken her myself, or if it was something outside of us. But until she was put back together, she simply couldn't be with me.


And until I was whole again, I couldn't be with Kim. It wasn't fair, but it was as simple as that.


"Go home, Kim," I stated evenly. Taking a deep breath, I turned around, finally facing her. She huddled face-down on the mattress beside me, her arms tucked underneath her with her hands balled up beneath her chin. "I am no longer your Master. Go home to your father. He will take care of you."


There were obvious tear tracks rolling down her eyes, and now I had to turn away. I'd seen too much crying in the last few days, and done too much crying myself.


While my head was still turned, Kim finally slipped out of my bed. I heard her pause after she opened the door, and could imagine her staring back at the broken shell of my body one last time. But after another five seconds, she left and closed the door behind her, the latch clicking shut with finality.


I should have felt bad for Kim, but like I said, my heart wasn't there anymore. All I really felt was numb. Now both my girlfriends were out of my life, and I was truly alone.





Within the confines of my room, I heard Kim puttering around as she packed up her belongings. About an hour later, her father arrived in his car. And for about ten minutes, I heard various people going up and down the stairs to carry her things out.


For some reason, I went to the window when I heard the motorcycle start up outside. Perhaps feeling my gaze, Kim turned to look up at me before she put on her helmet. Even from our distance, I saw the hurt in her eyes as she stared up at me. But her father barked, "Ikuzo" and she nodded obediently.


He backed the car out and headed up the street. Revving her engine, Kim then followed after.


When they were gone, I opened my door and wandered into Kim's bedroom. It was completely empty, leaving only the furniture provided by the owners. The dresser was empty. The mattress was bare. Kim was well and truly gone, and I didn't know if she would ever come back.


"That was a shitty thing you just did," Brooke said from behind me.


I turned to see that my little sister had appeared at the door, DJ coming up behind her.


"And Kim's father was pretty mad when she told him you'd broken up with her," Brooke added, still looking upset. "Whatever else happened with you and Dawn, Kim didn't deserve that."


I just gave my sister a blank stare. "What do you want from me?"


DJ stepped forward and tugged on Brooke's arm. "Hey, leave him alone."


I nodded gratefully to DJ and then walked back to my room. I had to pass between the girls, Brooke glaring at me for a moment before stepping aside to let me by. But then I suddenly felt tired of sitting in my room staring at nothing. And turning back to the girls, I asked, "Do you need any help packing?"


The girls looked at each other, then at me. And with a shrug, they nodded in agreement.


For the next hour or so, I almost felt normal. Yeah, I was still pretty numb, but for that hour nothing was spoken about my broken relationships. Instead, the only conversations revolved around what item went into what box or exactly how to figure out the Tetris-orientation of the girls' belongings within the tight confines of Brooke's beat-up Corolla, which my little sister had driven up the past Spring Break specifically to have available for this trek back home.


Brooke and DJ had applied together and been accepted for an internship at a large company in Orange County. With approval from her parents, DJ planned to spend the majority of the summer at our house, and the girls had been really excited about it for weeks.


Eventually, the car was packed. Seriously, it was PACKED. The trunk barely shut, and the entire backseat of my old Corolla was filled to the gills. But the girls got all their stuff in, and then it was time to go.


Standing beside the car, Brooke took a deep breath and turned to me. "Come home with us," she said out of the blue.


"Huh?"


"I'm serious. Come home with us."


I sighed. "I can't leave. My internship starts Monday."


"Screw your internship. You should be home with your family at a time like this."


I took a deep breath and started rubbing my forehead. Spending the last hour focusing on the mundane tasks of packing up the girls gave my mind a break from thinking of Dawn. I had started to realize what other things were going on in my life, and were still to come. So shrugging helplessly, I said, "Life has to move on. I don't know what's going to happen to me next. But all I can really think of is to keep plugging away. I felt like shit, but I still showed up and took my final. Now, I've got a job to do, a promise to show up at BioGen Monday morning. I can't let a simple breakup stop me from meeting my obligations."


"This isn't a simple breakup," Brooke reasoned. "This is THE breakup."


I just sighed and shook my head negatively.


Brooke pursed her lips for a moment then elbowed DJ. "Then maybe we should stay here, keep you company," my little sister suggested.


"You both have an internship starting on Monday. You've got to get down to OC and get ready."


"We don't have to leave today. We can still drive down tomorrow, right?"


DJ thought about that, and shrugged her agreement.


"Nuh-uh," I disagreed. "The plan was to go home today. And besides, I don't want you here."


Brooke pouted.


"I'm serious," I said, adding in a shooing motion with my hands. "I want to be alone right now."


"At least let Brandi come visit," Brooke pleaded. "You know she called me yesterday."


"And I told you to tell her 'no'. Same as I'm telling you now."


Brooke whimpered. "Ben ... I'm afraid for you."


I took a deep breath, and put on my best reassuring voice. "I'll be fine. I'm upset, but I'm not depressive. I'm not going to kill myself or anything."


"Promise?" Brooke said with obvious worry still etched across her face. "I mean, you getting sad is one thing. You turning down SEX is a whole other thing."


"I'll say," DJ grumbled.


"Oh, I'm sorry you feel rejected," I muttered with a mild smile. "I didn't mean to hurt your feelings." On impulse, I stepped forward and offered DJ a big hug. She readily met my embrace, hugging me tightly and humming lightly.


It was the first close embrace I'd felt since Dawn left me. Oh, Brooke had tried to cuddle me, and Kim had even tried to give me a blowjob, but this was the first time in a long time that I consciously felt a human body pressed up against me from head to toe. Like I'd been a frozen mummy beneath the Himalayan tundra, I immediately felt the warmth of DJ's body begin to thaw me out. Feeling like I'd been chilled for too long, I hungered for that warmth and hugged DJ even tighter, moaning in anguish. And for a long while, I couldn't let go, just crying again and shaking while I desperately clutched at her like she was the only thing keeping me alive.


Perhaps sensing my need, DJ held me firmly and let me just hold onto her until my shuddering sobs had stopped. My nose felt stuffy and my eyes felt puffy, but I got myself under control and slowly backed away. "Sorry about that," I mumbled.


"Don't be," she said with a smile. "You look like you needed that."


Good freaking heavens DJ was beautiful. Her sky blue eyes sparkled in the morning light, and her sunny blonde hair cascaded around her ears and down her shoulders like the softest silk. Her nose was perfect. Her lips were full and red. And she looked so much like Dawn that I felt my heart come alive again, if only for a brief moment.


Without even thinking about it, I flung my arms around her shoulders, tilted my head, and planted a fierce kiss on DJ's mouth.


She hummed into my kiss and parted her lips for me when my tongue pushed forward. I heard her sharp intake of breath as she inhaled and kissed back at me with passionate fervor. And we continued our liplock on and on for what felt like hours before she finally jerked back, turning her head away from me.


"DJ, please..." I whimpered, desperately reaching out for her.


"No, no, no..." she protested, holding a hand palm out to me. "We're not doing this again."


"Please, I need you," I whimpered before pointing back to the house. "If you felt rejected before, we can take care of that. I'll take you upstairs and fuck the ever-living shit out of you."


DJ managed to laugh before shaking her head and taking a deep breath. "No, no, no."


"Please, Deej," I begged. "Will you marry me?"


Brooke gasped and DJ jerked her head up, looking at me out the corners of her eyes with a wary expression. She was silent for a long few seconds, not reacting except to stare at me. And from the look in her eyes, she seemed to be seriously considering my question.


I just stared at her, desperately wishing she would say 'yes'. DJ could take away my pain. She could truly make me happy. Forever. For the eternity that Dawn had promised but not given me.


Quickly, DJ then moved forward and kissed me again. She held my cheek while pouring an avalanche of passion into our liplock. But just as suddenly as it began, DJ pulled away and shook her head. "Don't toy with me," she panted.


"I'm serious," I whimpered helplessly.


She shook her head. "I know you are. But I also know what kind of mental state you're in right now. I won't be your summer rebound. Not again."


The seriousness of DJ's voice, coupled with the reminder of what had happened two years ago after Adrienne dumped me washed over me like a tidal wave. It swept away the clutter in my mind, and with newfound clarity I took a deep breath. Feeling like I was firmly back on two feet again, I looked down and said apologetically, "I'm sorry."


"That was a horrible thing to ask me," DJ mumbled, still not meeting my eyes. "You know how much I love you and that wasn't fair."


"I understand," I said seriously. "I'm sorry. This whole thing has just got my head upside-down."


"I know," she nodded, still looking away.


I don't know why I said what I said next. It just felt right. Taking a deep breath, I canted my head to the side and said, "The next time I ask you to marry me, you'll know that it's for real."


DJ's eyes flashed back up to me, completely unsure how to respond to that. She didn't respond, actually. Instead, she just blushed and turned around, running and jumping into the passenger side of the car.


Smirking, Brooke finally stepped forward and enveloped me in a warm hug. I simply hugged her back, and when she pulled away, I leaned forward to peck her forehead.


"Take care of yourself," Brooke said.


"I promise," I assured her.


Nodding, Brooke turned around and opened the driver's door. She started the engine, and a few seconds later, I was waving down the street as the Corolla turned and went out of sight. And when they were well and truly gone, I turned and went back into the house.


Dawn had left Thursday.


Bert already went back to Fremont last night.


Now Kim, Brooke, and DJ were gone as well.


Fuck, Bert had even taken the Xbox with him.


I stared around my empty house, feeling the crushing sense of loneliness surrounding me. And as that unbearable pressure pushed me down, I sank to my knees on the floor and started crying again.





-- SUNDAY, MAY 22, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



A stray beam of sunlight woke me up in the morning. I thought I'd shut the curtains tightly, but in my haste I must not have done a very good job. There was about an inch of space between the two curtain halves, and at this very time on this very date, the sunlight came through at just the right angle to hit the very spot where the covers didn't completely cover my head.


Grimacing against the light, I simply picked my head up and flipped around. Absentmindedly, my arm went out to the pillow beside me, searching for Dawn's comforting presence. But it wasn't there, and indeed I realized there was a lot less ... bed ... beside me than I was used to.


I was nestled up in my own sheets, but this wasn't my bedroom, not anymore. Cracking my eyes open, I looked around the familiar confines of DJ's bedroom. She'd stripped the bed and taken her sheets with her when she left. So I'd been forced to put my own sheets and pillows on this bed instead.


You might wonder why I was sleeping in DJ's bedroom. Quite simply: I couldn't spend another night upstairs in my bedroom. More to the point: I couldn't spend another night upstairs in OUR bedroom. There were just too many memories of Dawn there. It wasn't the same without her beside me. For the entire year, we'd always slept together. No matter who else I was with, even after a romantic interlude with Kim, I always came back and slept with Dawn.


The minute I'd lain down, I was all too aware of my loneliness and the crushing defeat of her departure. So even though it was after midnight, and I'd already exhausted myself with too many hours spent alone in contemplation, I'd grabbed my blankets and moved downstairs.


I'd thought of going to Kim's room, which was just across the hall. But that place just reminded me of the other relationship I'd lost.


I couldn't sleep in Brooke's room. The knowledge that it had been Brooke's was actually the most reassuring. She was my sister, would always BE my sister, and nothing could ever change that. But that room had also been Dawn's room our freshman year. And I couldn't lie down without remembering that.


So I'd settled on DJ's bedroom. It had also been my own bedroom freshman year, so there was a comfortable familiarity there as well. And although I still had to chase off some Dawn-demons, I managed to get at least a few hours of rest.


I lay in bed for an hour or so. There was really nothing else to do. It was the Sunday after Finals had ended. Graduation ceremonies were completed yesterday. I'd missed a few graduating Seniors, notably Tri-Delts like Carli, Kelly Park, and Leah Hirsch, and the Chi Omegas Steph and Carol. But I figured they would go about their lives just fine without me.


Eventually, I rolled out of bed and shrugged a simple bathrobe on over my pajamas. I lazily made myself a cup of coffee and poured some cereal. I couldn't cook worth a damn, and after planning to spend the summer eating Dawn's gourmet meals, I shuddered to think what I would eat for the next few months. Maybe I would starve and lose a few pounds. Maybe I would resort to fast food and microwaveable meals and gain a few pounds. Maybe I would even be forced to cook. Who knew what sort of monstrosity I could create if I really put my mind to it? With my current run of luck, I would end up creating a meal that tried to eat ME.


With cup of coffee and bowl of cereal, I settled onto the couch in front of the TV. I supposed I should have been thankful none of my roommates took THAT on their way out the door.


The coffee mug slowly emptied. The Kellogg's Honeycomb slowly disappeared. And three hours later, both mug and bowl were sitting idly on the coffee table while I channel-surfed aimlessly. Karma really hated me. Couldn't Dawn have at least waited to dump me until football season?


It was just after 12 noon when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. I frowned, wondering who the hell would be coming to the house. Quite literally, everyone who had a key was long gone, and for a moment I wondered if someone was trying to break in and would shoot me before looting the place.


Being shot was actually a comforting thought. For one, I'd already been shot, so I wasn't as scared of the concept as I might otherwise be. Two, despite my protests that I wasn't going to kill myself, death didn't seem to be a really bad alternative. At least if some burglars shot me to death, I wouldn't have to worry about this Dawn thing anymore. Heck, she'd probably feel really shitty about dumping me, and that was a comforting thought.


So I just sat there dumbly as the door opened. I looked expectantly at the archway, waiting to see a pair of black-clad, mask-covered burglars come around the corner with guns drawn. But instead, it was Dawn.


"Ah, hell. I was hoping you'd be out to lunch or something," Dawn sighed regretfully. She carried with her a big rolling suitcase. "I know you can't cook, so I sorta figured you'd have to drive somewhere to get food."


"Mustang's out front," I explained.


"Walking, then."


I shrugged and pointed to the cereal bowl. That said, my stomach realized it had not been fed in three hours, and it grumbled on cue, making me put my hand over it. "If you'd like, there's still plenty of material in the kitchen. I'd love for you to stay and whip up something."


She shook her head, staring at me for a few seconds with what looked like pity. I was sure I looked the part: unshaven, hair mussed, and dressed in a ragged bathrobe. Taking a deep breath, she said, "I'm just here to pack up the rest of my things. Couldn't get it all in one suitcase before."


I nodded.


Without another word, Dawn walked over to the stairs, carrying her empty suitcase on her way up. I watched her go, wondering what the hell I should do. The conversation we'd just had was the first since she'd walked out on me, and I was still trying to process the shock of her arrival.


While I was still lost in my own world, Dawn came back downstairs, walking out the door with the now heavy suitcase. My jaw dropped and I started to panic that I'd just missed my one chance to really talk to her. So I got to my feet and started walking after her.


It was only when I saw that she'd left the door open that I began to relax. I got out onto the porch and saw that she was coming back, this time with a sturdy cardboard box with cutouts on either side for handles. "Dawn, we should talk," I offered.


"Don't want to talk," she replied curtly, moving right past me and going up the stairs.


I followed after her, saying, "I'm not going to get in your way. I'll even help you pack."


"I don't want you helping me pack," she replied ahead of me, reaching the top floor and turning into our bedroom. There, she set the box down on the desk chair and started packing away her school things.


"Dawn, please."


She didn't respond.


Taking a deep breath, and seeking a chance to help, I went to the closet and realized she hadn't gotten all of her clothes out. There were still several articles hanging on their hangars, and I grabbed as many as I could hold with one hand and came back out into the room. "I'll just put these in the back seat?" I offered.


Dawn spun, saw what I was holding, and then marched over to immediately snatch them out of my hands. Tossing the lot of them onto the bare mattress, she hissed right in my face, "I don't want your help! I can do this by myself!"


Blinking in surprise, I backed away and held my hands up. But my nose crinkled as the scent of her wafted up into my nostrils. And in a truly horrifying moment, I realized that once again she smelled like sex. Hell, I even smelled a man's cologne, cologne that certainly wasn't mine.


"Holy shit," I muttered, my eyes wide.


A haunted look crossed Dawn's face, and she looked ready to start crying. Actually, she looked like she'd just finished crying, as her eyes were red and her eyelids puffy. Turning away from me quickly, she just reached her arm out and brushed the remnants of her desk into the box.


"Who was it?" I asked.


Dawn didn't look at me. "Does it matter?"


"I want to know."


"No, you don't."


"Dawn ... please tell me."


"Trust me. You don't want to know."


"Was it Jaron?"


"No! Of course not."


"I just thought that since you were so attracted to him that-"


"This ISN'T about attraction, okay! This has nothing to do with you and it has everything to do with me! Now stop trying to help, and I'm not talking to you, remember?"


"Dawn..." I whimpered. "Please..."


She ignored me and finished packing up the box. Slamming the lid down on it, she turned her back to me to pick it up. But instead of standing up straight, she remained hunched over the box, and I saw her shoulders begin to shudder.


"Hey..." I said softly, stepping forward and rubbing her shoulder.


Instantly, she spun and slapped my hand away like I was poisonous. Quickly, I held my hands up and backed away to show her I meant her no harm.


She was crying, staring at me with a look of unbearable pain. I didn't know what was going through her head, but whatever she was enduring was a torture. Sniffling, she took a few short breaths. And with a frown of abject shame, she admitted, "I got an 'A' in Finance."


I popped my eyebrows. That was the course she was stressing about. Her precious 4.0 GPA was in jeopardy, and she'd been paranoid she'd get a 'B'.


"Oh! That's great!" I exclaimed in relief. For the first time in days, a real smile crossed my face. "I knew you could ace that test!"


She shook her head sadly. It was only now that I started to wonder how she could know her grade, given that they hadn't been published yet.


Looking mournfully at me, Dawn took a deep breath and hung her head in disgrace. "Even if I got a 100% on the final, I'd still have only gotten a C-minus," she explained.


"Then how'd you get an 'A'?" I asked stupidly.


Staring away from me, Dawn didn't answer. She just took a few deep breaths, trying to collect herself. And then she went over to the bed, grabbing up the hangared clothes I'd brought out of the closet.


The realization hit me like a kick to the gut. THAT was why Dawn smelled like sex: she'd traded herself for a grade. If I thought it was a horrifying moment to smell the scent of sex on her, this was even worse. The vision of Dawn – MY Dawn – bent over a desk in Professor Rutledge's office while the sick pervert pumped her from behind, made me physically nauseous.


No, I'm not kidding. I was actually nauseous, and I staggered two steps to the side and vomited the entire contents of this morning's breakfast all over the floor.


Dawn immediately started sobbing. With tears streaming down her face, she threw down her remaining stuff and ran out of the room, leaving her box and hangared clothes behind. Thirty seconds later, I heard her car start up outside and peel away.


My Dawn was gone. And as I stared at the puddle of half-digested food in what used to be OUR bedroom, I sank to my knees once again. Just another mess I had to endure.





-- MONDAY, MAY 23, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt my girlfriend's presence against my chest, and a wave of pure bliss spread across my body.


Just when I'd hit rock bottom, just when my world could get no worse, she'd come back to me. I didn't care how. I didn't care why. All that mattered was that she was here.


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 her 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 as 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 should always be. 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 we had made morning 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. But as her voice made its way into my brain, I froze completely. My left hand was still clamped down around her left breast. My right was flat against her pelvis, between her right hip and her crotch. And my eyes remained tightly shut.


I'm dreaming, I realized. Dawn isn't really here. There's no way she would have come back to you, and more to point, you're fantasizing that you're with Adrienne. Something's not right, and any second now, you're going to realize that you're hugging nothing but air and trying to kiss a pillow.


She rotated in my grasp, a mirthful chuckle sounding in front of me. I dared not open my eyes, but I soon felt her hands sliding across my chest and a finger rubbing across my lips. A second later, Adrienne's nuclear kiss exploded in my brain, and I felt myself being pushed onto my back as she moved into a dominant position over me.


Oh, fucking hell this feels nice...



When she pulled away for air, I finally opened my eyes and stared up into the face of a goddess. Adrienne really was here, really in this bed with me, and she had just given me the Kiss of Life.


Really, I felt like a computer that had been on standby, simply existing on minimal power, and Adrienne had pushed the button to raise me from near death. Little trickles of electricity coursed their way across every nerve in my body, awakening the strength in my limbs all the way from the tips of my fingers to the ends of my toes. I took a deep breath, my lungs filling with life-giving oxygen. And I felt so happy to wake up and find Adrienne in bed with me that I smiled so big that my cheeks hurt.


"Ohmigawd," I gasped. "Are you really here?"


She grinned down at me. "Really, really." And then she kissed me again.


Adrienne moved with direct purpose from that point on. She didn't stop to ask me what I wanted, and she didn't give me any room to protest. Her hands were inside my shirt, sliding across my chest while she squeezed my pec muscles. Her tongue dipped in and out of my mouth before pulling away so that she could nuzzle my neck. And just when I started to get used to that sensation, she pulled away so she could rip my shirt over my head.


I briefly thought about saying something, but the instant I opened my mouth, her index finger was on my lips, silently telling me to shush. Straddling my waist, she sat up and whipped her thin negligee over her head, baring those incredible, gravity-defying 36F tits to my gaze. I gawked like a 14-year-old boy blinded by those beauties, and then Adrienne had a free fifteen seconds to bend down and remove the rest of my clothing while I was still stuck in my stupor.


The second time I thought about saying something, she sucked my cock into her mouth, causing the stray thought to evaporate instantly. I was at a loss for what to say as she sucked me with the power of a Dyson vacuum. And by the time she deep-throated me, I simply lost the ability to coherently think.


The next thing I knew, Adrienne had mounted me, humping her body up and down in a luscious rhythm that caused her big swaying tits to gyrate quite spectacularly. She threw her head back and moaned like a porn star before pitching forward and smiling with both her eyes and her mouth as her bright hazel irises flared with an inner golden glow.


My hands went up to her shoulders, holding them as she continued to undulate her body atop my cock. Sitting up straight then, she put her hands behind her head and stared at the ceiling as she rapidly pumped herself up and down, causing her tits to jiggle and slap together before she found a consistent rhythm and they began to sway together in big orbital circles.


I simply HAD to get my face into those tits, and I sat up to press my nose between them. Adrienne brought her head back so that she could kiss my forehead as I smothered myself in heavenly mammary flesh. She cradled my head in her arms while continuing to gyrate in my lap. And I moaned happily as this gorgeous creature made love to me.


"So fucking big," Adrienne whimpered with her eyes closed as she humped herself on my pole. "I almost forgot how much I love doing this with you."


"Mrf," I mumbled in reply, my mouth still covered in titflesh.


Adrienne whimpered and cried as she fucked herself to a nice climax, grimacing and groaning as the orgasmic ecstasy overtook her. She slowed down after that, panting for breath as she came to a halt on top of me. And then it was my turn to drive.


I rolled us over with enough careless abandon that my cock dislodged from her pussy. Adrienne didn't resist, however, as I spread her knees to the sides and re-inserted Tab A into Slot B. And she giggled happily as I braced myself with my hands beside her shoulders and really began laying the wood to her.


"Oh, gawd ... oh, gawd ... oh, gawd..." Adrienne moaned in time with my thrusts. Her eyes glittered and she grinned while encouraging me on. "Fuck me, Tiger. Fuck me."


I fucked her. The sexual part of me had gone dormant in last few days, along with nearly every other impulse that drove me. I had lacked any sort of desire, not for good food, for entertainment, or even for sex. I simply hadn't cared what happened in my life except for the basic necessities to survive another day. But now as I stared down at this naked goddess beneath me, I found that I WANTED to fuck the shit out of her.


I didn't lose control. I didn't let the sexual creature take over. This wasn't about forgetting, about drowning my sorrows away in a sea of hedonistic excess.


At the same time, I didn't overthink the situation. Yeah, I had a lot of questions. How did Adrienne get here? When did she get here? And why? Those questions could wait. They weren't important right now. All that mattered at the moment were her pleasure and my own.


Like always, we didn't need any playbooks. I didn't need a manual to guide me. Adrienne and I just operated in harmony. I fucked her. She fucked me back. And we both spiraled higher and higher into blissful pleasure. There was no hurry to our movements. There was no conscious thought about how to best satisfy our partner. Together, Adrienne and I simply moved.


"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!!!" Adrienne yelled, screaming until her breath gave out. And after a deep inhalation, she simply started screaming "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!!!" again.


I grunted and dug my toes into the mattress, using what little grip I had to fling myself harder and deeper into her spasming cunt. Adrienne came to a second and third orgasm in quick succession, her internal muscles milking me for my creamy white spunk. But still I hammered her harder and harder.


"FUCK ME, TIGER!" Adrienne howled to whoever cared to listen. "FUCK ME AND FILL ME! I'M CUMMING AGAIN! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!"


"Unnnnnnnnnngh!" I groaned from the strain. My ab muscles burned, out of shape from lack of recent exercise.


"FUUUUUUCK!" she yelled, her head flipping side to side beneath me as she detonated into a fourth orgasm. Her whole body rippled beneath me, like a rolling earthquake that passed from her head across her torso and down to her legs. Her knees clamped together with my body in between them, her powerful thighs pinching in against my hips. But still I didn't slow down.


"FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" she shrieked. "CUM INSIDE ME! CUM UNTIL I CAN TASTE IT! CUMMMMM!!!"


At last I burst, howling a returning scream so loud my throat was instantly raw. I actually felt my cock shudder from the recoil of a gallon of sperm blasting through my shaft and into Adrienne's body. I hadn't orgasmed in days, and my balls were used to producing at least 3 loads every 24 hours. So I'd built up quite the reservoir, and immediately my testicles felt sore from finally releasing their heavy load.


"CUMMMMM!!!" Adrienne shrieked again as she felt me hosing down her innards.


My vision swirled and little spots began to appear in front of my eyes. Without consciously doing it, I was holding my breath as I fired wave after wave after wave of spunk into Adrienne's clasping cunt. And just when I thought I could stop and breathe, my balls squeezed another load out of me.


"FUCK!" Adrienne finally jerked, her orgasm abating. She clutched my sweaty back in her arms, picking her head up when I collapsed on top of her big upright tits. And finally, I felt the last drizzles of my spunk leak out of me.


Gasping desperately, I felt paralyzed on top of Adrienne's body. My face was squished against her tits, and I realized that if this were the end, it was a pretty damn good way to go. My heart was pounding in my chest so hard it was painful. And my lungs screamed desperately for oxygen.


But for the first time in a long time, I felt truly ... happy.


"Oh, fuck, Tiger..." Adrienne gasped, still clutching me against her. "I know you want to talk, but we have GOT to do that again!"





Deciding that I could put off any questions a little longer, Adrienne and I indeed did it again. After blowing me back to hardness, which included a very enjoyable interlude of sliding my torpedo-hard pecker through the valley of her lush mountain cleavage, she wanted me to fuck her fast and dirty doggy-style.


I was only too happy to oblige, grabbing her hips and slamming my pelvic bone against her buttcheeks while my cock sawed in and out of her from behind. With my hands on those wobbly tits, I pounded her to a quick orgasm before backing off, sliding my fingers through her mane of hair, and using those long locks like reins to really ride this filly. We both came to screaming orgasms, Adrienne bucking so hard she nearly threw me off. And then we collapsed forward across the bed, my body crushing hers beneath me as my cock slowly squirted out the last few drops of jizz into her already saturated pussy.


"Oh, gawd..." I wheezed, totally and utterly spent. "Adrienne, I love you."


With her face half-mashed into the pillow, she giggled and sighed. "I love you too, Tiger."


Humming happily, I kissed the back of her head and cuddled myself around her body. And for the second time this weekend, I mumbled, "Will you marry me?"


Adrienne just barked out laughing, and she started to roll onto her back, which pitched me over to the side. Reversing direction, Adrienne then rolled back the other way so that she could face me. And with her smiling face on the pillow beside me and those hazel eyes sparkling, I thought for a second she might actually say 'yes'.


"Tiger ... Ben ... We've been over this. I'm not the wife/mother-type."


My face fell.


"You can't fall in love with me again. Not right now."


"But-"


"No buts. I love you, and I'll always love you. But we're not like that anymore. I'm ... your sister. And I like things that way."


"But you're not really my sister. And we could be so happy together. I mean, just now the sex was-"


"Spectacular," she interrupted. "Sex has never been our problem. But I'm not going to give you the kids and family you want."


I pursed my lips. "I'm not asking that of you right now. Maybe not ever. Please, I need you. I love you. And-"


"Shhh..." Adrienne put a finger to my lips. She raised her eyebrows and stared at me intently, almost daring me to disobey her. But I remained quiet, and eventually she took the finger away. "You're not going to fall in love with me again, okay? This is classic rebound behavior. I saw you do it with DJ after I broke up with you freshman year, and you're doing it again right now."


"No, I really..." My voice trailed off. She was right, even if I didn't want to admit it right now. I took a deep breath, and then let it out slowly. And when my exhalation finally gave out, I frowned and admitted, "Okay, maybe I am."


"It's not your fault. I know this whole thing with Dawn has really scrambled your head." She sighed and shook her head disapprovingly. "Really, sometimes I think that girl is more fucked up than you."


"Dawn is perfect," I barked defensively. "If anything went wrong in this relationship, it's because I didn't do the things I needed to do to-"


"Hey!" Adrienne snapped her fingers in front of my face. "Wake up. The girl left you. And from everything Brooke told me, this time it wasn't your fault."


"But-"


"No 'buts'. Dawn broke your heart, and you may want to justify her actions with some kind of self-loathing. But the reality is that Dawn is her own person, and what she did had way more to do with her than it does with you."


"You can't know that. You weren't even here," I half-snarled.


Adrienne glared at me, raising her eyebrows again. "I didn't have to be. It's the story of every relationship."


I put my hand to my face, rubbing my eyes and rolling onto my back. Sighing heavily, I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to force the demonic thoughts away. I'd been fighting them for days already.


"Hey ... it's okay..." Adrienne soothed. "You'll get through this."


I snorted, thinking of how I'd been attempting to get through this so far. I either shut myself in like a demented hermit, or made snap proposals to girls who really cared for me. Speaking of which... "I'm sorry about asking you to marry me. That's not a fair thing to ask you while I'm in a state like this."


Adrienne snorted and shook her head. "Don't worry about it. It's only my thirty-somethingth proposal."


I arched an eyebrows. "Seriously?"


Adrienne nodded. "Two in high school, another two in college. One of them was from a drunken frat guy on his way home from a party who I'd never met before. He just ran across the street and dropped to one knee at the mere sight of me."


I looked up and down her spectacular naked body. "Makes sense."


Adrienne giggled. "The other twenty or thirty have been in the last year. Especially after the Sports Illustrated thing came out."


I chuckled and shook my head mournfully. "Speaking of which, aren't you supposed to have a full-time bodyguard?"


Adrienne shrugged. "Sure. He's probably just outside the door jerking off to the sounds of us having sex."


My eyebrows popped wide. "WHAT?"


Adrienne laughed, finally breaking her completely straight face. "I'm kidding, I'm kidding. Yeah, I've got a bodyguard around me quite a bit. But most of the time, I just dress up incognito and walk around like anyone else. With oversized glasses, baggy clothes, and my hair tucked away, no one really recognizes me. In those situations, a bodyguard would actually attract more attention."


"Oh."


Adrienne shrugged and smiled.


My forehead furrowed. "So ... How DID you get here?"


"Oh, I flew in last night. Brooke called and told me what happened. She told me you'd ordered everyone to stay away, even her and Brandi. But everyone knows I'm not going to listen to you."


"Hey!"


"What, are you complaining about what we just did? Twice?"


I blushed. Shaking my head wryly, I grinned. "Stubborn like always. You always think you know what's best for me, even if I'm disagreeing right to your face."


Adrienne gave me her best innocent look, not easy since she looked dangerously seductive pretty much all the time. "That's because I DO."


We both laughed.


"Anyway, I did my incognito thing to fly out here and caught a cab to the house. I still have my key, and you weren't answering the doorbell. Actually, it took a little effort to find you. I was expecting you upstairs, and I worried that you weren't home." She rolled onto her back, letting those proud melons jut upright into the air, their massive weight pulling them to the sides a bit. Staring at the ceiling, Adrienne sighed, "This sure brings back memories. I can't believe my vanity is still over there."


I chuckled, remembering the days when we shared this room – and this bed – together. "Hey, I give you only the highest quality product."


Adrienne smiled, reaching over and patting my prick. "That you do."


I glanced past her ear to the clock on the nightstand, finding that it wasn't even 8am yet. And as I felt the nerves in my dick coming alive beneath her petting hand, I smiled a crooked grin at her. "Can we do one more?"


Adrienne's eyes glittered. "You've got time? It's Monday. Don't you have an internship to go to?"


I winced momentarily, then smiled again as I remembered. "Yeah, but my new boss told us to arrive at 10am this first day, so that he can get all of his own Monday crap in order first."


"But Palo Alto is still an hour's drive away."


I blinked and shrugged. "We can be fast."


Adrienne giggled and then rolled back to the nightstand, muttering, "What are the chances ... YES!"


"Huh?" I wondered.


Adrienne slammed the drawer shut and rolled back to me, proudly holding up a tube of Astroglide. "DJ must have left it behind," she said excitedly. "Take me around the world, Tiger?"


"For you, anytime."





The drive to Palo Alto actually took an hour and ten minutes. But since Adrienne and I managed to finish fucking, showering, and shoving me out the door by 8:45, that actually worked out okay. I was more worried about subsequent days, when I'd be driving in the middle of rush hour and the traffic promised to be much, much worse.


I was a little nervous about my first day. Really, this would be my first corporate job, after taking the summer off post-freshman year and then working for Professor Isakova last summer. I didn't know what to expect, but Viktoriya had drilled me over and over again about behaving in a professional manner. So with the confidence of believing that nothing on the other side of the main doors could be more intimidating than Professor Ice, I walked into the lobby.


"Ben! Hey! Over here!"


Turning to the voice, I smiled and relaxed as I saw Amir Shadkam waving me over. We'd already met during the interview process, and I was relieved to see a familiar face.


"Good to see you. I'm glad you all made it," he said, gesturing to the other two young men beside him. "Ben, let me introduce your fellow interns: Hieu Dao and Keith Myers."


I smiled, reaching my hand out to shake while suppressing a grin. Adrienne had sent me out the door with the comment that with my luck, the other two interns would both be hot chicks I could hit on. Clearly, that sort of luck had now passed.


But no worries. This would be much easier for me to handle. The absolute LAST thing I wanted this summer was to meet some gorgeous stranger who would spin my head around. I needed time to get over the break-up. I needed space to collect myself. And I would be able to focus on my job much better this way.


Maybe I could actually have a boring, uneventful summer.


Wouldn't that be nice?





It was just after 5pm when we wrapped up our first day of work. The morning had been spent getting familiarized with BioGen. The four of us had gone out to lunch, with Amir expensing it to the company. And then we'd spent the entire afternoon setting up our project for the summer. Hieu was the Engineer, Keith was the Biologist, and I was the one supposed to lead us into a prospective business plan that the company could potentially incorporate into its future global strategy. It was a longshot that we would actually achieve something, and they were paying us a fairly high wage. But ultimately, the three of us interns were still a very cheap way to explore the very undefined landscape of bioengineering futures.


I had just gotten into my car and was steeling myself for the long drive back to Berkeley through rush hour traffic when my cell phone went off. Presuming it was one family member or another calling to see how my first day had gone, I arched an eyebrow in surprise when I saw the Caller ID: Lynne Arian.


Picking up the line, I asked in confusion, "Lynne?"


"Hey! When are you coming over?"


"Huh?"


"Uh, you ARE coming over, aren't you?" Lynne's voice sounded disapproving.


All of a sudden, it hit me. A couple of weeks ago, I'd posted on MySpace that I was doing the internship in Palo Alto, and Lynne had called me up suggesting that I come visit. After all, she lived right in the area. We'd hashed things out so that I would drop by after leaving work on my first Monday, which was ... today.


"Oh, shit!" Still parked, I slapped the heel of my hand against my forehead.


"YOU FORGOT!" Lynne complained. "We talked about this just last week!"


"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," I apologized. "It's just ... a lot has happened since then."


"What could possibly make you forget this visit? Dawn dump you or something?"


I sighed, grimacing in pain.


Lynne groaned as she heard the tone in my voice. Going silent for a few seconds, whether processing that news or wondering if I would say something first, she finally apologized, "Oops. Sorry. I didn't know."


I took a deep breath. "Clearly, not your fault. I'm sorry. I still shouldn't have forgotten."


"If today's a bad day, we can always meet up another time," she offered.


I shook my head, even though she couldn't see me. What else was I going to do? Go back to my empty house? Adrienne had already flown back from whence she came, apologizing that she was launching some new L'Oreal ad campaign.


Pressing the phone against my ear a little tighter, I replied, "No, no. Actually, I think seeing friends is exactly what I need right now."





Lynne's apartment was only a five-minute drive from BioGen, in a very nice complex not too far from Stanford University. As such, it was mostly populated by Stanford students, and I saw a dozen young adults going back and forth through the parking lot as I pulled in. Unlike Cal, Stanford's semester didn't end until mid-June. So the complex was still full as students had yet to depart for summer break, and it took me a little while to find a parking space.


But I eventually made it to Lynne's apartment, and after knocking, the door opened and my pretty friend smiled up at me. "Hey there, stranger."


"Stranger?" I frowned. "It hasn't been THAT long, has it?"


"It's been way too long," she sighed before stepping out and giving me a warm hug.


Only 5'3", the top of Lynne's head only came up to the middle of my chest. I patted her back warmly and then bent down when she tugged on me so that she could kiss my cheek.


After, the cute brunette stepped back and smiled up at me. "How are you holding up?" she asked with some concern, her memory fresh on my admission that Dawn indeed had just broken up with me.


"I'm okay," I replied with a resigned shrug. "Life goes on."


Lynne nodded and then gestured for me to enter. She'd mentioned when we planned this that that other friends would be around, including Kady. Indeed, the sprightly redhead was the first person to greet me as I entered, waving while offering up a rather butch, "'Sup, dude."


I chuckled and smiled, not wanting to make a big production of my arrival as I simply stood where I was instead of trying to get a hug or anything. I didn't want to feel like some special guest. The people here were students who still had school the next morning.


Lynne made the introductions. "I think you've all met before, at Kady's birthday party at least."


"Paige's birthday, too," the beautiful, busty dirty-blonde sitting with Kady spoke up.


I nodded, trying not to stare at Kady's girlfriend's tits. "Hi, Noelle."


The fourth girl in the room, a lusciously cute Latina, spoke up, "Ivonne. I'm Lynne's roommate."


I nodded. "Hi, I'm Ben."


Kady frowned at me. "So Lynne was just telling us that Dawn broke up with you? What's up with that?"


Noelle put her hand on Kady's leg and hissed, "Kady!"


I shrugged, waving Noelle off. "No, it's alright. I know Kady's always spoken her mind."


"You mean she's as blunt as a two-by-four," Noelle sighed with a bit of a country twang.


Kady just grinned.


I sighed and held my hands out. "It's really a long story, and I'd rather not get into it."


"Aww..." Kady frowned, obviously disappointed to not get the juicy story. But a second later, she perked up. "Hey, I know what you need. Wanna beer?"


I grinned, realizing that in all my morose depression, I hadn't actually consumed any alcohol. You would have thought I'd have drunken myself into a stupor, but in my state of absolute uncaring, I hadn't even cared to drink. "You know, that sounds like a GREAT idea."


Ivonne was already heading into the kitchen.


"Hey!" Kady spoke up. "Beer me too!"





True to my wishes, the five of us really just "hung out". Lynne and I spent a lot of time catching up, talking about what had been going on in our lives over the past year. Of course, most of the memories I could share revolved around Dawn, so we jointly decided to spend more time talking about Lynne.


She'd been dating a guy the last time I saw her, at Paige's birthday party. They had broken up about a month ago, so the two of us commiserated on being recently single.


Ivonne was also facing the end of a bad relationship, although hers hadn't quite died just yet. The three of us talked pros and cons, and I got the impression that Lynne and Ivonne had already spent a lot of nights discussing Ivonne's pathetic excuse for a boyfriend. And the girls were energized by my presence and willingness to be a male perspective.


Personally, I just liked being able to focus on a relationship that wasn't my own.


Lynne then insisted that I stick around for dinner, especially since I couldn't cook worth a damn. I figured that the later I stayed here, not only would I avoid rush hour traffic on the return to Berkeley, but I would also minimize the amount of time I would have to spend in that big house all by myself. Given Adrienne's recent resurrection of my sexual being, I had contemplated visiting the Tri-Delt house to see who was sticking around for the summer and just drowning myself in carnal pleasure. But really, I was having more fun hanging out with these girls and it didn't carry the self-loathing that mindless sex would have brought.


Post-dinner brought about more beers, as well as homework. Well, Kady was more about the beer than the homework. She apparently had one of those whippet-sharp minds that allowed her to ace her classes with minimal studying, a trait that disgusted all three of her fellow Stanford students. She matched me beer for beer while the alcohol finally got me to loosen up about my failed relationship, and the redhead and I spent a good hour in a corner of the room just letting me vent about all my frustrations.


Around 8pm, Lynne cut me off. "Either you stop drinking now and wait at least an hour before attempting to drive back home, or you prepare right now to sleep with us tonight."


In my buzzed state, my eyebrows popped and started waggling suggestively at Lynne's statement. Kady outright laughed.


Lynne sighed and rolled her eyes. "Don't get any fresh ideas, buster. You've got two lesbians in the room, Ivonne's got a boyfriend, and I don't do pity-fucks. It's the couch and your right hand tonight if you stick around."


Kady giggled drunkenly, "Can I watch if he opts for 'right hand'?"


Even with the lack of sexual possibilities, crashing here sounded like a pretty good idea. I was pretty sloshed at this point, so the idea of driving home tonight wasn't very appealing. And since it was rather unlikely I would find myself in bed with a gorgeous, busty babe in the morning at my house, there wasn't much incentive to go.


But realistically, I HAD to go. Lynne's hospitality or not, I didn't want to intrude on the girls' apartment. Ivonne would have to be uncomfortable with my presence overnight. More importantly, all of my clothes were at the house. I didn't want to show up for work tomorrow wearing the same stinky attire.


"No," I replied. "Let's finish up here and then I'll head back."


"Aww..." Kady groaned in disappointment.


"We should get going too. It's still a school night," Noelle added. "C'mon, girlfriend. Let's get your drunk ass home."


Closing up her books, Noelle retrieved Kady and helped her girlfriend upstairs. To my surprise, Kady was not living at home with her parents, even though Atherton was only a short drive away. Instead, she was sharing an apartment with Noelle quite literally above Lynne's and Ivonne's. And after blowing me a kiss, Kady and Noelle went out the door and up the stairs.


After the prescribed hour of sobriety, I too was ready to leave. Lynne gave me a warm hug goodbye, sending me out the door. "I'll visit again sometime," I offered off-hand.


"Anytime," she replied.


I smiled and turned away, but a second later, I turned back to her. "Be careful what you say. The way my social life is going right now, I just might show up here again tomorrow."


Lynne laughed and shrugged before giving me a quietly serious look. "Go ahead. Tomorrow, I mean. We'll be here, and you're certainly welcome. With everything going on, I think you could use a friend."


There was such sincerity in her voice that I actually felt moisture forming in my eyes. I'm not a crier, but the last few days had been so traumatic that my emotions were pretty close to the surface. Choking back tears, I smiled and said, "I really can."


Lynne gave me a beaming smile. "Then I'll see you tomorrow."





-- WEDNESDAY, MAY 25, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Hey there, stranger." Lynne stepped out from the doorway and gave me a warm hug, also accompanied by a quick peck to the cheek.


"Hi, Lynne," I greeted and followed her inside.


Noelle looked up from her books and gave me a lopsided grin. "Hey, three days in a row!"


I blushed. "Uh, if I'm intruding, I really don't have to-"


"Nonsense, nonsense," Lynne cut me off. "After so many estrogen-parties, it's nice to have a guy around."


"Says you," Noelle drawled in her light Southern accent while rolling her eyes.


"Besides," Lynne added, patting my shoulder. "Doesn't make any sense for you to fight rush-hour traffic right now."


"Thanks," I replied warmly. Didn't make any sense for me to go home to that big empty house, either.


"But don't think you're getting a free ride," Kady announced as she approached from the hallway, stretching her arms above her head which made her perky tits poke out quite nicely through her thin, quarter-sleeved shirt. "I seem to remember you gave some pretty good massages back in the day."


Smiling, I turned my hands palms-inward and curled my fingers a few times before lacing them together and stretching my hands palms-out. The knuckles cracked audibly. "Still do."


Kady reached up, pulling her long dark-auburn hair to one side of her shoulder, exposing a graceful neck before sitting down on a chair at the dining-table. "Then time to come pay up."





-- FRIDAY, MAY 27, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



The door swung open, and a simply-beautiful brunette leaped out and wrapped me up in a fierce hug. "Ohmigawd, Ben!" Brandi exclaimed, somehow managing to squeeze me even tighter. "It's so good to see you!"


"Choking, choking," I muttered, patting Brandi's back.


"Oops. Sorry." She laughed and dropped back down onto her heels, then took a step back while still holding onto my arms. "I love you, little brother. I just want you to know that."


"Jeez, you make it seem like I've got terminal cancer," I groaned. "I'm fine, I'm fine."


"You sure?" Brandi cocked an eyebrow and looked at me evaluatively.


I tried to smile, but just ended up with a "meh" expression and a shoulder shrug. "I'll be alright."


She hugged me again, not holding me as tightly, but holding me for a lot longer. Closing my eyes, I just set my cheek down on my sister's shoulder and felt the warmth of her embrace.


But eventually, Brandi released me. And then wrapping her arm around my waist, she led me into her apartment.


"Hey there," Dayna greeted with a wary expression, as if unsure how to act around me. "Hope you're hungry. I made lots for dinner."


I took a sniff of the air and inhaled deeply. "Smells delicious."


Dayna gave me an awkward smile. "Least I can do. I figure my family owes you for-"


"Stop right there," I cut her off. Letting go of Brandi, I crossed the room to a suddenly-nervous Dayna and wrapped her up in a hug, keeping it loose to make sure she didn't feel threatened. "What happened between Dawn and me has nothing to do with you. You're my friend, you'll always be my friend, and I'm just happy to have you as a friend here tonight. Okay?"


Dayna nodded and turned to peck my cheek. "Okay."


Brandi came over and joined us in a three-way hug. We put our heads together, and I took a deep breath to feel the love radiating off these two wonderful human beings. After spending a few days hanging out with Lynne and the rest of the Stanford gang, and now enjoying the simple touch of Brandi and Dayna, I realized just how much of a moron I'd been in the days immediately after Dawn's breakup.


It felt so much better to be around people than to be alone.





-- TUESDAY, MAY 31, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Hey there, stranger," Lynne greeted with a big smile. "How was your Memorial weekend?"


I shrugged. "It was great. Spent it with my big sister in the city."


"Oh, that sounds nice. Do anything fun?"


I shook my head. "Just ... a lot of talking."


Lynne reached up and touched my cheek, staring deeply into my eyes. After another minute, she nodded and said, "Well, it looks like it did you some good. You look better than you did last week."


I frowned, suddenly worried about my appearance. "Better?"


She saw my look and laughed. But before she could reply, Kady suddenly appeared in the door with a smirk on her face. "What Lynne is trying to say is that ever since High School, she's had this idea in her head that you were like... 'such a babe'. But then last week you showed up on our doorstep looking like a mongrel dog that had been run over by a Mack truck and dragged up onto the curb by our pet cat, and she completely lost the ability to see you as an object of sexual desire."


My jaw just dropped. Lynne rolled her eyes and smacked Kady's arm.


"What?" Kady frowned. "That's basically what you told us last Monday..."


"KADY!" Lynne squealed, scandalized by her friend's admission.


Laughing, the redhead just pranced back into the apartment, leaving me alone once again with the pretty brunette. "She's exaggerating..." Lynne muttered awkwardly.


I pouted theatrically. "You can't see me as an object of sexual desire anymore?"


Lynne smirked and leaned against the door frame. "Well ... maybe now..." She let her eyes roam up and down my body with a clearly lustful gaze. But she could only hold that expression for so long, and suddenly burst out laughing.


The light mood was infectious, and I chuckled along with her. She then waved me into the apartment and I followed after.


"Ooh, Ben's here!" Noelle cheered when I arrived. "I call first backrub!"





-- WEDNESDAY, JUNE 1, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Ben, hey!" Paige Jacobsen vaulted into my arms.


She hummed as she hugged me, and made no move to let me go. So after a couple of minutes, I had to bend forward and set her back down on the ground. "Hiya, Red," I greeted.


"No fair," Paige pouted. "My cousin tells me you hung out with her friends almost all of last week!"


I blinked a few times and then shrugged. "Uh, Lynne invited me. And their place is only like five minutes from where I work. Makes for a nice place to hang out instead of fighting rush hour traffic."


Paige punched me in the chest. "Hey! This place is only like fifteen minutes away from them! You coulda stopped by before!"


"Uh, if Kady told you I was visiting them, why didn't you come by their apartment?" I hedged.


Paige rolled her eyes and pointed back into the house. "I have a baby, hello?"


"Oh, right," I mumbled. "I'm sorry, but I'm here now, right?"


"Fine, fine..." she pouted, taking me by the hand and then dragging me into the house. "Lucky for you, April just went down for a nap. So we should have a good two hours for you to fuck my brains out."


"Paige," I growled.


She stopped, turning around to face me with a dejected sigh. "Too soon after the breakup?"


"You can't be serious."


"I am. I'm horny as hell, haven't gotten laid since you stopped by for my birthday, and you're single now. I'm not asking for any long-term commitment or something like that. I just thought we could both give each other some relief."


I just put my face into my right hand and shook my whole head in disbelief.


"Guess not," Paige sighed. "Oh, poo."





-- MONDAY, JUNE 6, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



Sighing heavily, I turned my head and glanced at the clock on the nightstand. Blood red numbers shone in the pitch blackness, and as I watched, the numbers changed from 1:03am to 1:04.


C'mon, go to sleep, man. You've got to get up for work in five hours.



Sighing heavily, I turned and stared at the ceiling once again. One would have thought I'd have become an insomniac right after Dawn's breakup. But the reality was that I spent so much time during the day thinking and overthinking things that I completely exhausted myself, and I wound up passed out for a solid ten hours at a time.


No, the inability to sleep was a recent development, only for the last four days. No matter how much I tried to clear my mind and let the black void cloud my vision, blissful unconsciousness didn't come.


Sighing heavily, I slid my left hand beneath the waistband of my pajamas and gently rubbed my erection. It was after 1am, and there wasn't a hot babe in sight, but I still had a throbbing hard-on. These middle-of-the-night erections were also a recent development, and I was starting to think there was a correlation between them and the insomnia.


Oddly enough, it seemed that the middle of the night was the ONLY time I could get an erection. When I was wide awake, with a gorgeous bombshell blonde practically throwing herself at me, I couldn't muster up a thing. Limp noodle all the way.


Dayna Evans found that out earlier. I'd spent the weekend with them again, driving straight to Brandi's and Dayna's apartment after work on Friday and then crashing on their couch Friday and Saturday nights. On Saturday, the girls got me a guest pass to their gym, so I got in a little exercise that didn't involve a bed or rapid abdominal thrusts. And I even played some basketball with the girls' boyfriends.


Wonder of wonders, Dayna was still dating Kevin Weiss from college, and Brandi was seeing a friend of a coworker. After the gym, we hung out as a group and had dinner. But at the end of the night, the girls said they were heading home early.


Brandi's boyfriend tried to talk her into going home with him, but she explained that I was staying with them after a bad breakup, and she didn't want to abandon me. Dayna was feeling a little frisky, and quietly invited Kevin to come home with her anyway. Dayna insisted that I wouldn't mind, and indeed I reassured Kevin that it wouldn't be the first time he and Dayna holed up in their bedroom while Brandi and I were outside. But he just felt a little weird about the whole situation and declined, promising he would see her on Monday.


So the three of us returned home, showered, brushed our teeth, and watched a movie until it was time to go to sleep.


Sunday night was a different story. After dinner, we opened a bottle of wine and horny Dayna eventually turned the topic of conversation to sex. Although she was careful not to specifically ask about the immediate breakup, Dayna did want to know how Dawn's and my sex lives were going at the end.


"Dayna!" Brandi hissed, obviously thinking it was still too soon for me to think about Dawn.


"No, it's alright," I said, taking a deep breath. "Everything was great. We spent every single night together. I had my Thursdays with Kim, and a few other occasions as well. But otherwise ... really, six out of seven days a week Dawn and I were fucking up a storm."


"Right up until the breakup."


I nodded. "We even had sex the night before the breakup. It was great."


"And then ... nothing?" Dayna asked with a grimace.


"Well, you guys know Adrienne visited me."


"But that was two weeks ago."


I furrowed my eyebrows, doing the math. She was right: Adrienne had visited me exactly 14 days ago. "I guess you're right."


"So you haven't had sex in two weeks? You? Seriously, when was the last time you went two weeks without sex?"


I'd known the answer immediately: "Right before Dawn and I got together."


Dayna shook her head. "Not good. Not for you. Well, we're fixing that right now." With that, Dayna got off the couch, kneeling in front of me. She'd had an elastic hair band around her wrist, and she was now using it to pull her hair back into a ponytail while staring at me with what could only be described as feral hunger.


"Right here?" Brandi squeaked.


"Why not? You shy all of a sudden?" Dayna chuckled to her friend before turning back to me and reaching for my belt.


I stopped her hand with my own. "You don't have to do this."


She pushed past my hand and deftly unbuttoned me. "This isn't an obligation thing, or an Evans-family apology or anything. This is just you and me, friends with benefits, the way we've always been."


"No, really," I muttered, pushing away her hand once again.


"C'mon, Ben. You've never failed to ring my bell. I'm horny as hell and after two weeks, I know you can use this."


"I really don't-"


She shushed me with a finger to my lips. "I've gone too long without myself, and my boyfriend won't come over because you're here. You OWE me."


I sighed, not having an immediate answer to that. The busty blonde leaned forward, giving me an eyeful of her Double-D cleavage while she drew down my zipper. But when she reached inside, all she found was my limp noodle.


"Huh?" she asked in confusion. In the past, I'd always been ready on command.


"I told you, you don't need to do this. I'm fine."


"You're not fine. You're not hard for me."


"I guess I'm just not in the mood. You're beautiful and sexy, you know that. I'm just ... I'm sorry."


"We'll see about that," Dayna huffed, tugging my shorts lower to get more room, stroking my penis in her hand.


"Dayna, just leave him alone," Brandi spoke up.


"He needs this. We both know Ben. He's a goddamn incredible lover, and sex is his thing. Maybe this is just what he needs to get his mojo back." With that, she bent over and sucked my penis into her mouth.


"Dayna," I said, reaching forward to hold her shoulders, pushing away gently. "Please."


Pulling off, Dayna looked up at me, anger and sadness both in her clear blue eyes. I felt my heart cracking. They were the same kind of eyes as Dawn.


Seeing the expression on my face, she stopped trying to stroke me and gave me a funny look. "Ben ... have you even had an ejaculation in two weeks?"


I blushed, looking away. "Of course," I stammered in embarrassment.


"With who?" Dayna said before covering her mouth.


I turned beet red. Comfortable with sex or not, it was still a little weird for a guy to talk about masturbation.


Dayna at first looked embarrassed for me, but then with a renewed look in her eyes, she started stroking me again. "So we at least know the plumbing works. So whaddaya say I take care of this for you? Why waste a good load into a wad of tissues when I'm only too happy to drink it down?"


I sighed and pushed her hand away once again. Still looking away, I said dejectedly, "Because I don't want you to."


"Why not?" she complained.


Brandi gave me an apologetic look. I stared at her, clinging to my big sister's warmth. And with a sigh full of infinite regret, I explained, "Because I only get hard when I think of Dawn."


That statement killed what little mood was left in the room. Dayna was apologetic for pushing me, Brandi was sympathetic, and I just wanted to get out of there. I had work in the morning anyway. "At least when I leave, you can call Kevin and have him come over."


Sighing sadly, Dayna just shook her head. "Now I don't even want to."


I hugged the girls goodbye and went back to my big empty house. I found myself unable to think about anything but the breakup with Dawn, and after lying down in bed at 9:30, I found myself staring at the ceiling all the way until 1am.


I'd tried to avoid doing it. For nearly four hours, I'd tried. But faced with no other alternative, I sighed heavily and slid my right hand into my pajama pants. And just like last night, and the night before, and the night before that, I thought of Dawn in happier times. I imagined the pout of her lips, the swells of her breasts, and the sparkle in her eyes as we cuddled together in our clearing at Morris camp. And with my right hand pumping and my eyes closed, I worked my way up to a deeply unsatisfying ejaculation, a release of pressure that nevertheless left me feeling even worse than before.


But at least now I could cry myself to sleep.





-- WEDNESAY, JUNE 8, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I pulled the Mustang into the long Atherton driveway and parked behind the three cars that had arrived before me. After reaching into my backseat for the big item I'd just purchased from the store, I ambled up the flagstone pavers to the large entryway and rang the doorbell.


"Hey there, stranger." Even though it was Kady's house, Lynne greeted me at the door with a big smile before opening her arms to me for our customary hug and peck on the cheek.


I hugged her as best I could with one arm, and then followed her inside. Once we got past the foyer, I saw the people in attendance and called out, "Hello, ladies."


"Hi, Ben," the collected girls inside chorused. Well, two or three of them did. Today, there were six total girls in the room. I had noticed over the course of the last two weeks that there was a semi-rotating crowd of about eight in all who frequently hung out at Lynne's apartment, with only Lynne, Ivonne, Kady, and Noelle the permanent ones. Today was the last day of Finals for the Stanford crowd, and Kady was hosting an end-of-Finals party at her big Atherton house.


"You didn't come yesterday!" Ivonne pouted from the couch.


"And I really wanted a backrub after my final!" Noelle whined.


"Get Kady to give you one. Isn't that what she's for?" I laughed at Noelle. "And I can't hang out with you guys every day."


"Really? Where were you?" Noelle frowned.


"Visiting my sister." I thought of the way I'd parted from Brandi and Dayna on Sunday night, and didn't want to leave things that way.


Ivonne screwed up her face. "Couldn't you visit her like tomorrow? We've had finals all week and your backrubs were the only things getting me through them! If I fail Sociology, its all your fault!"


I held up my left hand apologetically. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry. But I brought a makeup gift." I held up my right hand, showing off the Costco-sized bottle of Patrón.


"Schweet!" Kady cheered, swooping in from nowhere to grab the bottle with both hands and head into the kitchen.


"And I've got two cases of beer in my car," I added. "Figure it's the least I can do after all the ones I've had in the last couple of weeks at your apartment."


"Don't worry about it next time," Lynne offered. "Kady drinks twice as many as you anyway, and she can afford to buy them."


Noelle grinned at me with an innocent smile. "Works for me. She's even better at eating pussy when she's drunk."


My eyebrows popped. "I'll have to take your word for it."


Noelle giggled and then nodded to me. "I'll help you carry them in from the car."


"No worries, I got it."


"Well hurry up," Kady chimed in when she came back. "I'm counting on you to help move furniture for the party."


I nodded and went outside.


On my way back in, Paige had come out to the hallway. Holding little April against her hip, she leaned up to me and gave me a quick peck on the lips. I tickled the baby girl's chin until she giggled and then kissed her mother on the forehead, and then I continued into the house to drop off the beer.


Uncle Frank was manning the barbecue outside. Aunt Polly was puttering around inside. After rearranging the furniture to Kady's liking, I plopped down on a couch with an open bottle of Corona. And then I reminisced for a minute about the house parties Elaine Fukuhara used to throw in High School.


I wondered what Elaine was up to now. From her, I wondered about Daniel. Like me, he'd lost the love of his life and been forced to move on. How was he handling it? Had he found someone else that could make him happy? Was he forever wondering the 'what if' of staying together with Elaine? Could he see himself in a future of happiness that didn't include her?


Me, I couldn't.


I missed Dawn.


And I realized that I needed to somehow get her back.


I'd wasted so much time already. First, I spent the entire weekend after Finals just holed up in the house, refusing to talk to the people closest to me. Adrienne had shaken me out of my shell enough to get me to go to work, but then she'd had to leave and live out her own life. And since then, I'd occupied myself with the rituals of a new job and the pleasant company of the Stanford girls around me.


Lynne, Kady, Noelle, Ivonne and the rest were great. They were friendly, didn't judge, and had welcomed me into their lives with open arms. They'd even done so during the end of their semester and finals. Yeah, Emily thought I was gay at first, but otherwise everyone knew I was straight. And I thought it unusual that a mostly-lesbian group could so willingly accept a hetero male in their presence.


But they had accepted me, and they'd provided me with a lot of emotional comfort these past weeks. Still, as great as they'd been ... they hadn't gotten me any closer to Dawn.


I had to get her back.


"Hey, Ben! Earth to Ben..."


I sighed and looked up from my beer, into which I'd been staring for a good long while. Lynne was kneeling on the couch beside me, slowly waving her hand up and down in front of my face.


"Where'd you go?" she asked, her eyes full of concern.


"Nowhere," I sighed sadly.


Frowning, Lynne reached forward and tenderly drew the fingertips of her right hand down my cheek. I looked up at her, seeing her soft brown eyes focused rather intently on me. But just then, I remembered that she wasn't Dawn, wasn't my girlfriend. Quickly, I reached up and grabbed her hand, pulling it down and away from me.


Like she'd been shaken from a trance, Lynne blinked and then stared down at her hand. "Sorry about that."


"No worries," I shrugged.


The petite brunette jerked a thumb back, and I looked over to see that Kady, Noelle, and Ivonne were all gawking at the two of us. "Want a burger?" Lynne asked lamely.


I smiled and nodded, looking around at all the smiling faces. Tomorrow, I promised myself. You're going over there tomorrow.





"Wooo!!!"


"Wooo!!!"


"WOOO!!!"


Kady had gotten a somewhat larger turnout for this party than her birthday had been, and near 30 people were screaming into the warm June air. Around the time the sun had gone down, Uncle Frank and Aunt Polly made themselves scarce, and the college crowd had started to take things up a notch. Paige had put little April down in the furthest, quietest bedroom, and now even little Red had come out to play.


// Let me hear you say: This shit is bananas. B-A-N-A-N-A-S!



I didn't understand the song. Why, exactly, Gwen Stefani wanted to curse about bananas, I didn't know. But from the enthusiastic way the girls around me were cheering about it, I could certainly just go with it.


"This shit is bananas. B-A-N-A-N-A-S!" Paige cheered happily with her arms in the air.


I chuckled and danced along. Presently, the petite redhead moved up alongside me, grabbing my hips with her hands and gyrating herself side-to-side. I arched an eyebrow and danced along while she beamed up at me. But just when I was about to say something, she twirled away and cozied up to one of her other friends.


I had been worried for a little while that Paige would come after me in the aftermath of my breakup. There had certainly been her rather blatant request to bump uglies that first time I'd visited her. But since then, she'd scaled way back on the overt flirtation and really just done her best to be a good friend. We bonded by playing with April and I was simply in awe of how cute the little baby was. April had just started crawling and the way the little tyke giggled made my heart feel a million times lighter than it had been these past couple of weeks.


Yeah, Paige still looked at me like I was made of gold, and I could see the longing in her eyes when April crawled into my lap, longing that was much more than mere lust. But I think she understood that I still saw her as a little sister type and perhaps would always do so.


Ivonne was the next to come and sidle up to me for a dance. Grinning with a pearly smile, the slender Latina turned and shook her healthy-sized ass in my direction, giggling flirtatiously. I turned into her, enjoying the attention, and danced along. But when the song ended, Ivonne gave me a peck on the cheek and then continued on her way to dance with someone else.


The party had been like that for about an hour. Unlike most of the parties I'd been to, which revolved around guys trying to hook up with girls and vice versa, this party was more about a group of friends just hanging out and enjoying each other's company, with everyone pretty much dancing with everyone. Since the majority of the people in attendance were gay, we clearly didn't have the typical guys-hitting-on-girls atmosphere. But even though there were a high number of lesbians, I didn't even see a lot of girls hitting on other girls. What relationships existed were respected, and the single people seemed more interested in having a good time than in picking up a potential bed partner.


At least I wasn't the only guy in attendance. While the ratio was still fairly high in terms of lesbian friends of Kady's, there were two gay-guy couples as well, and even two other straight men who were boyfriends of Kady's straight friends. Lesbian girls danced with straights. People in committed relationships danced with others. And I even managed to keep a straight face when a gay guy came and danced with me. It was all in good fun.


So I didn't think much of it when Lynne came by to dance with me. She'd already danced with me twice, as had every other girl in our usual group. Holding both of my hands in hers, she faced away from me and swayed side-to-side to the music, thrusting her ass back against my crotch before I released her hands, grabbed her hips, and pretended to spank her a few times. She laughed and spun in my grip, collapsing against my chest. And she was still leaning against me when the song ended and a slow dance started up.


// What day is it? And in what month? This clock never seemed so alive.



Automatically, I raised my hands and Lynne slipped hers into them. Staring up into my eyes, she blushed before assuming a slow-dance position with her right hand in my left and her left hand on my shoulder. And she moved with me as I turned while bringing our clasped hands together against my chest.


The world around me started to melt away as the soothing tones of Lifehouse filled my ears. I'd had a little bit to drink (quite a bit, actually), and as my head swayed left and right I started to feel like I was floating away. The outdoor lights were the first to fade into the nighttime blackness. And then little by little, so did the walls of the house, the trees in the backyard, and the people dancing around us.


I was still aware of the others' presence. I knew there were people around us. But really, it was just Lynne and me. All the other people didn't matter. She stared deep into my eyes as we moved, nothing but warmth, acceptance, and understanding being communicated between us. And whether the thoughts were my own or merely prompted by the song, I felt myself internally singing:


// It's you and me, and all of the people with nothing to do, nothing to lose



// And it's you and me, and all of the people and I don't know why, I can't keep my eyes off of you



Staring back at me, Lynne just smiled. Her lips didn't part. No actual words came out of her mouth. But in my head, I still heard the next lines of the song.


// All of the things that I want to say just aren't coming out right.



// I'm tripping on words, you got my head spinning I don't know where to go from here.



Together, we turned around and around on the dance floor. Around me, I felt the presence of other couples also dancing with us: some straight, some gay. Some of them were in committed relationships with each other. Some of them were just single friends having a good time. Some of them were probably singing the song in their heads just like me.


But I only had eyes for Lynne. I'd forgotten just how pretty she could be. Never one of the out and out gorgeous people, Lynne often melted into the background. She wasn't tall, wasn't busty, wasn't flirty, and didn't sleep around. Surrounded by higher profile girls like Adrienne, Heather, and the other cheerleaders, sometimes people could forget about Lynne. High School boys lusted after the taller ones, the bustier ones, the ... well ... prettier ones. I was just as guilty as the rest.


But there had always been a sweetness about Lynne, a maturity I took for granted. She'd been there to support both Adrienne and me amidst all our ups and downs. And now, almost four years later, she was doing it again. We'd barely had contact with each other ever since getting to college. I had literally done almost nothing for her over the past few years, not a happy birthday call or even a promise to meet up for lunch just to catch up. But from the minute I showed up on her doorstep, she'd been nothing but inviting, welcoming, and warm. In my time of greatest need, after the worst breakup of my life, she was there for me.


// Something about you now I can't quite figure out



// Everything she does is beautiful, everything she does is right



// Cause it's you and me and all of the people...



The song slowly wound its way down to a close. The final chorus rang out, the lead singer let his last note end in a breathy whisper. And then nothing but silence was in the air as the MacBook in the corner loaded up its next song.


It was only a moment of pure stillness, a scant couple of seconds. They were all the time I really needed. Without thinking about it, I tilted my head and leaned down. Looking up at me, Lynne inhaled sharply as she tilted her head opposite mine and moved her nose out of the way. And then she was moaning softly as our lips touched, the passion built up over the past 3 minutes and 15 seconds exploding in a single contact of purity between our mouths.


My eyes didn't open until the next slow song was already halfway through. When they finally did, I became consciously aware that Lynne and I were being stared at. Paige, Ivonne, Kady, and Noelle weren't dancing. All four of them stood less than ten feet away from us, gawking in surprise. Ivonne's jaw was practically on the floor.


I looked back at Lynne, who was panting softly and looking up at me with a look of mixed adoration and wonder. Her fingers were curled in, her hands gripping my shoulder and my left hand like she never wanted to let go. She was beautiful...


... but she wasn't Dawn.


Blinking quickly, I muttered a very quiet, "I'm sorry."


Taking a deep breath, Lynne glanced at my chin for a second before looking back up at me, replying, "You don't have to apologize."


But halfway through her reply, I tore myself out of her grasp. Walking quickly, I darted through the open patio doors back into the house, and I didn't stop until I'd emerged through the other side. Jabbing the remote on my keys quickly, I hit the unlock button on the Mustang four times before I got to the door. And once I got in, sitting down on the seat, I jabbed the lock button twice just to make sure I was penned in.


And then bracing my forearms on the steering wheel in front of me. I put my head down and started to cry.





-- THURSDAY, JUNE 9, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I took a deep breath as I turned off the engine on my car. Staring out the windshield at the familiar house, I tried to remember all the things I'd told myself to say to her.


I love you. That's always a good one.


I need you. Works on me.


We belong together.



I'm here for YOU. That was an important one. Dawn had declared herself a cheater and not good enough for me anymore. Clearly, she felt that something was wrong with herself, and I had to reassure her that I would stick around while we got her fixed.


No matter what, I'll always be your Ben. That one was key. I had to tell her that I accepted her unconditionally. I accepted her flaws, I accepted her foibles. I accepted that she'd made mistakes. Hadn't I made a million of them myself? I accepted that she didn't like herself very much right now, but I wanted to reassure her that I was just the same. We were both human. We could both fuck things up. But what made us different was that we always stuck together. We were soulmates. We could last through anything, even this.


Everything will be alright. Just stay with me, and we'll get through this. I love you, Dawn. I've always loved you, and I always WILL love you. No matter what. Unconditionally. Without reservation. Forever and ever.



I sighed and fought the urge to cry again. What if she didn't take me back?


She will. You need her. You HAVE to have her back. Your life is shit without her, and you know it. Whatever it takes, Ben, you're going to get her back. You're going to walk up there, and you're not going to leave until you've gotten her back. If she walks away, you're going to follow her. If she tells you to go away, you'll stand your ground. This is DAWN. This is your SOULMATE. This is the one person in the world you can't live without. More than Brooke, Brandi, the twins, and your parents combined. You need HER. And you're going to get her. You're going to get her back. And then all will be better again.



Feeling my blood surge through my veins, I took a deep breath and popped open the door. Walking purposefully up the walkway, I approached the house and rang the doorbell.


No one answered right away. It was 6pm, and it was possible the Evanses hadn't returned home from work just yet. But more likely they were busy in the kitchen or in the bathroom or something else. I waited all of fifteen seconds before ringing the doorbell again. And two seconds later, I heard the flip of a lock inside.


"Ben! Ohmigawd!" Deanna Evans gasped in amazement as she opened the front door of her house. Immediately, she threw her arms open and wrapped me up in a hug.


"Hi, Mrs. Evans," I sighed happily, feeling the warmth of her embrace and the delight in her voice buoy me. She was very happy to see me, and I would need her support to help me get Dawn back.


"Oh, Ben! It's so good to see you!" she cheered, taking a step back while still holding onto my shoulders. But a second later, her face fell. Blinking slowly, her smile was inexorably tugged downward into a frown.


I felt my heart racing as anxiety reared up inside me. Nervously, I asked, "Where's Dawn?"


Deanna Evans winced, glancing down for a second. "Ben ... It's really good to see you..." she began.


"Where's Dawn?" I asked impatiently with a rough edge in my voice.


She looked up at me with an apologetic expression. Pinching her lips together, she collected herself for a few seconds. And then with a sigh of resignation, she admitted, "Dawn's not here."


"Where'd she go?"


Another deep breath. "She went on a road trip with Gwen and Robin. Spur of the moment thing. Apparently Gwen was going through a breakup of her own, and the girls just wanted to get away for a little while."


"She's gone? Where?"


Deanna sighed. "I don't know exactly. They said they were headed to Tahoe first, and then working Eastward from there. I'm expecting her to call me tonight. Dawn promised she would call every other night."


"When did they leave? Maybe I can still catch them."


Deanna shook her head. "They left last night. By now, they'll be well into Nevada."


Last night. I suddenly thought about that moment when I'd been sitting on the couch at Kady's Atherton house, nursing a Corona and staring off into space. I'd realized I'd wasted so much time and felt the sudden need to go get Dawn back. Had that been our mystical connection trying to warn me of her departure? But I'd let myself get dragged back into the party and assured myself I would come here the next day.


Too late.


She was gone.


"When will she be back?" I asked, my tongue feeling thick and my head a little dizzy.


Deanna shook her head. "I don't know. They brought a lot of gear. I told her to come back in time to go to Morris Camp with us. That's more than three weeks away. But Dawn said not to expect her back before then."


More than three weeks. Probably a whole month.


She was gone.


"Ben, why don't you come inside? We should talk."


I shook my head slowly before even realizing I was doing it. Sighing heavily, I gave Deanna a mournful look and moaned, "I lost her."


"You didn't lose her. Dawn's just going through a phase. Despite protesting that she's mature beyond her years, she's still a young girl. She got scared, got cold feet. It happens. It even happened with Jack and me before we settled down. She'll come around, I know it."


"You really think so?"


Deanna nodded her head firmly. "I KNOW so."


But then I saw it. Deanna was leaning against the doorframe, and unable to meet her eyes I'd found myself staring down and to the side. Just inside the door was a foyer table so that guests could set down their keys, purses, or whatever. Beneath Deanna's outstretched arm I could see that table, and I could see the circular silver band that was sitting all alone on top of it.


I moved forward suddenly, causing Deanna to startle and back away. She moved out of the way as I stepped into the house. And she gasped when she saw what I was reaching for.


It was a bracelet.


It was the kind of cheap bracelet you could pick up at the mall and have stenciled for a couple of bucks. It was a bracelet I'd first seen when I was seventeen, adorning the wrist of the most beautiful girl in the world. And the stenciling read: Ben Forever.


She'd put it here before she left. She'd quietly put it on the table, knowing that I would eventually come to the house. And she must have done it just before she left, because even her mom was surprised to see it there now.


"Ben..." Deanna began, her voice cracking. "Dawn LOVES you. You two are destined to be together. It's going to happen."


Thumbing the letters, I simply felt numb as I read them one more time. And then with careful deliberation, I set the bracelet back down on the table and backed away.


"No," I said quietly. "It's not going to happen. That's just a dream that you and my mom have been feeding us ever since we were kids. I'm so sorry we're going to disappoint you."


And then I turned and walked away.


Chapter 15: Just Friends


-- THURSDAY, JUNE 9, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Hey there, stranger," Lynne said with a wry grin. "I was wondering if you were going to show up."


I took a deep breath and stayed where I was, making no move to embrace her or otherwise enter the apartment. Still shell-shocked from finding that Dawn had left behind the "Ben Forever" bracelet, I had driven aimlessly and just so happened to find myself pulling into the parking lot here. I knew that I was yearning for some kind of comfort, and Stanford wasn't too far away from the Evans house. But at the same time, I was consciously aware of what had happened the last time I saw Lynne, and more specifically, the way I had left.


"I wanted to apologize for last night," I said slowly, forcing myself to look her in the eye. "I shouldn't have kissed you. That was out of line."


Lynne shook her head with a little smile. "You don't need to apologize. It was a great kiss."


I blushed and looked down. Lynne then stepped up and punched me in the chest, although not too hard. "What you should be apologizing for is running away immediately after. Do you have any idea what that does to a girl's psyche?"


Despite her words, and the punch, Lynne's tone was more one of amusement. She wasn't angry with me, and that knowledge lightened my mood a bit. Looking her in the eye again, I stated evenly, "I'm sorry, Lynne. I should not have run away from you. I was caught up in the moment, and you looked so beautiful right then that I couldn't help myself. But I'm a psychological mess right now and I didn't know how to handle- MRF!"


My apology was abruptly cut off when Lynne launched herself out from the doorway. Her arms went up around my neck and she practically had to climb up my taller body in order to get her lips fastened around mine. Gripping my neck fiercely, she held on for dear life as her tongue snaked out and pressed its way into my mouth. And then my hands finally got firm grips on her tight asscheeks, and with new leverage I hoisted her higher so that we could worry more about the intensity of our passionate liplock and less about just trying to stay vertical.


Unconsciously, I'd turned us and staggered over until Lynne's back hit the door. She broke away from the kiss and giggled for a moment while I regained my balance. And then re-crossing her legs around my waist to hold herself up, she tugged my head toward hers and kissed me once again.


Two minutes later, it occurred to me that we were kissing in full view of anyone who wanted to see, whether from the outside public or inside the apartment. Cracking open an eye, I staggered us into the living room and looked around. "Where is everybody?"


Lynne panted for breath, still hanging onto me. "Wha-?"


"Where is everybody?" I repeated.


Lynne shook her head. "School's over, so there's no need to have study sessions here anymore. Ivonne went home this morning. Kady and Noelle ... well ... my guess is they're upstairs doing what we're about to do."


That got my attention. I arched an eyebrow and looked at Lynne frankly. "And what are we about to do?"


Grinning, Lynne dropped her legs, forcing me to lower her to the floor. And taking my hand in hers, she started pulling me back toward her bedroom. "We're about to get naked and have some fun."





When Lynne dragged me into her bedroom and literally flung me onto her bed, I felt like apologizing. Less than a week ago, Dayna Evans had been throwing herself at me, even sucking my penis into her mouth, and I had been unable to get an erection. I'd watched porn on my computer, trying to get off in some way that didn't involve fantasizing about Dawn, to no avail. My plumbing simply didn't work for anyone but her.


But when Lynne grabbed my jeans, jerking them down and reaching her hand into my shorts, miracle of miracles, nearly eight inches of thick man meat awaited her. "Fuck, I forgot how big you are!" she breathed, jacking my shaft slowly while stretching her lips up to mine once again.


My mind was spinning in utter shock. I was shocked that Lynne was coming onto me like this. I was shocked that I had a non-Dawn erection for the first time in nearly three weeks. And in this state of shock, I was helpless to resist as Lynne pushed me onto my back, straddled my upper thighs, and reached down to pull her shirt off.


The shirt went flying into a corner, leaving just a plain nude-colored bra to cover her perky B-cups. She tugged at the hem of my polo shirt, pulling it upward and then scratching my chest with her fingernails while she bent down to kiss me once again. And then she pulled away to finish yanking my polo shirt and undershirt both over my head.


"Lynne, are you sure about this?" I gasped.


"Don't ask me that," she whimpered, leaning down and kissing me once again. I could feel the heat of her skin as our chests pressed together, even through the thin cotton bra. She moaned into the kiss, a moan of erotic passion that got me even harder. And all I could do to respond was palm her buttcheeks, yank her crotch against my erection, and kiss back just as hard as she was kissing me.


Are YOU sure about this? I asked myself.


My rational brain was aware of the situation. It was exactly three weeks ago that my soulmate slept with another man and then came home to dump me. It was less than thirty minutes ago that I stood in the doorway of my girlfriend's home, staring in shock at her beloved bracelet left behind for me to find. This wasn't exactly the ideal time for me to make love with another woman.


But I am a sexual creature, and the mental block that had plagued me for three weeks was now gone. When DJ had offered herself to me the day after the breakup, I'd simply grabbed her and shoved her out the door. When Kim had awoken me with a morning blowjob the day after that, I'd stopped her and ordered her to go home. And when Dayna had thrown herself at me just this past Sunday, I couldn't even get hard.


I was hard now. And as I thought about it, I knew the reason why.


I was free.


If you think about it, I'd been free ever since Dawn dumped me. She'd broken up with me; she'd walked away. From that very moment, I was a single man.


But I'd still belonged to her. She was my soulmate. I'd promised I'd wait for her, and even though DJ, Kim, and Dayna had all tempted me, I still waited for my Dawn. I'd believed with all my heart that we would find a way to work things out.


We couldn't work things out anymore. She wasn't around, not even in the same STATE anymore. I knew that if I called her she wouldn't pick up the phone. If I tracked her down wherever she was, she still wouldn't want to talk to me. Maybe I could force her to stop and sit down with me. But maybe that would only make things even worse. Something was deeply wrong with Dawn's head, but I was part of the problem. This was one situation I couldn't help her with.


Maybe we'd find each other again, somewhere down the road. Maybe we were just like Daniel and Elaine: needing a separation, needing some time apart. Maybe after Dawn went and lived her wild and crazy life, she'd come back to me.


Dawn owned my heart. I couldn't stop loving her if I tried. My heart would wait for her.


But this was just sex. And I wasn't waiting around anymore.





Lynne asked me to go easy on her. She told me she hadn't had anything as big as me inside her since the last time we did this, and she pleaded for me to be gentle.


So I was gentle. Every so often, it felt like my eyes were clouding over and blood red lust was taking control of my body, the way it had done those times with Gwen in the aftermath of Adrienne's breakup. But that was then; this was now. Lynne wanted gentle, and I could do gentle.


"So deep ... So full..." she groaned as she raised her legs up into the air behind me. I hooked my arms around them to keep them raised, pressing her knees back against her own chest to allow me even deeper penetration. And as I began nibbling on her neck and thrusting with increased vigor, I felt the tell-tale tremors of Lynne's orgasm approaching.


"Ben, I'm gonna cum again," she whimpered.


I just smiled down at her and sped up my pumping a little more. She looked so adorable, as if she were trying to make an ugly face the way she bared her teeth and grunted like a pig. Even so, the way her forehead furrowed and her lips snarled were cute in an innocent way. And when she threw her head back against the pillow behind her and screamed her climax, I chuckled and slow-dicked her through the orgasm.


That climax had been Lynne's fourth in only half an hour. Throughout the years that we'd had sex, she'd never been quite this quick-trigger, this easily multi-orgasmic. Later, she would admit to me that she'd been anticipating this moment for several weeks, ever since I showed up on her front door the first time. She'd tempered her expectations, knowing that I was coming off a bad breakup, but she couldn't help but fantasize about me at night.


Last night had been the worst for her. Even though I'd turned tail and run away, she'd floated home on Cloud 9 after our kiss. Blushing, Lynne later admitted that she'd fingered herself to a half-dozen orgasms before falling asleep, and then she'd spent all day wondering just what she would say to me when I finally came over.


When I didn't arrive immediately after my regular work day, she'd started to panic. She talked herself in circles, reminding herself that ours wasn't a relationship meant to be and that she shouldn't be fantasizing about me. But she did anyway, and by the time I actually showed up, she was so horny that she couldn't help but jump me.


Her first orgasm came right around the moment my pelvic bone pushed up against hers, signaling that I was at full depth inside her. She rode me to a second orgasm before she was out of breath, and let me roll her over so that I could give her a third missionary-style. That fourth one with her legs in the air had wiped her out, and as she went limp beneath me, turning her head to the side and drooling, she whimpered plaintively, "No more, I'm too tired. No more."


Nodding affirmatively, I slowly backed myself out and prepared to lie down beside her. She was even more adorable sexed-out, with her dark bangs plastered to her forehead by sticky sweat and a deeply-satisfied grin across her face. But before I fully disengaged, she reached up and grabbed my hips. "No, don't pull out. You have to cum in me."


"But you just said 'no more'," I reasoned.


Shaking her head, Lynne raised her left knee and started twisting to the side. She pushed at my chest, this time not stopping me when I pulled all the way out and sat back on my heels. And rolling onto her side, with her right leg extended and her left bent at the knee to open up her pussy, she moaned, "Just fuck me and cum. Don't hold back. I just wanna feel you spilling your hot essence inside me."


She gave me a sultry smile despite her exhaustion. I let my gaze trail down Lynne's naked back to her perky buttcheeks and the rosy peach pit below. Her labia were dark red, flushed with arousal and glistening from her repeated orgasms. So taking hold of her hips, I leaned over Lynne's back and slowly eased my dick into her from behind.


"Nnngghhoohhh..." she moaned as I filled her back up. She stuck her left hand out, planting it on the bed to brace herself. And then weakly, she rocked her hips back to meet me.


I did most of the work, and I still kept my thrusting gentle. It didn't take very long; I'd been primed from a half hour of fucking, only holding myself back because I wanted to give Lynne even more pleasure. But I wasn't holding back anymore, and within five minutes of rhythmic pumping, I felt my balls about to release their load.


"Unnghhh ... Lynne..." I groaned a warning.


"Ohhh, Bennn..." she moaned right back.


"Ungh ... Ungh..."


"That's it..." she sighed. "Cum! Cum inside me!"


"Ungh ... ungh ... UNGHHHH!" I grunted as I hit the boiling point.


"Yesss!" she hissed. "I can feel it!" Reaching her left arm back, she grabbed my ass and held me against her as my cock spat out wad after wad of creamy spunk into her juicing slit.


I arched my back, thrusting my belly into her while trying to get just a half-inch deeper, feeling the end of my prick already nudging against her cervix. "Unnnghhh..." I groaned.


"I can feel it! Spill your hot essence inside me!" Lynne cried, bending her head forward and rocking her hips side to side.


"Ungh!" I grunted a final time as I squeeze out the last drop. And then I collapsed forward, practically crushing the petite brunette to the mattress beneath me.


Lynne didn't mind. She took my extra weight and hummed happily when we were done, her left hand reaching back to rub my bare buttock.


And as I slowly deflated inside her, Lynne sighed and said, "Promise me something."


"Hmm?" I asked, my brain a little sluggish post-ejaculation.


"Promise me that no matter what happens the rest of this night, tomorrow after work you come back here so we can do this again. And bring a change of clothes so we can spend the entire weekend fucking each other's brains out."


Rubbing her shoulder gently, I thought of all the shit that had been going on in my recent life. Smiling happily, I leaned forward and kissed her bare shoulder. And then I replied, "Sounds like a good plan."





-- SUNDAY, JUNE 12, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Holy shit. You're still here?" Kady asked dumbly when I answered the door of Lynne's apartment.


I shrugged and glanced around my surroundings. "No, I'm not really here. I'm just a figment of your imagination."


With a smirk, Kady punched my chest lightly and then glanced at Noelle, who was standing beside her with a beaming smile on her face. Then returning to me, she shrugged. "We could hear you two all weekend. But when things went quiet last night and we didn't hear anything this morning, I assumed you'd gone home."


I blushed and looked directly up, to where Kady's and Noelle's apartment would be. "Are we really that loud?"


Kady chuckled. "You managed to turn quiet little Lynne into a screamer. And the Big Ben Legend strikes again!" she crowed.


"You would know," I shot right back before realizing my faux pas and darting a look at Noelle.


"Oh, no worries," Kady reassured me, before slipping an arm around Noelle's.


"Yeah," Noelle offered. "Kady told me about your history a long time ago."


I nodded in relief. "So what brings you two to Casa de Arian?"


"Oh, shit. I forgot!" Lynne suddenly announced as she came into the living room, walking a little gingerly.


Kady looked past me and noted Lynne's difficulty. "What happened? Sex-related injury?"


Lynne grimaced and came up beside me, wrapping an arm around my waist. "Something like that. I decided to try anal sex for the first time last night."


My eyes goggled in surprise that Lynne had just come out and said that out loud.


"Wow," Kady whistled.


"How was it?" Noelle blurted before clapping a hand over her mouth.


"It was great!" Lynne cheered. "At least, once you get past the initial entry. Ben's kinda thick."


"I know." Kady shrugged before clarifying,"Uh, not the anal part. We never did that."


"Are we really talking about this?" I groaned. The girls ignored me.


"But I think I'm going to have to save that one for special occasions. I'm not very big back there, and I feel all stretched out and weird now." Lynne turned to me and patted my chest. "Sorry buster, but we're gonna have to do front door only for a while."


I just blinked, still stunned that we were having this discussion.


"So ... we still going? We can give you a few minutes to freshen up," Noelle offered.


Lynne nodded and patted my chest again. "Let's get dressed."


"Where are we GOING?" I wondered, a little spazzed out at this point.


"Oh, it's Sunday morning. The girls and I have been getting brunch together for months. C'mon. We need to get some calories in you, recharge the batteries so you can keep fucking my brains out all week. I want to experience that screaming-multiple-orgasm thing again."


Astonished, I let Lynne drag me by the hand back inside.





My plate was full of delicious omelet, bacon, and hash browns. But despite the wonderful smells rising up and filling my nostrils, I couldn't help but gawk at the conversation taking place around me.


It had been a whirlwind of a weekend that had shattered many of the perceptions I used to hold about one Lynne Arian. The diminutive brunette had been the model of reason in High School, more than once guiding Adrienne and me through the ups and downs of our 'nottogether' relationship with timely advice and unflinching support.


Yeah, there had been a few times when her sexual side came out, notably that crazy winter vacation at Big Bear and Adrienne's 19th birthday orgy at Mizuho's Newport Coast house after Freshman year. I never forgot what Lynne had told me the night of Adrienne's birthday, when I apologized for not having maintained contact with her even though Stanford was fairly close to Cal. She'd said, "I'm sorry, and you're sorry. So now that we're done with that, how about we forget about it and get to the fucking?"


THAT was the side of Lynne that had come out over the last few days. We didn't talk much. Well, we talked a lot, but most of it was meaningless chit-chat. Neither of us broached the subject of relationships, whether my failed relationship with Dawn or the status of our own friendship with each other. I didn't ask if she wanted to get romantic with me and she didn't either. Instead, we watched TV, laughed about the things we saw, ate, drank, and then went back to fucking.


It was a horribly wrong thing for me to think, but I might have expected such a sexual creature if Lynne had been taller, bustier, or flirtier. The girls built like Adrienne, Candy, and Heather simply exuded sex from their very pores. They dressed to attract attention, they ensured that their big tits were put on display, and they went out of their way to drop sexual innuendoes into everyday topics.


By contrast, Lynne Arian had always been the "nice" girl. She dressed well, neither slutty nor bookish. To be honest, at 5'3", slender, and with a B-cup, she didn't have as much as the others to put on display. Her verbal banter was cultured, reasoned, and thoughtful rather than flirtatious. And she exuded a quiet maturity beyond her years. Even the few times we'd had sex, she'd been ... controlled.


Well, this lady in the street had become a freak in the bed. She'd put in a porn DVD and then given me a blowjob on the couch. She had me fuck her across her dining table while drizzling canola oil over her chest. And yes, last night, she had me lube her up and take her cherry ass.


She didn't talk about romance or relationships. I didn't really want to talk about them either. She wanted to fuck, and I was willing to fuck her. That was the extent of things.


Until now.


"No, no. Absolutely not," Lynne was insisting across the table. "We're just friends, and we'll only ever BE friends."


"Oh, come ON," Kady was protesting. "I know for a FACT that you've had a crush on Ben since High School. Remember that Truth or Dare party over spring break last year?"


Lynne shook her head fiercely. "Are you kidding me? I know full well the relationship Ben just got out of. You think I want to be his rebound?"


"Aren't you already his rebound?" Noelle wondered aloud. "We've been living above you all year and I never heard sounds like that coming from below."


Lynne shook her head. "It's just sex. What? A girl can't have a booty call?"


"Not a booty call with HIM," Kady pointed out. She darted her dark eyes to me and actually bit her tongue before saying whatever else she wanted to say. Instead, she just mumbled, "You know why."


It was the second time this morning that Lynne, Kady, and Noelle were carrying on a conversation without me, despite my presence among them. THAT was why I couldn't even eat. I was too busy darting my head back and forth trying to figure out what was going on.


"So who made the first move?" Noelle asked, digging for details.


"Me, of course," Lynne explained.


"'Of course'?" Kady's eyes bugged out. "Seriously? I've known you for two years now, and I've NEVER seen you make the first move."


"This is different. This is Ben."


"Exactly! Don't you want something more out of this?"


"No. Absolutely not," Lynne sighed. "Didn't I say that already?"


"I just don't get it," Kady complained. "You've been in love with the man since High School and now that you've got him-. Oh, shit!" She clapped her mouth over her hands and her eyes opened up wide.


My eyebrows went up as I looked over at Lynne. "You've been in love with me since High School?"


"I'm sorry!" Kady apologized. "I didn't mean to-"


"It's no big deal," Lynne sighed, waving Kady off with her right hand, which still held a piece of pancake on the end of her fork. "She's exaggerating. I haven't been 'in love' with you all this time."


"That's not what you said over spring break," Kady jabbed.


Lynne sighed and shook her head side-to-side. "Little crush. Little crush," she repeated, holding up her left hand with thumb and index finger an inch apart. Looking at me, she added, "You knew that, even during that trip to Big Bear."


I remembered. Adrienne had blindfolded me and then tied me to a chair while the girls took turns sucking my cock until Lynne mounted me while I was unawares. We'd spent the night together, and in the end, Lynne admitted that she'd had romantic feelings for me and mourned that we would never again 'make love'. She knew I didn't have those kinds of feelings for her, and she vowed to move on.


"I thought we got past that," I said quietly.


"We did, we did," she stated emphatically before looking over at Kady, who was arching an eyebrow at her. "Well ... mostly. Kady's just blowing the whole Truth or Dare thing out of proportion. The question was: What one guy from my past did I regret not making a move on? And the answer was you."


Noelle replied quietly, "I guess you made your move."


"NO," Lynne stated emphatically. "That's the point. I never made a move on Ben for good reasons, reasons that still hold today. I was hot for him. Clearly, I'm STILL hot for him. But no real relationship can come out of this. Trying to piece together something romantic out of a rebound would be a disaster just waiting to happen. No way."


"Then what IS this?" I suddenly put in. Furrowing my eyebrows, I sighed and looked pitifully at Lynne. "What ARE we doing?"


She pursed her lips, sighing and reaching over to cover my hand with her own. Rubbing the back of my hand, she gave me a serious look and said, "This is just sex. You need it, and I want it. Other than that, we're friends. We've always been friends, and I'm hoping this doesn't change us."


I shook my head. "Sex always changes people."


"We've had sex before," she hedged.


I took a deep breath, and then looked at the hand Lynne was still holding. Staring deeply at me with soft brown eyes, she willed me to understand.


"I care about you. I care about you a lot," she said sincerely. "And yes, I even fell in love with you, once upon a time. But we're friends, and I'd like to continue being your friend. If we both get a little pleasure out of the deal, so much the better, right? If you're not comfortable with that, I can go back to the way things were. We can chalk this up to an insane, out-of-control weekend, and move on. Is that what you want?"


I thought about the past three days, about the 'out-of-control weekend' we'd just shared. It had indeed been fun. I was having sex again, and it was hard to feel depressed when the pleasure was so good. At a time when I'd never felt more alone, Lynne had been there for me. And even now, she wanted to continue being there for me, plus benefits.


"What I want is to thank you for being my friend," I said finally, turning my hand palm-up so that I could lace our fingers together. "You're right: I'm in no shape, emotionally, to start up another relationship. At the same time, I'd be lying through my teeth if I tried to say I didn't enjoy the past few days. Really, I've enjoyed the past few weeks, hanging out with you guys and spending a lot of evenings in your fine company." That last bit I directed to Kady and Noelle as well.


The girls all either smiled or nodded.


"I'm thankful for everything you all have done for me, and if it's alright with you," I began, looking now directly at Lynne. "I'd like to continue being 'friends' just the way we now are."


There was no mistaking the big, shit-eating grin that now covered the entire lower half of Lynne's face. She giggled, squeezed my hand, and actually shivered. "Fuck, I think I just had an orgasm. And now I've got the strongest urge to crawl under the table and give you a blowjob."


"Lynne," Noelle hissed, darting a look behind us. At the next table over, a young family was just sitting down to brunch. And the 10-year-old boy was gawking at Lynne like she'd just taken her top off.


"Hurry up and eat," Lynne barked at me. "And then we're going to go home and pick up where we left off."





-- MONDAY, JUNE 13, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I stopped and stared for a long time at the bedroom. All the furniture was in the same places as before. The king-sized bed in the middle had been completely stripped, leaving only the mattress and box spring Dayna had first purchased brand new three years ago. The dresser was bare, as was the walk-in closet. Even when I'd moved my sheets downstairs into DJ's room, I hadn't completely emptied out my belongings.


But I'd emptied them out now.


It didn't really make sense to clean everything out. After all, I really only needed a few sets of summer clothes to get me through the next few months. I was still planning to return to this house in the fall for school, and I certainly could have left heavy winter jackets and many other items right where they were.


But this room had been mine AND Dawn's. While I'd intended to leave anything I didn't need right here, once I'd started packing I just couldn't bear to do so. The same way I had been unable to continue sleeping here, I was unable to leave behind my things. So I'd packed up everything, and anything I didn't need to put into the car I brought downstairs and stored in DJ's closet.


She wouldn't mind, come fall. In fact, DJ and Brooke would be thrilled to take the two upstairs rooms a year early. I had been happy in my freshman year bedroom. I could be happy again.


Sighing heavily, I took one last look at the emptiness of the room I'd shared with Dawn this past year. And as I stepped back and closed the door, I also closed the door on that part of my life. It was over. The past was past. And nothing could possibly ever let me return.


I sighed and thought of Kim when I went into the other bedroom. I hoped she was doing alright without me. The girl deserved better, deserved a Master who could love her the way she needed to be loved. And when I closed her door, I closed that part of my life as well.


I took the stairs slowly, looking left and right at the walls. We'd long ago put up framed pictures, photos of "The Family" as well as our closest friends. There were a lot of memories to look at as I descended. I remembered that first party when I'd suddenly gone to rescue Dawn from an overly amorous Aaron Collins. There was a photo of Adrienne proudly sitting in front of the vanity I'd built just for her. And there was even a photo of Dawn, DJ, Brooke, Kim, and me all sitting out on the front porch steps.


Happier times.


Times that were now a part of history, never to return.


I looked around the main floor, thinking of all the meals I couldn't cook in the kitchen, and from there to thinking of the gourmet dinners Dawn used to learn how to make on Thursday nights. It had been a Thursday night when she cheated on me. She was supposed to be in class. Instead, she was face down on Jaron's bed getting his big dick shoved up her ass.


I only realized I'd cracked a plate in my hands after it was broken and a few pieces fell to the floor. Sighing regretfully, I walked to the trash and threw away the big pieces before crouching down with a dustpan and sweeping the rest away.


Mistakes from the past, now over and done with, never to return.


Feeling like I wanted to get this over with, and to stop this self-destructive rumination, I washed my hands and then hurried out of the house. I did pause one time just outside the front door, looking into the vast emptiness.


For three years, this place had been my home.


For three years, this place had housed all my loved ones and been the framework around many a happy memory.


Not anymore. Now, it was just an empty shell of what used to be ... just like me.


Closing the front door, I closed up my past. After putting in the key, I took my hand away. It was shaking: my hand, not the key. I didn't want to do this.


But I did. I reached up once more and took hold of the key. And with finality, I slid the deadbolt closed.


I didn't linger. Turning around quickly, I jogged down the steps and hopped into the driver's seat of the Mustang. The trunk was packed and the backseat as well with all the belongings I would need for the rest of the summer. I had no intention of coming back until the school year started again.


Gunning the engine, I peeled out onto the street burning rubber. And I didn't look back.


Lynne met me at the door to her apartment, the place that would be my home for the rest of my summer internship at BioGen. She held me as I cried, and then gently carried me back into her bed.


In her arms, for a few moments at least, I found peace.





-- SATURDAY, JUNE 18, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



There really are few simple pleasures in life better than just laying out on a beach, feeling the ocean breeze ruffling through your hair while you look around and ogle all the female flesh you can find. Once upon a time, I would choose nakedness over bikini any day. But now that I'd grown up a bit – and honestly, seen more varied nakedness than any male deserved to in a full lifetime – I'd come to appreciate the subtle sexiness of a bikini.


Bikinis hinted without showing. Bikinis suggested without screaming. Bikinis titillated ... excited ... encouraged...


Bikinis made me want to see more.


I found it interesting that I'd come back to this period in my life. In my recent past, I had been surrounded by some of the most beautiful girls around in Adrienne, Dawn, Kim, Brooke, and DJ. I knew their bodies intimately. Even when fully clothed, I could call upon memory to show me the exact way their lush breasts curved, the exact shape of their thighs. And I could even remember – not fantasize about – what it felt like to have their nubile bodies wrapped around mine.


That wasn't the case with the girls around me now. There were six of them on the immediate strip of sand before me, and I'd only ever seen two of them completely naked: Lynne and Kady. I was well on my way to memorizing Lynne's 21-year-old body, but teenaged Kady was only a distant memory. And I'd never seen the other four wearing less than they were now.


Not that I ever expected to. Three of those four were pure lesbian, including Kady's girlfriend Noelle and the other couple Ricki and Emily. The fourth girl, Saffron, was bi; but so far she hadn't shown any interest in me. Still, none of them seemed to mind my roving eyes. And all of them wore only the tiniest wisps of fabric covering their goodies. So I ogled away, and found the warm flush through my limbs and slightly accelerated heartbeat to be quite pleasant.


Sinking deeper into my beach chair, I spread my legs and stretched them out in the sand. My hand reached out to the side, snagged the cold Corona beer bottle sitting atop the portable cooler, and I took a healthy swig. And I stared at all the girls before me.


Kady and Noelle were laying side-by-side and flat on their backs with oversized sunglasses shielding their faces. Kady's perky tits and Noelle's larger melons thrust into the air, drawing the attention of more than a few males. Noelle's bosom indeed was so big that from my particular angle, I could see the ocean under the front clasp of her bikini top and through her cleavage.


Ricki and Emily were not too far away from them, lying face-down and talking to each other. Emily was a pretty brunette, the clear girly-girl of the relationship who actually flirted with me on occasion. Ricki was the butch with short-cropped hair and even a men's-style fade, along with chunky jewelry and a nose-ring. But both women had well-toned bodies and pert buttcheeks put on display by their sheer bikini bottoms. And both girls had unhooked their bikini tops for a better all-over tan.


Lynne and Saffron, meanwhile, were just returning from a quick hop into the surf, chatting about something. As I saw them, I quickly grabbed up Lynne's towel and stood up, opening it for her. With a beaming smile, the pretty brunette turned her back to me and let me wrap her up in a big hug with the towel between us. And she giggled when I began to vigorously rub her, ostensibly to dry her off but also copping more than few feels here and there as well.


Saffron just smirked at us as she toweled herself dry a little more sedately. "Are you SURE you two aren't an item now?"


I shrugged and wished for the umpteenth time that I had my tape recorder. I'd searched the house for it twice before I moved out, unable to find the damn thing. And so I had to settle for parroting without the help of a recording, "We're just friends."


Giggling, Lynne turned around, grabbed the back of my head, and pulled me down into a searing kiss. While our lips were still locked together, Saffron shook her head and drawled sarcastically, "Riiight..."


Lynne pulled away with another giggle and then pointed to the beach chairs. "C'mon. I need you to put sunblock back on me again."


I nodded, sitting down in the chair while she knelt on a towel with her back to me. I squirted the sunblock into my palm, rubbed my hands together, and then began to stroke her shoulders and neck. On a whim, I slid my hands down the front of her chest to the upper slopes of her breasts. But before I got very far, Lynne quickly slapped my right hand.


I laughed and returned to "safer" zones. This was the way things had been with Lynne and me all week: unflinchingly affectionate, kissing me in public without embarrassment. But she wasn't slutty about it and she still maintained a relatively proper demeanor in public. Apart from that blowjob comment at brunch last week, she didn't even really talk about sex with her friends anymore. I chalked up her initial conversations with Kady and Noelle about anal sex and screaming-multiple-orgasms to sheer enthusiasm when we first got together. But now that some time had passed, she'd calmed down into the more sedate Lynne I used to know.


That slowdown also applied to the bedroom as well. After the first out-of-control fuckfest first weekend, Lynne's sex drive tapered off into something a little more manageable. We both had summer internships that occupied our time during the day, and she still wanted to hang out with her friends in the evenings. Oh, we'd had sex every night since I moved in, but even those encounters weren't the all-night marathons we could have had while experiencing new love.


Also, Lynne wasn't quite as sexually adventurous as some of the girls I'd known. While we'd had sex across most pieces of furniture in her apartment by now, that seemed to be the extent of her sexual kinkiness. She wasn't into bondage or spanking or anything like that. Her only toy was a simple vibrator she kept in her nightstand. And she wasn't really interested in trying out complicated gymnastic moves that would likely be more uncomfortable than pleasurable. Lynne loved the three classic positions: missionary, doggy, and cowgirl, and we pretty much stuck to those.


The other thing that signaled a slowdown was that I didn't sleep overnight in Lynne's bed anymore. The first weekend we'd both been so exhausted from crazy-monkey-sex that I just stayed in bed with her. And the first Monday night after I moved out of my house and into her apartment, she also cuddled me to sleep. But since then, after sex Lynne would send me back to my bedroom or would leave my bed to return to hers. She said it was important that we maintain our boundaries and remember that we were friends-with-benefits, not a romantic couple.


But I don't want to seem like I was disappointed. Far from it. Actually, Lynne's more deliberate pace was doing wonders for calming me down as well. I'd spent the weeks since Dawn's breakup vacillating between hermit-like depression, heart attack-inducing stress at work, and outright bawling like a little baby. Hanging out with Lynne and her friends had been the calmest time of my recent life. And now my "not-relationship" relationship with Lynne was even better. I had a routine: wake up, go to work, hang out with friends, and then quietly make love before going to sleep in my own room. I had a distracting job, I had the company of nice people, I had warm affection, and I even got laid.


I didn't worry about romancing a new girl: finding little ways to please her or surprise her with gestures like flowers and dates. I didn't worry about maintaining a girlfriend: getting to know her intimate secrets or providing emotional support. I didn't even have to worry about blowing Lynne's mind every night: stressing about how to give her bigger or better orgasms. She simply wanted to be around me, enjoying the connection with the man she was with more than the physical pleasure. And I enjoyed it, too.


It was the perfect way for me to start getting over Dawn.


One other nice thing about being "just friends" with Lynne was her complete lack of jealousy. The instant I finished rubbing sunblock all over her back, she got up and waved Saffron into position. "Your turn," she offered.


Saffron stopped rubbing her own sunblock on her arms and upper chest and looked to the empty spot. The pretty blonde shrugged and flashed me a wry grin. And after only a second's hesitation, she handed me her tube of sunblock and knelt where Lynne used to be.


Halfway through doing Saffron, Kady picked her sunglasses off her head and looked back at me upside-down. "Hey, Ben's giving backrubs?" she warbled in alarm, sounding put out that no one had informed her.


"Sunblock," Saffron corrected.


With a smirk at Kady, I switched my grip and pinched my hands into a backrubbing motion, working up Saffron's neck until she lolled her head forward and groaned in obvious pleasure. "Sunblock/Backrub combination," I stated.


"Ooh! I'm next," Kady chirped as she sat up, and then tapped Noelle's shoulder. "You too. We need to roll over anyway."


Sighing drowsily, Noelle glanced over at her girlfriend. "Um, if it's time to roll over, why don't YOU rub in my sunblock?"


"Yeah, that's what she's there for, isn't she?" I chimed in.


Kady just sizzled her blue eyes at me. "C'mon, Ben. Dontcha wanna rub your hands all over my body? I'll even pull my bikini into my crack and let you rub my ass."


"All done. Next!" I barked immediately with a toothy grin, tapping Saffron on her shoulders.


Kady giggled and scrambled to her feet. When Saffron moved out of the way and Kady took her place, the redhead nodded over to her girlfriend, who had rolled onto her belly and was now watching us. "You want to come over here and I'll do you while he does me?"


Noelle arched an eyebrow, giving Kady a curious look. At the same time, I had the sudden vision of me porking Kady from behind, fondling her perfect ass while she bent forward and tongued her girlfriend to orgasm after screaming orgasm. "Uhh..." I grunted like a caveman.


Kady chuckled and looked back and forth between both of us. "I didn't mean it THAT way. I meant sunblock."


Noelle raised an eyebrow. "Well now that you've put the image into my head, I think I'll pass." She looked over at me. "As long as Ben doesn't mind, I think I'll just wait until it's my turn. Sunblock/backrub combination sounds nice."


I grinned and nodded to her.


"Okay, no worries." But then Kady glanced back at me, a sparkle in her eyes. "But you know, that other thing sounds like it might be pretty fun as well."


Now I arched an eyebrow, wondering if Kady was really suggesting a threesome. But instead of commenting further, the auburn redhead simply leaned forward and sighed as I continued working sunblock into her back.


The way this girl joked around, who really knew?





-- MONDAY, JUNE 20, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Happy Birthday!!!"


"Aww ... you remembered!" Adrienne cheered over the phone.


"How could I forget? You're family now."


"Well, you didn't remember too well. Isn't it only the 20th in California?"


"But it's the morning of the 21st wherever you are. Mom told me you were in Europe somewhere."


"Yeah, yeah. It's barely past 8am, so thank you very much for waking me up," Adrienne mock complained. "It feels weird being halfway around the world on my birthday. I'm so used to celebrating these things with friends."


"There aren't any friends around you now?"


"Well ... colleagues. Other models and a few production people. There's this one photographer – total sleazebag who's been trying to get into my panties all week – who found out it's my 21st Birthday. I'm pretty sure he's going to try and get me wasted and naked tonight."


"Adrienne, are you sure you're okay?" I asked in a heated tone.


"Relax, relax," she laughed. "I'm a big girl and I'm used to this scene by now. There are ALWAYS guys trying to get into my panties, every day of my life. It is what it is, and I can handle myself."


"So where ARE you?" I asked into the receiver.


"I'm not sure you want to know."


"Please?"


"Amsterdam."


"Land of legal marijuana and prostitution?"


"You got it."


I sighed and felt that protective urge surging up through me. "Are you SURE you've got this handled?"


"Relax, relax, Mr. White Knight. I'll be fine. Besides, I've got to be on my best behavior these days. I ... uh ... Well I kinda met someone. She's waiting for me back in New York."


"Really? That's great!" I enthused happily. "Who is she?"


"Her name is Caroline and she's a junior editor at Vogue. I'd introduce you sometime, but she's 100% dyke."


"No worries. So are you just dating or is she like a serious girlfriend now?"


"We'll see. We've been seeing each other off and on for a few weeks now, but things are starting to get serious. Maybe we'll make it official when I get back to the States. If that happens, I'll probably find myself spending a lot more time in the Big Apple instead of coming back to San Francisco. I feel like I barely see you and the rest of the family as it is."


"It's okay. We're family. We'll always be here for you. I should worry more about Felicia missing her roommate who's always out on the road."


"Puh-lease. James has practically moved into the apartment by now, so Felicia's doing just fine. Speaking of which, I'm hearing that you're doing just fine yourself nowadays. Brooke was telling me you've got a new 'girlfriend'."


I glanced beside me, where Lynne was sitting with an elbow against the couch's backrest just watching me talk to Adrienne. "Uh, we're not actually together..."


Adrienne laughed. "Now where have I heard that before?"


I chuckled, thinking back to our own history.


"Is Lynne there? Can I talk to her?"


"Uh, sure."


Raising my eyebrows, I handed the phone to Lynne.


"Adrienne? Heyyy..." Lynne began with a wide smile. She giggled and explained, "Of course I'm taking care of him."


Adrienne said something else, something that made Lynne blush. And while batting her eyelashes at me, Lynne told her High School friend, "Yes, I'm taking care of him."


A sudden thought seized me. There had been times in my past when one girl or another got it into her pretty little head to give me a blowjob while I was on the phone, forcing me to try and keep a level voice while her supple lips and hot mouth bobbed up and down my prick.


Turnabout was fair play, so with an evil grin, I sank to my knees on the floor and reached up to start pulling down Lynne's pajama bottoms. It was late evening for us, and we were both dressed for bed. The simple elastic wasn't difficult for me to yank down, and I suddenly had a squirming cute brunette in front of me bare-assed on the couch while I spread her legs.


"Ben! Ben!" Lynne stammered while bopping the back of my head.


Adrienne asked something, and Lynne actually groaned. "He's trying to eat me while I'm talking to you!"


I arched an eyebrow. Whenever a girl gave me a blowjob while I was on the phone, explaining that a girl was giving me a blowjob wasn't exactly an option. But Lynne had just said it, and I could actually hear Adrienne laughing on the other end of the line.


Oh well. I was down here already. I managed to lick Lynne to one quiet climax while she caught up with her old friend. And then Lynne tapped the phone itself against the back of my head until I got up, wiped my face with a tissue, and took the phone back.


"Hey Adrienne," I said in greeting, to catch up once again.


"Your turn," my adoptive sister warned me over the line.


"Huh?" I wondered just before Lynne gave me an evil grin and yanked the waistband of my pajama pants down. I'd gotten semi-hard just from the pleasure of licking Lynne's pussy. And presently, the pretty brunette had taken my cock in hand, stroking it before bending her head down and taking a long lick around my mushroom head.


Adrienne sighed dreamily. "I'm lying in bed with my left hand cupping my boobs and my right hand between my legs," she informed me. "And I want you to tell me ... in explicit detail ... what Lynne is doing to you right now."


Well, I couldn't deny the girl on her birthday, could I?





-- FRIDAY, JUNE 24, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



Laughing at Lynne's latest joke, I shook my head and signed my name at the bottom of the receipt. Closing up the bill, I tossed it onto the table and then pushed my chair back.


Chuckling along with me, Lynne reached behind her chair to grab her cardigan, pulling it on before pushing her chair back as well. I was already standing beside her when she got to her feet. Reaching out for my hand, she intertwined her fingers with mine, and I led her out of the restaurant.


"If someone had asked you three years ago if you could imagine us doing this now, would you have believed them?" I asked off-hand.


Lynne thought about that and shook her head. "Never in a million years."


"And why not? Three years ago, you knew you were coming to Stanford and that I was going to Cal. That's not so far away."


She shook her head. "No way. Not us."


I arched an eyebrow at her. "But why not? Because we were just friends in High School? Because we didn't think of each other that way?"


Lynne blushed and looked down as we stepped off the sidewalk and crossed the parking lot. "No, not that. It's just ... Let's face it: you were out of my league."


I frowned. "What?"


"C'mon. When we graduated, you were with Adrienne. Let's think about that for a moment: Adrienne's 5'10", gorgeous, with long blonde hair and a body that made Sports Illustrated. Now look at me."


I did. "You're beautiful," I said quite honestly.


She shook her head. "Not like her."


"There's more to a relationship than looks."


Lynne shrugged. "I've met Dawn, too. Same deal: tall, beautiful, smokin' body. With those eyes and that face, I think she's even prettier than Adrienne."


I frowned. "So what's your point?"


Lynne just sighed. "I'm not your type."


"I don't have a 'type'."


Lynne just gave me a look.


The notion of me having a 'type' rang an old part of my brain. "Allie Sanders used to tell me she wasn't my 'type'. I still went out with her, and Megan Kwan, too."


"You left BOTH of them for Adrienne."


"Because of Adrienne specifically. My relationships with Allie and Megan didn't work out for their own reasons, not because I was trading them up to meet my 'type'."


"Whatever."


I stopped us in the parking lot. We were right beside my car, but I made no move to unlock it. Using my handhold on Lynne to pull her around to face me, I frowned at her and asked, "Is THAT why you want us to stay 'just friends'? Because you think I'm going to leave you for some tall, busty blonde?"


Lynne didn't answer except to look down and away from me.


"I'm not out of your league. I've never been 'out of your league'," I insisted. "I'm just a guy, trying to figure my way through this world the best I can. I've had my ups and downs. I've had my heart broken. And I desperately hope I can find someone I'll spend the rest of my life with. Who's to say that's not you?"


"It's not," Lynne said quietly.


"Why not? And don't give me some crap that you think you're not tall enough or pretty enough for me."


"Do you love me?"


That stopped me short. We'd been... "together" was the wrong word. We'd been fucking for more than two weeks now. Even though she wouldn't let me sleep overnight with her, we shared our evenings and weekends together. We spent our private time alone together. And we had sex with each other. But love?


"Do you?" I asked instead of answering.


Lynne pursed her lips and avoided my eyes. "I can't. I won't."


"What? You won't let yourself fall in love with me?"


"We can't be together," Lynne sighed.


"Why not?"


"Because we just can't!"


"We already are. Do you see me going out to dinner, alone, with any of the other girls? Do you see me coming home and sharing some silly thing that happened at work with anyone else? Do you see me kissing, holding, making love to anyone else? It's just you, Lynne. It's only you. And I'm happy about that."


"We can't be together," she insisted.


"Argh!" I threw my hands up and spun away from her. What was it with these girls? Adrienne, Allie, and now Lynne all wanted to be 'nottogether' with me. When I thought about it, there had been many other girls who slept with me, but didn't want any romantic involvement with me.


Maybe it wasn't these girls. Maybe it was ME. What the hell was wrong with me? What was it about me that made these girls want to fuck me, but not actually BE with me? Was this the way things would be for the rest of my life? Used for my cock but never happily married?


Turning back to face Lynne, I leaned down and wrapped my arms around her waist. She gave me a disapproving look, but didn't resist as I drew her in against me, bringing us chest to chest as I gazed down at her. "Do you LIKE me?"


"Of course."


"I mean, 'like-like', as in ... more than just a friend."


"Of course," she sighed. "Like you've pointed out, all the things we're doing together are much more than what ordinary friends do."


"Then why are you drawing a line between us? Why won't you consider getting closer to me?"


Lynne shook her head. "I HAVE considered it; that's just the point. I've considered it and decided it's best for me not to do."


"Why not?"


"I can't get close to you. I'm the moth and you're the flame. If I get too close to you, I'll just end up getting burned."


I frowned. "That's pretty cynical."


"It's an educated conclusion. I know that sometimes it seems like I'm falling head over heels for you, but I'm doing my damndest to stay grounded. I've said it before: trying to build a romantic relationship out of this rebound has disaster written all over it."


"You don't know that."


"But I do think it's probable." Lynne reached up and touched my face. "I like you. I like you a lot. But I know you. Really, I'm not your type."


"Yeah, well maybe I'm done with 'my type'!" I spat almost angrily. "What did dating girls like Adrienne and Dawn ever get me? Heartbreak."


"Just like it would be if I tried dating you," Lynne replied seriously. "Heartbreak. I don't want you breaking my heart. Not again."


"Again?" I asked with a frown.


Frowning, Lynne suddenly pushed me away. Fighting back tears, she marched around to the passenger side of the car. And whimpering softly, she asked, "Can we please go home?"


Hanging my head, I took a deep breath and then reached into my pocket to unlock the car. Lynne was already seated and buckled in before I opened my door. And we drove the entire way back to her apartment in silence.


Upon arrival, Lynne led the way inside and went straight to her bedroom, closing the door and locking me out. Going after her, I knocked several times while pleading for her to talk to me. But she didn't answer except to say, "Go away!"


Frowning, I realized that this would be the first night since hooking up that we would not be having sex. With a sigh, I finally just yelled through the door, "This is an 'angry girlfriend' kind of thing to do!" And then I turned away to leave her alone.





-- SATURDAY, JUNE 25, 2005, 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, pulling away and coughing before taking in deep, big gulps of air. And as my conscious brain awoke to the sounds of someone in distress, I cracked my eyes open.


Lynne hovered over me, looking a little green around the gills but returning to normal rapidly. She panted softly, giving me a lopsided grin. "You're certainly the biggest guy I've ever tried that on."


I immediately thought of last night's fight. As I had done many times in the past, I'd pressured a girl I cared about into a more serious relationship than she was ready for. Each and every time, doing so had backfired on me.


Lynne had very good reasons not to want to get too serious with me. She was right: I was only a month past a very, very serious breakup. My attempts at romantic intimacy were largely driven by rebound, by the compulsive need for closeness to fill the void I'd so recently lost. I couldn't tell Lynne that I loved her. All I could really say was that I was lonely, and that I wanted her to make me "not lonely" anymore.


I raised a hand up to Lynne's cheek and apologized. "I'm sorry for last night. I was out of line, and-"


She shushed me with a finger to my lips. "Don't be. You didn't do anything wrong. And you didn't say anything I haven't thought of myself a hundred times."


"But I still shouldn't have pushed you."


She shook her head. "You have every right to ask me where this is going. You're right: We're more than just friends. I didn't plan on this. I wasn't really thinking of just how intimate things would be once you moved in and we started spending ALL of our time together. But it happened. And we are now who we are."


"Who are we?"


"I think you and Adrienne had it right: 'nottogether'. Let's face it: we ARE together, in everything but name. We spend all our time with each other. I'm not trying to find anyone else. You're being completely monogamous. And I'm already closer to you than I'd been to my last two boyfriends. But I can't be 'together' with you in name, can you understand that? I need to hold onto some idea that we're not actually a couple, not actually boyfriend and girlfriend. Because if we were never together, then we can't break up. Even when you finally move on from me, you won't actually be 'moving on' from me."


"Maybe I'll never move on from you."


"You will, Ben. You will."


I furrowed my eyebrows, willing her to understand. Lynne was sweet. Lynne was special. Lynne had given me so much, supported me so much, and she deserved to be rewarded for that. I wanted to care for her. I wanted to love her. And I had no intentions of leaving her.


Don't you? my conscience asked. Face it, dude. If Dawn showed up on your doorstep and pleaded for you to take her back, you'd do it in a heartbeat.


My mouth went dry, and I looked at her with a pained expression. She saw the change in my eyes, and I thought I saw her heart break just a little bit as she saw it.


"I'm sorry," I mumbled quietly, trying to apologize for something that was still yet to come.


"Don't be," she replied, holding back a sniffle. "I knew what I was getting into when I started this."


But she didn't know. She'd thought she could just get the fantastic sex while I was single, and that we would otherwise maintain the bond of friendship and trust we'd had since High School. But she'd already gotten in deeper than she wanted, already gotten closer than she'd planned. One day, maybe not tomorrow and maybe not anytime soon, I would move on from her. And when that day, her heart would be at least a little bit broken.


"I'm sorry," I said again.


Now a tear did roll down her cheek. But quickly, she raised her left hand to brush it away. And taking a deep breath, she collected herself and re-focused. Stroking my morning wood with her right hand, she stared at the purple mushroom head. And speaking directly to my cock, she stated, "But you're not moving on today. Today, you're all mine."


And then her mouth descended around my dick once again.





-- FOURTH OF JULY, 2005 --



I pulled the Mustang into the long Atherton driveway and parked behind the two cars that had arrived before me. Quickly hopping out, I circled the car and rather theatrically opened the passenger door for Lynne, who was just now unbuckling her seatbelt after retrieving her purse. "We have arrived, Madam," I said in a mock serious voice, accompanied by a hideously bad English accent.


"Why thank you, Jeeves," Lynne replied in a much better English accent. She raised her hand to mine and let me elevate her up from the relatively low floor of the Mustang. And then sliding her arm around my waist, she let me lead her up the flagstone pavers to the large entryway.


"Wassup my nigga?" Kady greeted while flashing us pseudo-gang signs with each hand.


I frowned and pointed to her left hand. "Isn't that the Vulcan salute?"


She looked and then frowned, shaking her hand out and shrugging. "Whatever. Come on in my peeps."


From right beside her, Noelle sighed. "And this is Kady BEFORE she's had a single beer."


Lynne was already chuckling as we went inside.


Noelle then turned back to look at us, saying, "So Kady was telling me that you'd invited some friends to the barbecue, Ben?"


I nodded. "Uh, just a few. My sister and her best friend are coming down. And Bert is my buddy from Cal."


Noelle made a face. "Ugh, did your sister go to Cal as well?"


"Well, yeah."


Kady turned around, frowning and raising her arms with both thumbs pointed down. "Boo! Bears suck!"


"Bert's a nice guy," Lynne offered before putting on another accent. "Pecan pie..."


"You remember that?" I marveled.


Lynne just giggled. "Still the only man to ever quote 'When Harry Met Sally' to me. Gawd I love that movie. And Bert is really cute."


"And Brandi is a lot like Brooke, so I'm sure you'll get along just fine," I explained to Kady with a shit-eating grin.


That got the redhead's attention. "Hmm ... like Brooke you say..." she mused before looking over at her girlfriend. "Uh, you guys didn't hear me say that." Without another word, Kady jogged off into the backyard to check on Uncle Frank and the barbecue.


Noelle just rolled her eyes and waved after her girlfriend. "What can I say? She makes me laugh."





"I'm just saying: the future of handheld devices is in multi-function smartphones. Look at the development so far. They've already started putting digital cameras into cellphones, and while the resolution isn't that great right now, technology will improve that in a couple of years. Give it enough time, and no one will need to carry around a point and shoot camera anymore. Motorola just came out with the ROKR last Christmas to sync with iTunes, and as flash memories get denser, people will be able to store more and more music on their phones as well. So there go iPods. Blackberry's already got mobile email. Next thing you know, they'll be putting GPS units into phones. Before we hit 2010, you won't even be able to BUY a phone that does nothing but send and receive calls."


"So you're saying I shouldn't bother buying a GPS for my car because my phone will be able to do it?" Lynne inquired.


"In a coupla years, yeah," Bert agreed. "I mean, they already have turn-by-turn directions now, but only on a limited basis. GPS, Photos, Music: all in one device. It's the future, and rumor has it that Apple is working on some top secret project that's going to make it happen."


"Apple? But don't they just make computers and iPods? What do they know about phones?"


"Doesn't matter. The calling thing is the easiest piece of technology to stuff into there. It's making the operating system handle calls AND music AND all the other applications that's important. And Apple makes the best OS's around."


"Dear," I said as I arrived, bringing Lynne a fresh bottle of beer and setting my hand on her shoulder. "Is my poor friend talking your ear off?"


"No, not at all," Lynne said, taking the drink from me and patting my hand on her shoulder without looking back at me. "This is actually really interesting."


I shrugged. "If you say so. But I gotta warn you: Bert here still thinks they're going to make a sequel to TRON."


My college buddy rolled his eyes at me. "They ARE. Just you wait and see."


I patted Lynne's shoulder and leaned down to her again. "Okay. I'm going to go check on Brandi and Dayna."


"Sure thing," she said distractedly before returning to Bert. "But all of that is going to take time, won't it? I mean, you talk about my phone taking photos, but even Ben's RAZR has pretty crappy picture quality. I bought a Canon SD-something last Christmas, and it's twice as big as my phone..."


I left my 'girlfriend' and best buddy to chat while I left and went hunting for Brandi. As it turned out, she was coming for me.


"Heyyy, there you are, kiddo." Without hesitation, Brandi reached up, wrapped her arm around my neck while bending me forward, and promptly gave me a noogie with her knuckles.


"Hey, hey!" I complained, batting her hands away until she let me up.


"Sorry, don't want to embarrass you in front of the girlfriend," Brandi drawled before putting a hand over her mouth. "Oops, I mean, 'not-girlfriend'."


I sighed and shook my head.


Dayna reached over and flicked my bicep with the same hand she was holding a beer in, drawing my attention to her. "Seriously though, I like her. You two make a sweet couple."


"Yeah, well my sweet other half is talking tech futures with Bert," I gestured over.


Brandi laughed and shook her head. "Whatever. I like what she's done with you. You seem really happy."


I smiled. "I am."


Dayna leered, leaning down and now flicking her finger against my crotch. "So I guess she's gotten the plumbing all working again?"


I quickly covered the family jewels. "We do just fine in that department," I sighed.


Dayna nodded. "I hope so. You managed to find the one straight girl at this party. You didn't tell me this crowd was so butch."


"That a problem? I thought you liked girls."


"Oh, I LOVE girls. And I'm sure Kevin wouldn't complain if I brought one of these beauties home with me. But while these puppies attract a lot of male attention," she began, looking down and jiggling her Double-D melons. "It's your sister that this crowd seems to want. I'm not used to being second fiddle."


Brandi just blushed and giggled.


Dayna then leaned into me. "But seriously, you DO seem much happier."


I nodded, her comment drawing to mind the obvious topic. I took a deep breath and asked, "So how IS Dawn? Have you heard from her lately?"


Dayna looked at Brandi for a moment before taking a deep breath and shrugging to me. "She's still off on that road trip. Mom was kinda disappointed she didn't come home in time to go to camp this summer. I've got work, and DJ is in O.C. for her internship, too. This is Mom and Dad's first trip up there with no kids since before I was born."


I nodded in understanding.


Dayna continued. "So Dawn and her friends made it all the way to D.C. before turning around and coming back. Last I heard, they were in Texas working their way toward home."


"Texas, huh?" I mused. "At this rate, then maybe another week?"


Dayna shrugged. "Maybe. She's already been gone almost a month."


I pursed my lips and took a deep breath. My limbs felt tight, bundled up with a nervous energy. For nearly four weeks, I'd done my best to just forget about Dawn. She'd broken my heart, left me without really explaining why, and then run away to a road trip where I couldn't follow. All the signs clearly indicated that she didn't want to talk to me...


... so far...


But when she returned, who knew? Maybe Dawn would still want to avoid me. But maybe, just maybe, she would want to come talk to me. Maybe she would come and explain that she'd made a big mistake, that she still loved me, and that she wanted everything to go back to the way things were if only I could find it in my heart to forgive her.


And if she did, what would I do then?


"Ben! Ben!" Lynne called to me from the living room couch as she turned around and beckoned me back to her and Bert. "You have to hear this!"


I sighed and thought of Dawn again. What would I do then?





-- SATURDAY, JULY 9, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



It had been a wonderful day. Stating that it was our One Month "Not-Anniversary", I'd taken Lynne out for an all-day celebration. We went on a day trip down to Santa Cruz, where our highly-intelligent minds still couldn't make heads or tails out of the Mystery Spot. We ate crappy hot dogs on the Boardwalk and rode the Giant Dipper until we nearly puked. We then drove up Highway 1 to Pescadero Beach where we watched the sunset while cuddled together beneath a blanket. Dinner was at Lynne's favorite sushi restaurant, and then we returned to the apartment to make love.


Lynne had long ago given up on pretending we weren't a romantic couple. In everything but name, she was a devoted girlfriend. We held hands everywhere we went. We paid each other sweet compliments and received sweeter kisses in return. She let me pay for most things whenever we were out on a date but made sure to carry herself by buying a dinner or a pair of movie tickets here and there. The only difference from other couples was the name. I didn't call her "girlfriend". She didn't call me "boyfriend". It almost felt like we were stuck in the newly dating phase and not yet "going steady", even though we were alone together literally every night.


Not that I minded being in the "newly dating" phase. Ask anyone about a new relationship, and they'll tell you the sex is hotter and the passion greater in the beginning. Usually it's because the new couple is still getting to know each other, still exploring the boundaries of their sexuality and more willing to try things out with all the enthusiasm of a child with a new toy. That wasn't the case for us. I'd known Lynne since we were ten years old. She'd first given me a blowjob on my actual 17th birthday. Now here we were, both 21 and fully-grown adults, and we were still screwing at night like a pair of teenagers worried that her parents would come home and stop our fun.


I knew why I was so enthusiastic. In my current emotional state, I didn't want to think about the past, and I didn't want to think about the future. All I really wanted to worry about was the present, and enjoying myself in the here and now. Lynne was of like mind, and together, we'd decided to wring as much pleasure out of our current relationship as we could.


But while my enthusiasm was guided by a desire to move on from my past, Lynne was desperate to enjoy things while it lasted. I tried to convince her I was open to falling in love with her. I tried to reassure her that nothing was written in stone that I had to break up with her down the road. For all we knew, ours was a relationship that would build and grow and last a lifetime.


Lynne didn't believe it. She couldn't let herself believe it. She didn't dare to hope for something she just knew was out of reach. She was convinced that at some point, the ticking clock would finally run out of minutes, and our blissful little romance would vanish in a puff of smoke.


Not for the first time, I was reminded of my High School relationship with Allie Sanders. Both she and Lynne were beautiful, petite brunettes with soft eyes and warm hearts. Both of them were haunted by the specter of my busty blonde ex-girlfriends, Adrienne for Allie and Dawn for Lynne. And both of them were convinced that our relationships were doomed to fail. At least Allie had our Graduation as a marker, an expiration date she could wrap her mind around.


Lynne seemed to worry every single day that it might be our last. And over the last week, that kind of stress had started to take its toll.


So I'd told her we needed to get away from it all. I wanted to spontaneously take the whole weekend off, to drive all the way down to San Luis Obispo and check into the Apple Farm Inn and get a couples massage to ease away the stress. No hanging out with her girlfriends and no other trappings of our daily lives. Just Lynne and me, alone but together, where we could focus on just being US without worrying about other people or other days. But she'd resisted for some reason, and I'd scaled things back to just the day trip.


It had still been quite enjoyable. The roller coasters were thrilling, the Mystery Spot perplexing, and the sunset on the beach mesmerizing. For a few hours at least, we forgot about exes and daily routines and just got to BE with each other. And by the time we made it back to the apartment, Lynne was in a particularly amorous mood.


We took a shower together first, and I took my time making sure every square millimeter of her body was clean. Lynne had particularly sensitive nipples, and with my lips wrapped around them, two fingers in her slit, and my thumb on her little love button, I suckled my "not-girlfriend" to a quick starter orgasm. Then it was her turn to kneel down with the shower spray cascading over her head as she sucked on my thick cock. She had to close her eyes against the water, just making love to my dick by feel. But she didn't bring me off that way, only blowing me until I was done rubbing conditioner into her hair.


We dried off in a hurry, and then ran naked into her bedroom. Carefully placing a fresh towel over the pillows so that her hair wouldn't get them wet, Lynne lay down on her back with her knees in the air, beckoning me between her thighs. My tongue entered her mouth at the same time my cock slid into her buttery cunt. And then we spent the next ten minutes simply making love.


I'd never seen Lynne quite so ... sensitive. I'd been with girls in "particularly" amorous moods before. They were usually full of energy and fucked me hard with reckless abandon as they screamed out orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. Well, Lynne moaned out in orgasm after orgasm after orgasm, but she did it in a completely sedate and measured way that really just ... confused me. Every little thing I did caused her pleasure. When I sucked on her neck: instant climax. When I tweaked her nipples: instant climax. When I simply held myself at full depth inside her and rotated my cock around like a joystick: instant climax.


Unlike the others, Lynne didn't fuck me hard with reckless abandon. Really, she just lay there and let me do whatever I wanted to her. And what I wanted to do was see how many more orgasms I could give her.


We made love missionary style with her ankles hooked around my calves, using her leg muscles to pull me in deeper and to bring our bodies closer together as she moaned her climaxes into my ear. When I tired of holding myself up above her, she turned onto her side and raised her right knee into the air so I could enter her from behind and below, just using my ab muscles to pump her while using my right hand to diddle her clit. Again, she kept moaning up a storm. And still, I stroked her with a slow deliberation and tender affection that I had to describe as making love more than mere fucking.


We had moved into a modified doggy-style when the phone call came. Lynne was face-down, with a pillow under her chest and her arms limply laid out in front of her. Another pillow was under her pelvis, supporting her weight while her knees were spread out to the sides like a frog. I stood on the floor at the foot of the bed, leaning over her body as I rhythmically pumped her from behind, using my hands to give her a back massage and stroke her spine at the same time. Between the relaxing massage and the slow-pumping through her cum-filled cunt, Lynne was barely conscious, truly half-asleep. But she kept orgasming every few minutes, moaning in rapture at each climactic peak. And finally somebody couldn't take it anymore.


We ignored the phone the first time it rang. We ignored it the second time as well. But the third time, I finally got annoyed and pulled out of Lynne, rifling through my jeans until I found my cell phone and saw that the annoying caller was one Kady Jacobsen. "WHAT???" I snarled into the receiver.


"Are you guys fucking serious?" Kady complained. Immediately after, I heard somebody stomping on the ceiling above us, right where Kady's bedroom was located. "It's been almost two fucking hours! And you're still fucking fucking! Do you have ANY idea how distracting you are?!?"


Jerking my head back in surprise, I exclaimed a confused, "Huh? I didn't think we were being very loud at all."


"Your fucking WINDOW is open! Did you know that?"


My jaw dropped as I walked over to the large window beside the bed. Lynne indeed often left the window open during the summer, not wanting it to get stuffy inside her room while she slept. And in our haste to get out the door and onto our day trip, she'd apparently forgotten to close it this morning. "Oh, um, sorry?"


"Don't fucking tell me 'sorry'. Just explain to me what the fuck is going on down there? Two fucking hours! I've never CONCEIVED of two people going at it for this long!" Kady complained.


"Uh, well if it's distracting, why don't you two just close YOUR window," I groaned. "Seriously, we're not being that loud."


"Oh, well, uh..." Kady hedged. I heard someone else giggling in the background. Sighing, she finally explained, "Noelle has really liked listening in on you two. It's gotten her red-fucking-hot tonight, but she doesn't want to quit before you guys do. And my tongue is so rubbed off it feels like sandpaper."


I rolled my eyes. "So buckle on a strap-on and let her go for a ride. Let her do all the work."


"Oh, hey! That's a good idea!" And without another word, Kady hung up the phone.


Shaking my head in disbelief, I closed the clamshell shut and put it back into my jeans pocket. Over the course of the conversation, I'd started to deflate. But the thought of a naked Kady Jacobsen sitting up against the headboard wearing a strap-on while her busty dirty-blonde girlfriend humped up and down it while shoving those big D-cup tits into the redhead's face, well, my erection was coming right back.


I wasn't the only one to notice. Still barely conscious, Lynne's eyes were nevertheless cracked open. She'd heard the entire conversation, and with a sleepy grin, she said, "Don't close the window."


"Huh?" I asked with raised eyebrows.


Taking a deep breath, Lynne did a slow pushup and then flashed me a crooked smile. "I want them to hear what's coming next."


Arching an eyebrow, I asked warily. "And what exactly is coming next?"


"I want you to fuck my ass."





Lynne had only ever done this one time. She was 5'3" and only weighed a buck-ten, with narrow hips and a narrow cunt to match. I seriously worried if the girl would ever be able to give birth naturally.


That narrow vaginal channel was exquisitely tight for me, but it also meant that we always had to take our time with initial entry, giving her a few minutes to stretch out around my girth. And that was her pussy. The one and only time we'd tried this up her butt, it had taken practically forever. By the time we finally pulled it off, Lynne was already sore. She enjoyed the full feeling well enough, and she'd been energized by the newness of our relationship and the naughtiness of what we were doing. But she hadn't orgasmed and when it was over, I'd resigned myself to the knowledge that it might never happen again. For some girls, anal sex just wasn't their thing.


But as I mentioned before, Lynne was in a particularly amorous mood tonight. Hours of slow-dicking and back-stroking had relaxed her body to the limpness of a de-boned fish. And after I thoroughly lubed up both of us, she took my dick up her anal channel with surprising ease.


Still in the frog position, Lynne moaned for the entire three minutes it took to slowly bury my dick up her ass to the hilt. Her pert, perky buttcheeks were lewdly spread to the sides beneath my hands. Beads of sweat ran down her spine. And she shivered quite noticeably. But once I was all the way in, she groaned quite loudly and called out toward the window, "Fuck my ass, Ben! Fuck my ass."


Momentarily, I worried about other neighbors. Sure, Lynne might want Kady and Noelle to hear, but they weren't the only ones around. The apartment complex was built plantation-style, with four apartments built together in a single large building, two on the first floor like a duplex and two more identical ones immediately on top. Lynne's bedroom window was in a far corner. But still, only about twenty feet away and across a sidewalk was another large building with four more apartments that could potentially have open windows. I just hoped there weren't any small children around.


"Fuck my ass, Ben! Fuck my ass!" Lynne now called out a little louder, her limbs beginning to tense up as I continued to thrust in and out of her slender little butt at a deliberate pace. Her asshole was excruciatingly tight, and even though I'd already dumped two loads into her pussy and figured this third one could last quite a while, the incredible friction and the sound of proper, innocent Lynne yelling for me to fuck her ass was battering down my control.


"Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!" Lynne howled, now getting her knees underneath her body to give her leverage for fucking her body back at me. "FUCK MY ASS, LOVER! FUCK MY FUCKING ASS!"


"Ohhhwaaaaghhh!" I heard float through our window softly from the outside. "Oh, Kady! Oh, Kady! Oh, Kady!" Noelle practically sang somewhere above us.


"FUCK ME! FUCK MY FUCKING SLUTTY ASSHOLE!" Lynne now screamed. She'd pushed herself up onto all fours, leaving plenty of space between her body and the pillows that had once supported her. Her fingers curled in as she scrabbled at the bed sheets, using them to help her fling her body back at me to meet every thrust.


"FUCK MY ASS! FUCK MY ASS! FUCKME, FUCKME, FUCKME, FUCKMEEEEE!"


By now I was delirious. Lynne had always been a quiet lover. Even during that first crazy weekend, she hadn't cursed much. Some girls were screamers. Not Lynne – not usually at least. She was a "whimperer", having quiet, muffled orgasms that slowly rolled across her entire body. She moaned a lot, whispered my name, and pleaded for me to spill my hot essence inside her. Hearing her now scream "Fuck my fucking slutty asshole" was almost more than I could handle.


"FUUUUCKKMMEEEE!" she shrieked.


"UNNNNGHHH!" I grunted, feeling my control slip away. Kady had been right: Lynne and I had slowly made love for damn near two hours. But after all that buildup, all that slow deliberation, we were primed for a detonation. And after less than five minutes of my dick pumping in and out through Lynne's supertight anal channel, we were both about to blow.


"CUM IN MEEEE!" Lynne screamed. "SPILL YOUR HOT FUCKING CUM DEEP INSIDE ME! CUMMMM!!!"


"UNNGHHH!" I grunted again.


"CUMMMM!!!"


"UNNGHHH!"


"CUMMMM!!!"



And then we both blew.


Lynne's anal muscles clamped down around my prick so tight that she literally stopped me in my tracks. My dick was about three-quarters imbedded when she did this, and she locked up around me with a suddenness that prevented me from thrusting any deeper, and also prevented me from pulling out. I was stuck right there, my torso still lurching forward even though my pelvis had come to an arresting halt. And with my cock no longer sliding deeper into her anal chute, all that momentum simply pushed her body forward and down onto the mattress.


"-UUUUUCK!" Lynne was still screaming as she landed back down on the pillows, which cushioned her landing. Her body tremored, a quake that unclenched and re-clenched her muscles in the span of half a second. But that half-second was all I needed to fall forward and shove the last couple of inches into her rectum. And it was there – at full depth – that my cockhead split apart and began spewing my seed deep into her channel.


Like she'd been tasered, taking 300 kilovolts of electricity to her nervous system, Lynne twitched erratically beneath me as a monster orgasm swept across her. Her last cry died out into a drooling moan as she experienced some form of excited delirium. And even when her eyes rolled up into her head and her brain simply switched "off" as a safety measure, her unconscious body continued quaking with miniature aftershock orgasms.


Likewise, I was heaving and puffing and struggling not to suffocate the petite brunette while I finished spunking her asshole. After two straight hours of cardiovascular exercise, I felt like every ounce of energy had been drained from my limbs. And I was damn-near helpless to hold myself up even as I felt my cock twitch and spit out the final few globs of jizz into Lynne's colon.


But finally, her body went completely limp, her anal muscles ceasing to massage and coax out the rest of my sperm. Shivering as if freezing cold even though I was sweating like a pig, I managed to roll myself off her and flop onto my back. And I lay there, gasping at the ceiling with my lower jaw still twitching.


And then I heard them.


"AAAAAUUUGHHH!" Kady bellowed in a familiar deep tone.


"IIIIIYYYYYEEEEE!" Noelle squealed in a much higher pitch.


And then all went silent.


Still panting for breath, I shook my head wearily and then let it flop to the side so I could stare at my girlfriend. Her eyes closed, Lynne was in the dreamworld as she drooled into the pillow that used to support her chest. Her body was coated with a fine sheen of sweat, and copious amounts of cum trickled out of both her thoroughly saturated pussy and recently-abused anus.


It took me about five minutes to recover just enough to sit up. But eventually, I staggered to my feet and went into the bathroom to clean myself up before returning with a warm washcloth for Lynne.


She remained unconscious the entire time that I cleaned her. And she still was lights out as I pulled her further up the bed so that I could tuck her body beneath the blanket. Finally, I closed the window, if nothing else symbolizing that our little audio show for Kady and Noelle was now over. And then sagging from exhaustion, I managed to crawl in beside my girlfriend and spoon myself around her slumbering body.


It had been a wonderful day.


But the day wasn't over just yet.





"Ben." She rocked my slumbering body gently, bringing me just above the mental divide between sleep and consciousness, though not enough to fully wake me.


"Ben," she said a little more strongly, pushing me a little harder. Still, my eyelids did not open.


"BEN," Lynne stated at full voice, this time rocking me hard enough that I snorted and jerked awake. And when she saw that my eyes were blinking open, she sighed and gave me an apologetic look.


"Hey, wha-?" I asked blearily. Looking past Lynne's head, I saw that the nightstand clock read 11:37pm. We'd been asleep for less than an hour.


"Go back to your room," she said quietly, but seriously.


I frowned, more not wanting to leave my comfortable spot in this bed than not wanting to leave Lynne. But I also didn't want to leave my girlfriend while we cuddled so nicely, and I pouted, "But I wanna stay here."


Lynne shook her head in the negative. "We can't. Go back to your room."


I sighed unhappily. Except for the first night when I moved in, I'd always gone back to my own room, or Lynne had left mine. This was the first time we'd fucked so hard that we both passed out. But even so, Lynne was sticking to her rules. "Do I really have to?"


"Yes, Ben. You have to go."


"Please? I love sleeping here with you," I whined crankily.


She sighed, exhaling slowly. But then with steel in her dark eyes, Lynne shook me one more time and said, "I know. I do too. That's why you have to go."


Growling in annoyance, I nevertheless hung my head down and then did a pushup. Sliding out from under the blanket, I stumbled to my feet and then turned back to give my girlfriend a goodnight kiss. But to my surprise, she turned her cheek to me and stared off in the distance. "Hey ... what gives?" I complained, still cranky and even more so now that she wouldn't kiss me.


Sighing, Lynne turned to me and gave me an extremely short peck on the lips. "Just go. We'll talk in the morning."


I frowned, but Lynne's demeanor brooked no argument. She was as stubbornly dug in about this as she was about not referring to ourselves as boyfriend/girlfriend. And I was too tired to argue. We'd figure it out in the morning.


Sighing, I stumbled over to the chair and retrieved my clothes. Carrying them with me, I left and went back into my bedroom.


The clock in my bedroom now read 11:46pm. It was almost midnight, but not quite. And as I flopped into my bed and closed my eyes, the idea that it was not yet midnight stuck in my head.


Not yet midnight ... Not yet midnight...



Like it was on an infinite loop, my brain repeated that information as I sank deeper and deeper into the blackness. Blissful sleep awaited me, but like it was an air-filled balloon, the knowledge that it wasn't yet midnight kept me from fully sinking into the dreamland.


Not yet midnight ... Not yet midnight...



And then I suddenly knew. The knowledge hit me with such speed and force that it literally knocked me awake. I jerked upright, gasping in sudden sweat, panicking even more than if I'd heard Lynne screaming bloody murder in the next room. It wasn't yet midnight, was it?


Darting my gaze to the clock, I saw that it read 11:58pm. I wasn't too late. I wasn't too late. Desperately scrambling, I tried to get out of the bed, but my legs got caught up in the covers and I fell, landing awkwardly on my left shoulder. No matter. I quickly rolled and got up onto my knees, crawling on all fours to the chair where I'd haphazardly tossed my clothes. After fumbling through my jeans again, I quickly opened my cell phone and held down the number 2.


It took an agonizing three seconds for the phone to start ringing. She didn't pick up after the first two rings, and I started to worry that she never would pick up. After all, why would she? She'd dumped me, left me for good, and taken off clear across the country. She clearly didn't want to talk to me, so why the hell would she pick up the phone?


But she did pick up the phone. I heard the line go live, and heard the soft breathing of a human being. But she didn't say a word.


"Dawn?" I asked hesitantly.


"Hi," she replied quietly. And nothing else. Clearly, she wasn't going to say anything more.


So taking a nervous breath, I said, "Uh ... I just wanted to say ... Happy 21st Birthday."


I heard her inhale deeply, a shaky breath, filled with anxiety. She didn't answer me for a very long time, but after a few pregnant moments, she finally replied, "Thanks. It means a lot to me that you called."


"You're welcome."


I took a deep breath, gathering myself. "Can I please come see you?"


"No, Ben."


"Can I call you again?"


"No."


"When will I ever be able to talk to you again?"


"I don't know."


"Dawn ... please."


"Goodbye, Ben." And then she hung up.





-- SUNDAY, JULY 10, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



It was the worst night's sleep I'd had in the last month. Intimate time with Lynne and the distractions of both my job and hanging out with friends had kept me from seriously dwelling on "the Dawn issue" for some time now. But the realization last night that it was Dawn's 21st Birthday, and that I had missed such a special occasion, brought my despair over losing her right back full force.


I tried burying my head underneath my pillow, clamping it to the side of my head with one hand in a vain effort to keep the rioting emotions at bay. All I accomplished was to nearly suffocate myself.


I wanted to return to Lynne, to cuddle and find sanctuary in the warmth of her embrace. But she'd already kicked me out of her bed with a coldness that disquieted me. And thinking about Lynne kicking me out just made me feel even worse.


Fuck, I couldn't even masturbate myself to sleep. Three ejaculations, ending with that last incredible assfuck, had completely wiped me out. I was emotionally exhausted, bone tired, and stressed out beyond belief. But I couldn't even pass out.


I think I got two hours of sleep ... maybe. I thought there was a half-hour around 1:15am when I blinked and then realized it was nearly 2. I might've gotten a full hour straight from 3 to 4. But I woke up for good around 5:30 and couldn't go back to sleep to save my life.


It was around 8am that I heard Lynne moving around in her bedroom. She was an early riser, even on the weekends. So still feeling quite exhausted, I managed to drag myself out of bed and over to the door.


Opening it, I staggered into the bathroom where I splashed some water onto my face, which helped to wake me up a bit. And after pissing and washing up, I exited the bathroom to find Lynne waiting for me.


"Morning, Ben," she greeted me pleasantly with a crooked smile. And then she went into the bathroom to do her own thing, closing the door in my face.


Sighing, I waddled out into the living room. I'd donned a pair of boxers and my pajama pants, skipping a shirt in the July warmth. I went to the kitchen and got some orange juice, not having the energy to even make myself a bowl of cereal. And flopping back down onto the couch, I sat there, holding my head groggily, until Lynne came out of the bathroom still dressed in her pajamas.


She was whistling perkily, and I scowled to see someone so happy while I was feeling this miserable. Not wanting to waste time with meaningless chit-chat, I cut right to the question that had been plaguing me all night. "So what got into you last night?" I asked thickly.


"What got into me?" Lynne smirked as she passed me into the kitchen, walking gingerly. "Uh, you did. Or don't you remember that part?" For extra emphasis, she reached back and rubbed her own buttcheek.


"I remember, I remember," I sighed. "I just mean: What prompted it? I'm not complaining, but the Lynne Arian I remember would never howl 'Fuck my slutty asshole' at the top of her lungs with the window open."


I expected Lynne to smile or chuckle at the audacity of her actions, but she didn't. There was a low half-wall separating the apartment's living room from the kitchen, with two barstools lined up against it. The point is that I could see Lynne puttering around as she made herself a bowl of cereal, and I had a perfect view as she set everything down onto the counter, braced herself with her hands splayed out across the tile, and took a deep, measured breath.


She was quiet for a long few seconds, staring down at nothing. But after another deep breath, she pulled her eyes up to look at me and canted her head to the side. "It was..." she began speculatively. "It was a unique moment."


She didn't elaborate, so I just arched an eyebrow and sipped at my juice. My sense of tiredness washed away beneath a wave of curiosity as I wondered what was going through my girlfriend's head. "I'll say. But does unique mean 'rare'? As in, unlikely to ever happen again?"


That brought a small smile to Lynne's lips. She had put away the milk and cereal box by now. And as she carried her bowl over to join me on the couch, she sighed and shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe so. It was a strange day, from the driving trip to the roller coaster to dinner and to ... man ... How long were we having sex? I mean the slow part, before the ... uh ... you know."


I shook my head wryly. Last night Lynne's screaming for me to pound her slutty asshole. This morning, she can't even bring herself to mention the buttfucking out loud when we're the only two people in the room.


"Uh, almost two hours," I explained as Lynne sat down beside me. "It was nice."


"It really was ... You damn near put me to sleep, but it felt so good I didn't want to stop." She choked up right then, suddenly leaning forward and setting her bowl down lest she spill it. I watched her entire body tense up, and her lower lip quivered as if she'd seen a ghost.


"Hey, hey," I sat up quickly, wrapping my arm around her protectively and leaning forward so that I could look her in the eye. "What's wrong?"


Lynne shivered, turning her head away to avoid my gaze. I stopped trying to get our eyes to meet, and indeed I pulled back just a little bit, wondering why she was recoiling from me. But when she didn't turn and face me, I decided to hell with it and just leaned into her, wrapping both arms around my girlfriend's body. I held her fiercely while she almost violently both leaned into me with a happy sigh and then pulled away, breaking down into quiet, muffled sobs.


Lynne was crying now, and I was confused to hell. "Lynne!" I called to her urgently, even though we were so close that the back of her head was basically against my cheek. "LYNNE!"


With a few shudders, she started to bring herself under control. The crying continued for a few more seconds, and then began to dry up. And as she sniffled and stopped trying to wriggle away, I gradually lessened my grip, still hugging her, but no longer physically restraining her.


Sniffling again, Lynne sighed and finally said, "It feels so good, I don't want to stop," she repeated. "But I'm thinking now that it IS time for us to stop."


"Wait, what?" Abruptly, I pulled my arms away from her. She couldn't have said what I thought she just said. I'd already been dumped once this year. I wasn't sure I could handle it again.


Lynne turned to face me now, her eyes red-rimmed with tears. "I promised myself I wouldn't do this, but I'm afraid it's too late. I'm falling in love with you again. I'm falling in love, and that's a line that I just can't cross."


"Don't do this. Don't you dare break up with me."


She gave me a teary smile. "We're not together, don't you get it? How can I break up with you if we're not together? That was the plan."


"That 'nottogether' crap is bullshit," I said heatedly. "You knew it was a delusional lie when Adrienne and I said we were 'nottogether'. And you know it's a delusional lie right now. You're my girlfriend; I'm your boyfriend. And if you do this to me now, then you're breaking up with me just the same!"


"It was ALL a delusional lie," Lynne sighed, fresh tears in her eyes even as she stared at me with an almost crazed expression. "I was never meant to be with you. I was the friend, the plain one who hung out with your hot girlfriend. I was never supposed to have you. This whole month has been a mistake, a clerical error from the gods of destiny."


"The fuck are you talking about?" I barked, feeling angry. I still felt like Lynne was trying to break up with me, and rather than feel sorry about it, I just felt pissed off. I felt like I'd been lied to this entire time, that the person I'd been growing closer and closer to was just stringing me along, using me for sex, when she never really cared about me at all.


"I could never have you for a boyfriend. How could I? I'm short, I'm plain, and I'm skinny with barely any boobs. The legendary sex god stuff was reserved for the true goddesses, girls like Adrienne and Dawn. Stuff like last night never happens to a girl like me. I should consider myself lucky that I got to have a piece of you at all." Staring off into space, Lynne began cackling in a way that made her seem completely insane.


"LYNNE!" I yelled, grabbing her head and focusing it on mine. "TALK to me!"


She laughed, her eyes wobbling in different directions like in the cartoons. I began to wonder if she hadn't seriously lost her marbles. But then all of a sudden, she came right back down to Earth and went rigidly still, as if she were a life-like android that had suddenly had its power cut off. Moments later, with an eerie slowness, her eyes ticked their way over to me while the rest of her face remained rigidly still. And staring at me with her eyes open really wide, she said quietly, "I love you, Ben. In a way, I've been in love with you since High School. Thank you for letting me live out this fantasy of being your girlfriend."


"Lynne..." I pleaded.


Slowly, she pushed herself away from me. If she'd tried to jerk away, I think I would have reflexively held onto her. But from the way she simply applied gentle pressure and gradually stood up, I really had no choice but to let her go.


When she was standing, she turned around and looked down on me with sadness in her normally warm eyes. I no longer doubted her sanity; she had full capacity as she gazed at me and winced in obvious emotional pain. Reaching a hand out, she gently brushed her fingertips along my cheek, as if feeling my face for the last time. And then in a much calmer, normal voice, she said, "I'm really very sorry. When I started this, I honestly thought we could just be friends. I honestly thought I could just give you the emotional support you needed to get over your ex. And I thought we would both just enjoy the physical pleasures I know you're so capable of."


"But it was more than that."


She nodded. "It became more than that. I underestimated the feelings I'd been harboring for you all these years. My rational brain knew all the reasons why I shouldn't fall in love with you. But it happened anyway."


"You say that as if falling in love is a bad thing."


Lynne looked at me sadly. "In this case, it is. For me, it's fucking tragic."


"How can you say that? What we have is special."


Lynne sighed and stood up straight. "Do you love me, Ben? Do you really, really love me?"


"I love being with you. I love being in this relationship."


"But do you LOVE me. Are you IN LOVE with me? Can you see yourself with me for the rest of your life?"


I didn't. I couldn't. Not yet. Not right now. "I'm ... open ... to the possibility," I hedged.


She shook her head. "That's not enough, and you know it."


"It's only been a month. I'm coming off a bad breakup, and with time, who knows what could happen?" I reasoned.


"In time, perhaps. But I can't wait for that. Not right now. At best, we have the summer, and then you're off back to school while I'm staying right here."


"Berkeley's not that far away. Despite the supposed hatred between our schools, I've heard of a lot of Cal-Stanford relationships working."


Lynne shrugged. "It doesn't change the fact that I'm a rebound. You're clinging to me because you've still got a big empty void inside you."


I sighed. I couldn't totally disagree. I was adrift before Lynne anchored me, and I didn't think I could handle floating free again. "I still need you," I said quietly. "I still WANT you."


Lynne frowned, biting her lip.


"Please..." I begged, feeling a sense of déjà vu all over again. "Please don't leave me."


My heart cracked as I said the words. Six weeks ago, I'd said those same words to Dawn. But she'd left me anyway. I knew with certainty I couldn't handle Lynne doing the same.


But her expression softened, and after a deep breath, Lynne knelt back down on the couch beside me. Taking my head in her hands, she brought it to her bosom and cradled me against her chest. Stroking my hair, she sighed and said, "I'm here for you. I still want to be here for you. But it's got to be under the terms we set forth from the beginning. We're friends, Ben. Maybe friends with benefits, but if we can't keep our emotions in check, then we'll have to stop having sex, too."


My loins cringed at her words, and my heart tightened. But my brain seemed to be nodding inside my skull. Anything to keep her with me. The reality was: I needed Lynne emotionally more than I needed her sexually.


"You're not my boyfriend anymore, not even my 'not-boyfriend', understand?" Lynne said firmly.


I just nodded my head against her chest.


"We have to redraw the boundaries. You're my roommate. I'm your friend. I..." she trailed off, sighing heavily. "Fuck, I don't know if I can completely cut off the sex. You're too damn fucking good," she complained.


That brought a small chuckle to me.


"But it can't be every night anymore. Hell, it certainly won't be tonight. Two hours of slow-dicking felt sooo good last night, but you have NO idea how sore I am right now, in both places."


"I'm sorry," I apologized quickly.


"And you can't even think of spending the night sleeping with me. That's too intimate."


"Fine. Deal," I agreed, willing to accept anything so long as I didn't lose her.


"No more cuddling on the couch like a young couple in love. No more holding hands out in public. No more acting with our friends like we're an item. It's over. It's done. I'm not your girlfriend anymore."


"Lynne, please," I begged. Those little touches of affection had been wonderful.


"I'm sorry, but that's the way it has to be. We're friends again, just friends."


Just friends, I thought, turning over the concept in my head. I'd parroted the words so many times in the past few weeks, unable to do so with my tape recorder. I'd said the words without really believing them, knowing that beneath the guise of 'nottogether' that Lynne and I were really enjoying all the intimacy and joy of a romantic couple. But now, we were going to have to make them a reality.


"But Lynne," I quietly protested. "I care about you as more than just friends."


She sighed and pulled my face out of her cleavage, looking down at me with a frown while rubbing my cheeks. "I do too. But if we continue down this road, there's a good chance we won't end up being friends. And that's something I don't want to do. I love you, Ben. But I will never be 'The One' for you."


Shoulders sagging, I mourned the relationship between us that never was. And with a sigh of infinite sadness, I said, "You never even gave us a chance."


Tragic indeed.





Being a Sunday morning, we were supposed to get brunch with Kady and Noelle. But it was still only 8:30 in the morning, and the lesbian couple upstairs wouldn't come down to get us until 10. Needing to clear her head, Lynne got dressed in a cute runner's outfit, telling me that she was going to go for a jog and would return in time to go to brunch. Me, I was so tired, even more so after this morning's talk. And I was planning to go back to bed.


But first, I wanted to walk Lynne out the door. I didn't care that I was bare-chested; I slipped on some flip-flops and walked her out to the main sidewalk. And there, for one final time, I kissed her goodbye. "Last one, I promise."


"We're going to break that promise someday," Lynne sighed.


"More than few times, I'm guessing," I agreed. "But we'll try to do the 'just friends' thing. I'll make it work. I HAVE to make it work, because I won't lose you."


Lynne gave me a hopeful smile. "I won't lose you, either." And then she held my head and gave me a sweet kiss. I never wanted to let her go. But after only two seconds, Lynne quickly tore her mouth away from mine and started up the sidewalk. She looked adorable with her Nike cap, iPod with earbuds, short-shorts and matching pink runner's top. I watched the tightness of her toned asscheeks as she jogged away. And I winced in apology as I noticed a particular hitch in her normally smooth gait. We HAD just stretched her asshole pretty wide last night, and two hours of vaginal-fucking is also two hours of vaginal-friction.


Muttering "Sorry" under my breath, I turned around to head back inside and try to sleep for about an hour. But just as I completed my turn, I heard the loud sound of a door slamming shut above me.


Drawn by the noise, I let my eyes track up the apartment stairs. I first caught sight of simple white tennis shoes, with low white socks that bared her ankles. Above those socks was nothing but silky smooth, creamy white skin for miles and miles. This young woman had long, loooong, shapely legs, topped off with tight running shorts molded around a toned, perfect ass that rivaled Kady's for athletic perfection.


She was turning around from her door as my gaze tracked upward, and I saw that nicely flared hips gave way to a tiny waist and perfectly toned belly that hinted at a six-pack. Above that toned belly were BIG tits, and I mean disproportionately gorgeous hooters that were tightly bound by a white and pink sports bra. Long, sunny blonde hair hung in a tight ponytail that draped over one of her nearly bare shoulders.


She was tall, maybe only a couple of inches shorter than my six feet. And she had the kind of body that stopped traffic from across the street. But despite all these exquisitely perfect features, my eyes were locked right onto her face. She had crystal clear blue eyes, delicate cheekbones, and a surpassing beauty that only came around a few times in a lifetime.


I couldn't believe Dawn was standing here.


Only it wasn't Dawn. It couldn't be Dawn. Yeah, a lot of this girl's physical features were like Dawn's, from the height to those tits to the blonde hair and blue eyes and even her nose but ... Shit. It wasn't Dawn.


I was staring. I couldn't help it. I didn't ogle her body. I didn't leer. I simply gawked at the sheer beauty of this gorgeous physical specimen of womanhood, marveling at how much she reminded me of the most perfect, beautiful girl in the world and yet wasn't actually her. I was in disbelief that there were two such women on the entire planet. And as I stood there at the bottom of the stairs behaving like a love-struck teenager, she turned to evaluate me with an arched eyebrow and a snarling upper lip.


"What the hell are YOU looking at?"


The bitchy tone in her voice shook me from my reverie. I shook my head, blinking rapidly before regaining control of my senses. And as I became aware of my surroundings and more aware of what I'd just been doing, I stammered in apology. "Oh, ohmigawd. I'm sorry. I really didn't mean to stare. It's just, you really, really, really remind me of someone I know."


"Pssht," she snorted dismissively. "I've heard that line before."


"No, no, I'm serious. Her name is Dawn Evans and I've even got a picture in my wallet if you need proof," I said, finally getting my voice under control. "Uh, I'm sorry about that. Really. I'm not usually one to gawk."


"Hmmph." Rolling her eyes at me, the gorgeous blonde put on some sunglasses and delicately tucked the earbuds of her iPod into her ears. She raised her left arm so that she could start the playback on her pink Nano. And then without paying me any mind, she hopped down the stairs, which made those big tits jiggle very nicely.


But I forced myself not to look. I'd embarrassed myself enough already. Putting my head down, I started back for the front door of the apartment. And I wondered just how in the hell I'd lived here for a full month without ever knowing there was such a freakishly gorgeous blonde in the apartment right next to Kady's and Noelle's.


"Hey, you!"


I stopped in my tracks as I heard her call out. Turning around, I was surprised to see that the hot blonde had stopped at the foot of the stairs and was staring directly at me. Propping her sunglasses atop her head with the temples pointed down behind her ears, she pulled the earbuds out and pointed behind me. With her blue eyes sizzling electrically, she asked, "Are you dating Lynne or something?"


I gestured back to Lynne's front door and shrugged, thinking of our agreement to be 'just friends'. "Uh, I'm just crashing for a little while. Lynne and I really ... uh ... we're just friends."


The gorgeous blonde smirked, shaking her head. "That's not what it sounded like last night."


I blushed. "You heard us?"


She grinned, flashing me twin rows of pearly white teeth. "I'm sure half the complex heard you guys. I never thought sweet, innocent Lynne had it in her. That shit was intense."


Blushing deeper, I shrugged and apologized, "Uh, left the window open by accident. We'll try to keep it down next time."


She shook her head. "Oh, don't worry about me. I don't mind, and it sounded like you guys were having fun. But you sure you're just friends?" She waggled her eyebrows at me.


"Well..." I bobbled my head. "Maybe friends with benefits."


The blonde's grin got even bigger, and rather predatory if you ask me. She ogled me obviously, taking in my bare chest, lingering on my pec muscles and six-pack abs before zeroing in my crotch with a speculative expression. And then finally tracking her eyes up to mine, she nodded to me while putting her earbuds back in. "What's your name?"


"I'm Ben."


"Pleased to meet you, Ben," she said. "I'm Amber. And I'll be seeing you around."


Chapter 16: The Neighbor


For anyone not already familiar with the character Amber, she is from my story "The Book of David". The rest of this will make more sense if you've already read that story, but it's not a requirement.






-- SUNDAY, JULY 10, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"So, how well do you guys know your neighbors?" I asked innocently enough over Sunday brunch. And then I immediately stuffed my face full of omelet so that I wouldn't have to elaborate.


Lynne shrugged. "Uh, well enough I guess," she explained. "I think you ran into Joe and Ella once next door to us."


I nodded with a full mouth. Joe and Ella were a married couple of Stanford Seniors whom I'd met once while school was still in session. But they'd moved out after the school year ended, and the apartment had yet to be filled. I assumed residency rates were down in the summer, and the place would be occupied again in the fall.


Kady though, wasn't buying my innocent act. Arching an eyebrow, she gave me a look and then grinned. "You ran into Amber, didn't you?"


My blush was all it took. I really was a horrible liar. Frowning, I stared at my plate and shoved my hash browns from side-to-side. "Has she always been living there? I was just wondering why I'd never seen her before."


Noelle shrugged. "She's a doctor or something. Keeps really weird hours. She's friendly enough..." Noelle immediately blushed after that, and shared a curious glance with Kady.


I caught the glance, and now it was my turn to glare at Kady. "What?"


The impish redhead laughed and waved me off. "Amber's a viper. Coldest sexual predator I've ever seen, and she's into girls, too. The week after we unpacked the apartment, she put a move on Noelle and nearly swiped my girlfriend out from under me." Despite the somewhat serious statement, Kady laughed in amusement.


"I wouldn't have let her seduce me," Noelle pouted.


"Sure, honey. Keep telling yourself that," Kady drawled. "Anyway, I talked to her and straightened her out. She respects our relationship and has butted out. In the meantime, the walls aren't perfectly soundproofed and we've heard a few things. She'll come home late at night with some guy, or some girl, or sometimes both. The sounds they make will rival the stuff we've been hearing from you two downstairs." Kady waggled her eyebrows, causing Lynne to blush.


Lynne was now eyeing me carefully. "So how did you two meet?"


"It was just this morning, actually," I said after swallowing my latest bite. "You'd just gone off running, and she was coming down the stairs. I was still just in my pajama bottoms and she gave me a pretty good once-over."


Lynne rolled her eyes. "I'll bet you gave her quite the once over. I've talked to you about your type, and Amber is definitely it."


"Hey," I protested defensively. "I haven't done anything. I'm still with you."


Lynne shook her head, taking a deep breath and then covering my hand with her own. "No you're not. We're just friends, remember?" She patted my hand and then let go, picking up her fork once again and resuming her meal.


I sighed and leaned back into my chair in resignation.


"Yeah, what's that all about anyway?" Kady asked with a frown, gesturing back and forth between us with a piece of waffle on the end of her fork. "No holding hands. No little kisses. What gives?"


"Nothing," Lynne said, not looking at me. "We just agreed to maintain the boundaries of our friendship."


Noelle blinked quickly. "You two broke up?"


Lynne took a deep breath, readying to defend herself. But before she could, I spoke up and got everyone's attention. "It's not a breakup if we were never together. We all talked a long time ago about why it's not a good idea for Lynne and me to get into a romantic relationship or anything. Well, quite obviously we started getting a little too close to just that. We're stepping back, ensuring that we don't get our emotions too wrapped up in this. We're friends, really good friends. And we want to keep things that way."


Beaming at me, Lynne reached out and patted my hand once again. We shared a bittersweet smile, and then returned to our meals.


Kady and Noelle gave each other significant looks. But then shaking their heads, they simply shrugged and dug back into their food.


I felt proud of myself for sticking to the plan. Obviously, both Lynne and I wanted more than being 'just friends'. But we were also smart enough to be aware of the romantic pitfalls, especially with the specter of Dawn hanging over us. And I valued my friendship with Lynne enough to make this work.


But despite my tough talk, I still felt a pang of longing in my heart. Lynne had done a wonderful job of filling the void left behind by Dawn. But now who was going to fill the void left behind by Lynne?





"Hey, the weather's great. Wanna come hang out by the pool with us?" Kady asked Lynne as we returned to the apartments.


"You know what? I think I'm going to go out, do some shopping. We need to stock up on food and other things," Lynne replied.


"Ugh, shopping?" I grumped.


Lynne shook her head. "No, just me. Why don't you go with the girls to the pool?"


"And leave you alone?" I complained. "Besides, if you're shopping for food, then I need to pay my part. I'm still your roommate."


"You can pay me back later." Lynne took a deep breath, giving me a measured look. "I'll be fine. You know what, I'll call up Marcy. I haven't spent nearly enough time with her lately. I'll see you tonight."


With that, Lynne pecked my cheek and then waved to the girls. Twirling about, she fished her keys out of her purse and returned to the parking lot.


"So what'll it be?" Kady sidled up to me. "Come hang with a pair of dykes by the pool? There are worse things you could be doing with your time."


"Oh, you guys don't want a male around, ogling your nubile bodies and making you feel all uncomfortable."


"Who's uncomfortable? I, for one, get turned on knowing a guy only dreams he could mount me, knowing that I won't ever let him," Kady snarked with a smile. "Why do you think I always kept flaunting my ass at you in High School?"


Speaking quietly, I leaned in and replied, "If you'll remember, I actually did mount you."


Kady was breathing a little hard now in excitement, and as she looked up at me with sparkling dark blue eyes, she murmured, "I remember. And if you play your cards right, you just might get to do it again."


That surprised the hell out of me, and I jerked my head back with wide eyes. Giggling, Kady started up the stairs, with Noelle shaking her head in disbelief at her girlfriend's antics.


"So see you at the pool in fifteen minutes?" Kady called over her shoulder. She then stopped and blocked Noelle from coming up, taking her girlfriend's arm and turning the busty dirty-blonde to face me. "Oh, and Noelle's got this new, really sheer bikini. I think I'll make her wear it just for you."


"KADY!" Noelle hissed while blushing pink.


"Oh, you'll love it," Kady drawled, whether to me or Noelle I'm not sure. Laughing gaily, she then dragged her girlfriend up the rest of the way and into their apartment.


Breathing heavily myself, I decided, what the hell? Kady was right: there were worse things I could be doing with my time.





Twenty minutes later, I arrived at the apartment complex's pool. Though it was almost noon, it was still pretty early on a sleepy summer Sunday, so there weren't very many people around. I used the resident card that Lynne gave me to get in through the security gate. And with a towel hanging over my shoulder, I walked across the pool deck with my flip-flops flopping until I arrived next to two lounge chairs where Kady and Noelle were sunning themselves.


Kady was right again: I loved the view. The auburn redhead herself wore a navy blue bikini with white trim and little snowflakes over her nipples. The top was cut like a bra with deep cups and a front-clasp that rode low on her chest, making her tits look bigger and rounder. The bottoms were attached at the hips with strings tied into loopy-knots, just inviting me to tug on a loose strand so that the whole thing would come undone. And her nearly-naked body was the personification of trim athleticism.


Noelle, on the other hand, was just a stunningly attractive young woman. Her bikini was an electric blue, shading toward aqua, that brought out the color of her light blue eyes. The fabric was some sort of sheer, satiny material that reflected the light unevenly, making it appear even wispier than it was. The top molded skin-tight to her D-cup breasts, meaning it wasn't difficult to imagine what her tits were shaped like unsupported. And the bottoms were basically a thong, tiny triangles of fabric that proved she had to shave her nether regions completely bare.


Lynne talked about how my 'type' tended toward tall, busty, blue-eyed blondes. I still thought her face was more "cute" than drop-dead gorgeous, like Adrienne or Dawn. But otherwise, Noelle fit that type to a T.


Still, Kady and Noelle were good friends, and I was perfectly aware of their homosexual orientation. Sure, Kady had dabbled in switching sides with me once upon a time, and she'd made reference to possibly doing it again more than a few times in the past month or so. But I chalked that up to Kady's typical teasing and vowed to respect the girls' lesbianism.


But that didn't mean I couldn't look. Girls didn't wear skimpy bikinis like this to cover themselves up and prevent people from looking. And as long as they were fine with lying there within a few feet of my roving eyeballs, I was content to let my eyeballs rove.


We weren't the only ones by the pool. After all, it was still a July Sunday around noon. Most everyone within sight was college-aged, with a mix of guys and girls that ranged from the attractive to the fugly and everything in-between.


The three of us chatted for a little while. When the conversation seemed to wane, I suggested that we hop into the pool and swim around. Noelle kept her sunglasses on and tied her hair atop her head so that she wouldn't get it wet. The three of us basically hung around in the relatively shallow end, chatting amiably until Kady got it into her head to splash Noelle and get her precious hair wet. She roped me into splashing around as well while Noelle shrieked and complained. Finally, Noelle just gave in, bull-rushing her girlfriend and then lifting the slender redhead into the air before throwing her a couple of feet across the pool. I went to assist Noelle, as payback against Kady was always fun. But when faced with a common enemy, the girls teamed up and proceeded to do their best to drown me.


Oh, my head got dunked alright. I probably could have fended both of them off if I really wanted to, as I had several inches and a ton more strength than either of them. But where's the fun in that? I let the girls climb all over my body in their attempts to submerge me under the only 3 and a half feet of water. And in return, I copped MORE than a few feels of their nubile bodies. It was just like being in high school again.


Kady didn't bother to protest every time I grabbed her ass or squeezed a boob. She just laughed and kept pressing her attack. Noelle, on the other hand, objected at first, squawking in surprise that "safe Ben" would actually fondle her, but then she just got into the fun of things and grabbed at my package a few times herself.


"Enough!" I finally bellowed, brushing water out of my eyes and tugging my swim trunks back up to my waist. I hadn't quite been exposed, and there weren't any kids in the pool, but it was better safe than sorry.


Noelle, on the other hand, escaped relatively unscathed. I had been careful not to be too aggressive with her, with only fleeting touches and nothing strong enough to actually dislodge her skimpy attire.


Kady, though, had to tuck a breast back into her bikini. Blushing, she made sure that her body had been turned to me as she did so, and so only I got to see the dusky, erect nipple before it was put out of view. She quickly glanced up at me as she did so, and popping my eyebrows, I quickly stuck my tongue out and licked it across my lips with a teasing grin.


Perhaps I was imagining it, but I thought I saw Kady smile enticingly before she'd turned away.


We all got out of the pool at that point, returning to our lounge chairs and waiting towels. Drying off, the girls sat back down and began to reapply the sunblock we had worn away in our roughhousing and waterplay. And I just sat there with a dumb look on my face as I watched them lathering up their breasts.


"Take a picture, it'll last longer," Kady snarked with a smile.


"Maybe we should go into the apartment and I'll do that for you," I shot back.


"Well if you're nice to me, I just might let you," Kady drawled.


"Maybe you two should stop flirting before I get jealous," Noelle laughed, with no actual malice in her voice.


Kady and I grinned at each other. And then we went back to reapplying our sunblock.


"Hey Ben, can you do my back?" Kady then offered, reclining her lounge chair flat and then rolling over onto her belly.


I arched an eyebrow at Noelle questioningly.


She smiled and waved me to her girlfriend. "Go right ahead and do her. As long as you do me next."


Arching an eyebrow, I said, "You girls really have to come up with phrases other than 'doing her' and 'doing me next'."


Kady laughed. "Why, are we making you uncomfortable?"


I leered down at her, dragging my hand up her thigh and over the exposed part of her buttcheek before taking the sunblock out of her hand. "Not at all. But if you keep inviting me to 'do' you, I might end up doing just that."


"Mm, better clear that with your girlfriend, first," Kady shot back while unhooking the front clasp of her bikini top and then shrugging to let the material slide up toward her neck.


I grinned and shrugged. "Lynne and I are just friends, remember? I can have you fucked into unconsciousness before she gets home from her shopping trip." With a twinkle in my eye, I reached up and pulled away Kady's bikini top entirely, dragging the shoulder straps down her arms and dropping the wispy material off to the side so that she was completely topless, albeit with her chest pressed down against the lounge chair.


"Tough talk," Kady said a little more quietly. And when I looked down, I saw that she was rubbing her thighs together. "But are you man enough to back it up?"


This was getting a little bit serious, so drawing away, I looked over to Noelle. "I don't think your girlfriend would approve."


"You might be surprised," Noelle said softly, staring at her girlfriend and then flicking her eyes to me.


I didn't know how to handle that, and neither did Kady. We looked at each other in momentary shock, not sure what to do. But searching for some way to move on, I simply uncapped the sunblock, poured a generous glob into my hands, and started rubbing them together. "One sunblock/backrub combination, coming up."





As usual, giving Kady a sunblock/backrub combo required that I do the same to Noelle. The dirty-blonde's D-cup tits were squished out to the sides as she lay on her stomach. And while Kady kept up a constant stream of verbal sparring, she also threw in more than a few comments about how I needed to go lower and make sure her girlfriend was properly covered.


Feeling horny, I went ahead and swiped my middle and ring fingers across the side of Noelle's left breast, causing her to inhale just a bit and flash me a look. I blushed in embarrassment for a moment, feeling guilty for letting Kady goad me into it. But Noelle smiled and said quietly, "Do it again."


Emboldened, I got some more sunblock on my hands and rubbed Noelle down a little further. I let my fingertips dip lower and lower across her sides and lower back, until I was literally fondling the sides of her lush tits. Noelle kept her eyes closed and sighed dreamily. And then Kady had to go and blurt out, "Looks like something is trying to crawl out of your trunks."


Noelle tensed and my hands froze up in the safety zone of Noelle's shoulder blades. I peeked down and found that I indeed was pitching quite the tent in my swimwear. And I announced while leaning back to sit on my own lounger, "I think you're done."


Noelle nodded and reached behind herself to re-fasten the back clasp of her bikini, even though she probably wasn't done sunning just yet. I decided that jumping back into the cool water was probably a good idea, but just as I turned to face the pool, a mermaid exploded up from somewhere deep below the surface.


Gouts of water flew up into the air with her before splashing back down into the roiling pool, with several large droplets impacting on the deck as well. This mermaid had long blonde hair, now darkened by moisture. Standing fully upright in the 3-foot depth, she ran her hands over her forehead and smoothened out her hair to slick it back against her scalp. Piercing sky blue eyes stared right at me as she ignored the beads of water streaming down her face. And with a crooked grin, she planted her hands on the swimming pool's edge and then pushed herself up to swing a distinctly non-mermaid foot onto dry land and elevate up onto the deck.


Amber's bright yellow two-piece actually had about twice as much material as Kady's. The thing is: it was made of some sort of cotton-like fabric that clung to her body like a wet T-shirt. The boyshort-cut bottoms molded themselves around her hips and the top clung to every crevice of her tits, making it appear as if the buxom blonde bombshell was completely naked and wearing only yellow body paint, albeit a thick layer of body paint that extended off her skin by a quarter of an inch and completely obscured her nipples.


Still, it wasn't difficult to envision a totally nude Amber as she stood, dripping wet, less than five feet away from me. And with a little smirk, the statuesque blonde kept her gaze right on me the whole time that she waltzed over to a chair by the security gate, picked up a terrycloth bathrobe, sunglasses, and her slippers, and then sashayed her way right back over to me.


I couldn't help it. My eyes were glued to her as she approached. Her hips swayed left and right in a way that made my already hard dick begin to throb. Her big tits wobbled enticingly, as her bikini top seemed designed more to seduce than to support their massive girth. And I simply couldn't stop myself from yo-yoing my gaze down to those glorious mounds before settling my eyes onto her exquisitely beautiful face.


My heart was pounding. My breath was heavy. Sweat that had nothing to do with the air's temperature trickled down my spine. With my hormones already battered by the flirtation with Kady and the fondling of Noelle's tits, I simply didn't have enough self-control to stop myself from gawking quite obviously at this gorgeous creature. In simple fact: not since Adrienne Dennis in High School had the simple movement of a girl walking so completely overwhelmed me with powerful lust.


"Is this seat taken?" Amber asked in a melodic voice while drying herself with the terrycloth robe.


Thankfully, I wasn't a 16-year-old boy gawking at Adrienne Dennis anymore. I was a 21-year-old young man with all the experience in the world. Blinking just once, I reasserted my self-control and shrugged nonchalantly. "Looks free to me."


Flashing me a smile, Amber opened up her terrycloth robe and bent at the waist to drape it across the lounge chair. This caused her big tits to sway down and forward, offering me an enticing view of her cleavage. I was looking, and she knew that I was looking, but neither of us said anything as she finished and then turned around to sit down atop it.


"Hey Kady. Hey Noelle. How's it going?" Amber asked sweetly across me.


Kady had a little fire in her eyes, a jealous rage I wasn't expecting. Somewhat calmer, Noelle sat up and replied in a friendly tone, "Lazy Sunday. We can't complain. How are you?"


"I'm great, I'm great. I've got a rare day off today," Amber replied with a smile.


"Oh, that's right. You normally work Sundays," Noelle commented. "Change in schedule?"


Amber nodded. "New job responsibility. I start tomorrow. So I'm just going to lay out here, soak up some sun, and enjoy the view for a while." That last part ended with Amber raising her sunglasses onto her forehead for a moment before tracking her eyes up and down my half-naked body rather appreciatively.


I wasn't a muscled behemoth. I didn't even go to the gym. But sex is an extremely cardio exercise, and pounding a girl missionary-style is a great way to develop one's pectorals. Doggy-style really works the abs. And holding up a girl against a wall while thrusting into her really developed my glutes and hamstrings. The point is: I had an extremely toned body by now, and six-pack abs. Even though I considered myself rather ordinary looking, many of the girls I'd been with found me quite sexy once out of my clothes. And as hard as I'd been ogling Amber just a minute ago, she was now carefully eyeing me.


"Those are gunshot wounds, aren't they?" she asked, flicking her eyes from my left side up to my left cheek.


Blushing, I immediately raised a few fingers to trace over the cheek scar. "Uh, yeah."


"You from a rough neighborhood?"


I grinned, thinking of quaint O.C. "Uh, not exactly."


"Defending the woman you love or something?" she teased with a smile.


Caught off-guard by the accuracy of her question, my eyes popped open in surprise.


So did hers. With wide eyes, the gorgeous blonde gave me a frank look while I just blushed in further embarrassment. "Wow, really?" She whistled, clearly impressed.


Kady coughed somewhere behind me, drawing my head around. She flashed me a dark look while pinching her lips together. So I took the opportunity to calm myself down a bit while looking over at my redheaded friend and giving her a helpless shrug. Clearly, Kady wanted my attention back, but what could I do?


Just then, the wet sound of flesh squishing against itself drew my attention right back. Amber had popped open a bottle of sunblock and had started to lather her upper chest. Looking at me innocently as if she wasn't currently fondling her own tits, she asked, "It's Ben, right?"


I nodded. "Yeah. We met just this morning."


"I remember. Lynne's 'friend'." Amber nodded with a sparkle in her eyes. "I saw you rubbing sunblock into Kady's and Noelle's backs. Can you please do me as well?"


I felt my cock twitch as a girl again asked for me to 'do' her. At first, I felt an impulse to turn her down. It was one thing for me to rub sunblock into Kady or Noelle, who were both friends and both girls I'd already laid hands on over the past several weeks. My sense of loyalty told me that Lynne probably wouldn't approve of me doing the same to a total stranger, and especially not such a beautiful stranger like Amber.


But then my rational brain reminded me that Lynne and I were 'just friends', in actuality now more than just name. For me to turn down a simple sunblock-rub would imply that Lynne and I were still boyfriend/girlfriend. And I remembered quite vividly how Adrienne would get pissed at me for turning down the flirtations of someone like Helene McGregory over our 'not-relationship'.


"Um, sure," I replied to Amber after the slightest hesitation, reaching my hand out for the sunblock.


But before she could hand it to me, Kady quickly chirped, "Actually, we need to get going." She swung her legs off the lounge chair and made a big show of checking her watch. "We're meeting up with some friends this afternoon, and we still need time to clean up. Come on, Ben."


I blinked in surprise, clearly unaware of any such plans. But the fire in Kady's eyes brooked no dissent, and Noelle was already moving to follow Kady's lead. "Uh, yeah. Sorry, Amber," Noelle said apologetically. "We'll see you around next time."


"Do you have to go right now?" Amber pouted playfully. "Who's gonna get my back?"


Kady rolled her eyes. "I know you're pretty damn flexible. You can cover it yourself." Then Kady jerked a thumb behind her. "And if not, I think there're a half-dozen guys who all intently watched you climb out of the pool a few minutes ago. I think any of them would be happy to assist."


Amber smiled thinly, clearly not pleased with Kady's rather blunt reply. But that was Kady being Kady.


"C'mon, Ben," Kady practically ordered. "Let's go meet our friends."





"Fucking predatory bitch," Kady muttered as the three of us walked back to the apartment.


"Hey..." Noelle soothed gently, stroking her girlfriend's back.


"I'm sorry," I apologized. "I'll remember in the future that Amber is off-limits. I didn't realize that you girls didn't like each other. From the way you described her at brunch this morning, I thought everything was cool."


"What?" Kady popped her head up. "Oh, it is, it is..."


"Uh, sure didn't look like it," Noelle ventured.


Kady glanced back at the pool, then over to me with something strange in her eyes, and then finally back to Noelle. Shaking her head, she stopped walking and grimaced. "Ugh. I must look like such a bitch right now."


"No you don't," Noelle soothed.


"Yes, I do." Kady just frowned. She looked at me and explained, "Once I told her to back off Noelle and she did, everything has been fine. Amber's a great neighbor, actually. She doesn't judge us for our relationship, and we've been able to borrow things back and forth more than a few times over the last year. A cup of sugar here, a busted vacuum cleaner there. We're friendly. We get along great."


I raised my eyebrows and glanced back at the pool. "So ... what then? Are you protecting me for Lynne?"


Kady grimaced again. "No, no. We've talked to Lynne about that, actually. When you two got... 'nottogether' ... I told her we'd help shield you from other girls who might come onto you. But Lynne expressly told us not to interfere. 'He's not my boyfriend' she said more than once."


"But we didn't have to do anything anyway," Noelle explained. "You did a pretty good job of waving a big sign above your head screaming 'I'm taken, so don't bother trying to come on to me.'"


I blinked in surprise. "I did?"


Kady smiled and nodded. "Yeah, you did. It was sweet. We were happy for Lynne."


Her comment brought back the anguish of my 'not-breakup' with Lynne this morning. Yesterday, I'd thought I was happily enjoying the intimacy of a budding relationship with a dear friend. Today, I was told flat out that I was still single and that we had no future together. I sighed and shook my head to clear it, wondering just how two extremely short encounters with a hot blonde had gotten me so screwed up so fast.


"Never 'actually' together with Lynne or not, it doesn't change the relationship that we really had. I guess I'm not honoring that memory very well if I'm flirting with another girl this fast. I'm sorry. Thanks for bailing me out," I said to Kady.


"Uh, sure," she chirped in surprise. Clearly, the thought of honoring Lynne hadn't crossed her mind.


I frowned. "Uh, so if this wasn't about Lynne, and you've been friendly with Amber up until now, then what was that all about?" I gestured back to the pool. "If I didn't know any better, I'd have thought you were acting all jealous."


"Jealous, what?" Kady snorted. She reached out and grabbed Noelle's waist, drawing her girlfriend against her side. Noelle herself was strangely silent, eyeing the clearly angry redhead.


"Kady..." I said with a confused frown. "What's going on?"


Kady sighed in resignation, glancing over to her girlfriend. Noelle just held her gaze, raising her eyebrows slightly. And setting her jaw, Kady shook her head in annoyance before nodding to the apartments ahead of us. "Let's go inside. I don't want to do this out here."





I'd thought the three of us would go into the girls' apartment and talk, but I thought wrong. Instead, Kady ordered me into my own apartment to take a shower and clean up. And she told me in no uncertain terms not to come upstairs until she called me.


So I went and took a shower, cleaning away the chlorine-grime and dressing myself in shorts and a polo shirt. I then flopped onto the couch with my laptop, catching up on email and other surfing just to kill time.


Ten minutes passed by, and then twenty. I heard people walking around in the living room above me, and twice I nearly went upstairs to knock on the door. But if there was anything that a lifetime of living with multiple girls had taught me, it was that trying to talk to a girl before she was good and ready was a one-way ticket to hell. All I could possibly accomplish by doing that was to piss Kady off even further.


So I waited ... and I waited ... and I waited.


It was over an hour later when my phone finally rang. But to my surprise, the display did not read "Kady Jacobsen". Instead, the phone read "Lynne Arian", and I quickly flipped the clamshell open. "Hello?"


"Just get up here," Lynne sighed wearily, annoyance clear in her voice.


"Lynne?" I chirped in surprise. "Up where?"


"Upstairs you big doofus. I'm in Kady's and Noelle's place. Just get up here." She hung up without waiting for my response.


Quickly, I moved to do as ordered. Locking up the apartment behind me, I hustled up the stairs and knocked at the front door. And as I stood there, I found my eyes being drawn to the apartment immediately adjoining the one in front of me. I wondered if Amber had returned from her trip to the pool. I wondered if she was naked in the shower, cleaning away chlorine grime while soft droplets of water cascaded out from the shower head, bathing her silky long blonde locks with moisture that drizzled down the creamy smoothness of her skin while-


The lock right in front of me flipped, shaking me out of my daydream, and I quickly brought my attention front and center. I heard arguing come through the open doorway immediately, and standing alone, Noelle gave me a helpless shrug before gesturing me into the apartment.


I'd been up here a number of times over the past few weeks. The apartment was an identical floorplan to the one I shared with Lynne, albeit with radically different furnishings. Whereas Lynne's living room was built around being a group hangout, with three couches all facing the center coffee table, Kady's and Noelle's place was just for the couple, with their one couch facing a big screen TV on the opposite wall.


Lynne and Kady were at opposite ends of this couch, each sitting with a leg tucked underneath them so that they could face each other as they argued. As I walked in, I saw that both of them were already pretty heated, which scared the crap out of me. Kady wore her emotions on her sleeve, going from playful to pissed in half a second. The fiery redhead wouldn't hesitate to roast me if she were so inclined. Lynne on the other hand was typically quite measured, the epitome of calm amidst the chaos of a young adult's drama. She had a slow fuse, but when she finally got upset, she could be seriously intense.


As I approached, both girls stopped talking and stared right at me. At this moment, I fully understood the meaning of the phrase "deer in the headlights". In this case, I was a week-old fawn who could barely walk, and the headlights approaching me were that of two semi-trucks barreling down the 2-lane highway side-by-side. I had nowhere to run. "Um ... hi..." I mumbled.


Lynne frowned at me and said, "Ben, I need you to fuck Kady's brains out."


I choked immediately, going into a coughing fit as I jabbed my right fist against my chest, desperately trying to dislodge the huge gulp of saliva that had just gone down the wrong pipe.


Noelle was soon behind me, patting my back as I raised both eyebrows and stammered. "Uh, excuse me?"


"Shouldn't be a big deal for you. She's cute, she's got a rockin' bod, and you've done it before," Lynne explained. "It would totally get her out of my hair about this."


"Wha-, wait, what???"


Lynne's eyebrows furrowed angrily as she glared at me. "Am I stuttering? Did I not make myself clear? You. Fuck. Kady. Got it?"


"Lynne, you're being ridiculous!" Kady protested. "LOOK at you! You're completely off your rocker! This proves you're in love with Ben more than anything else! If you didn't care, you wouldn't be so adamant about this!"


"She has a point," Noelle said quietly.


"Stop taking sides!" Lynne barked.


"I'm not taking sides," Noelle replied just as quietly, trying to use a calm voice to help calm Lynne down.


"It doesn't matter if I'm in love with him. Not that I'm saying I AM in love with him. Because I'm not," Lynne insisted. "We're friends. We're JUST. FRIENDS. He's a single man, free to flirt with whomever he wants and free to fuck whomever he wants. And he's going to prove it by fucking YOU!"


"I don't want to fuck Ben! I'm lesbian, remember?"


"Mostly," Lynne emphasized. "You said yourself you're a 5 on the Kinsey scale, not a 6. You've done it before, and you want to do it again!"


"I'm just messing around and you know it!" Kady insisted. "I joke a lot because I like teasing Ben. I love screwing with his head. That doesn't mean that I actually want to-"


"FINE," Lynne cut her off before turning to face me. "Ben, I thought I heard the shower go off through bathroom wall. Amber must be done over there. Why don't you go over, ring her doorbell, and then go ring her bell."


"NO!" Kady exclaimed before wrinkling her nose and averting her eyes, blushing in embarrassment.


"You're jealous!" Lynne barked.


"Am not!" Kady protested. "I'm just trying to protect him for you!"


"Wait-wait-wait," I interrupted, tired of this conversation going on without me even though it seemed to revolve around exactly who I was supposed to be fucking. "Just an hour ago outside, you insisted that you weren't trying to protect me for Lynne."


"That was before I realized she's in love you, ya big doofus!" Kady exclaimed, whirling back to Lynne. "You had me convinced, actually. I really believed that whole spiel you gave us about just being good friends and getting caught up in the moment and realizing that you were getting too close to each other. You made me think that you hadn't fallen in love with him yet. You made me think that it was just fun affection all this time and that you were just enjoying the wild sex while you could. You had me convinced that you'd realized you were STARTING to develop feelings for him. But really, you'd already fallen head over heels and you are just too fucking CHICKEN to keep him!"


"And YOU had me convinced that you were just being a playful tease the way I've seen you be with a LOT of guys," Lynne shot back. "You looove pushing their buttons and getting them all hot and bothered for you, knowing that the furthest they'll ever get is whacking off in their bedrooms while fantasizing about you while you get it on with your girlfriend. But that's not the case this time. You really WANT him. You haven't had any dick since Ben plowed you when you were 16, and ever since he showed up again a month ago, you've been getting this niggling itch inside to try it again! THAT'S why you called me here to ask how I really felt about him!"


"YES! ALRIGHT? I ADMIT IT!" Kady yelled, standing up from the couch and throwing her arms in the air. "I admit it! I want Ben to fuck my brains out! Noelle knows, you know, and now Ben knows! But that doesn't change the fact that you're fucking in LOVE with him!"


I started to understand what the hell was going on. Kady now admitting that she'd fantasized about having me fuck her again was the starting point. But since I'd been having my 'nottogether' relationship with Lynne, she'd kept her hormones in check. But this morning, with Lynne re-declaring that we were just friends, Kady had let herself start to fantasize again. We'd gone to the pool, where Kady started flirting with me outrageously. And when Amber had shown up and drawn away my attention, the redhead had indeed been rather jealous.


When I'd called her on it, Kady had sent me inside to clean up and wait while she and Noelle returned to their apartment. And in the meantime, with the intention of seducing me later, Kady had called Lynne to come home so that she could be sure that Lynne wouldn't mind.


"Wait-wait-wait," I interrupted, realizing that I was pushing myself into dangerous territory here. Both Lynne and Kady were quite pissed off. And if I said the wrong thing, I would only make them both pissed off at ME instead of each other. But I wasn't just going to sit this out and let the girls discuss ME without me.


"Let me get this straight," I said, pointing to Kady. "YOU want to jump me. But you don't want to do it since you believe Lynne is in love with me."


Kady folded her arms across her chest, pouting angrily. Not exactly the most alluring pose, but she nodded her head.


"And you want me to just nail Kady," I said, pointing over to Lynne. "Because you want to prove that you're NOT in love with me."


Lynne just frowned and avoided my eyes.


"Well, I'm making this simple," I said. All three girls now stared at me. What I was about to do would probably piss them all off, but I didn't care. After years getting pushed around by Adrienne, DJ, and every other girlfriend I'd ever had in the name of pleasing the person who was giving me regular sex, I just didn't want to deal with this right now.


"I'm leaving," I said. "I'm going to go downstairs, get my car keys, and drive over to Bert's place in Fremont. I'm going to play video games and get dinner with my good buddy. And sometime later tonight, I'm going to come home, pull up porn on my laptop, and masturbate myself to sleep. You girls can work out whatever the hell you want between each other, but I'll thank you very much to stop tossing me around like I'm a piece of meat that can be pointed in some direction and ordered to fuck somebody just to prove a point. I'm not that easy anymore."


Lynne's eyes came back to mine, and she blinked in surprise at my words. Kady bit her lower lip nervously, looking embarrassed. Noelle just gawked with an open mouth.


"Lynne, you are a dear, dear friend. I care a ton about you, but you've made it clear to me that you either think a relationship won't work long-term between us, or that you don't want a relationship to work long-term between us. I'm sad about that, but I'm going to respect your wishes. We're friends. We're 'just friends'."


The petite brunette took a deep breath, still sitting on the couch. She sighed and nodded, looking thankful.


"Kady, we're pals, we're buds, and I know you love teasing the hell out of me. It would be fun, really, if we hooked up. I know it would just be for meaningless pleasure, and I know we'd both enjoy it. But all we could ever be is physical, and right now there are just too many emotions involved for it to work. We're platonic friends, and for now, I think we'd better keep things that way. Okay?"


Surprised, Kady stewed over that for a second. But with a glance at Noelle, who reached out and squeezed her hand, she returned her gaze back to me and nodded.


"Noelle," I began with a smile, backing away toward the door. "See ya around."


"Laters, Ben," the dirty-blonde replied with a little wave.


And then I walked out the door, shutting it behind me.


Girls... I sighed to myself. I spent years being the 'safe' friend as an underdeveloped teenager, hanging out with all the girls without a hint of sexual tension. I'd grown up with four sisters, observing and analyzing their little daily dramas. Over the course of my dating history I'd learned all I could about the female psyche. And I STILL didn't have Clue One when it came to understanding women.


Taking a deep breath, I started forward to go down the stairs. But before my foot hit the first step, a voice spoke behind me. "That sounded like quite the knock-down fight."


I turned my head to see Amber leaning against the doorjamb. Her hair was wet, likely from the shower that Lynne had overheard. She wore a different bathrobe, this one a plush velvet of the kind you'd pick up at Victoria's Secret. The belt was tied low enough to expose a great deal of Amber's cleavage, showing me nearly half of each breast with the nipples themselves just barely out of view. Immediately, my racing heart that had only started to calm down after that verbal showdown with Lynne and Kady sped back up again. I found my breath coming up short. And I could actually FEEL my blood redirecting out of my brain and into the lower part of my anatomy.


Fucking 'A', I didn't realize a girl could get me this turned on this fast just by looking at her.


Amber smiled as she caught me ogling. "Aww, you look rather wiped out after that conversation in there. Would you like to come inside? I'm sure I could be very good company for you right now."


My mouth was dry, and my brain was a little slow. But I still had enough presence of mind to know that I would be making everything I'd said to Lynne and Kady a total lie if I went into Amber's apartment right now. "Why are you doing this?" I asked, my tongue thick.


She flashed me a brilliant smile, full of pearly white teeth and again, quite predatory. "To be blunt, I want you. I heard the number you pulled on little Lynne last night, and I think you might underestimate just how fucking HOT that sounded. When you told me this morning that you and Lynne were just friends, I decided that I just had to get some of that myself."


Blinking quickly, I took a deep breath and arched an eyebrow. "You work fast. We only met this morning and already you're trying to seduce me?"


She laughed, a musical lilt that somehow lifted my heart just to hear it. Damn this girl was dangerous. "Don't get me wrong, I'm not in the habit of going around seducing every hot guy I see. In fact, I can honestly calculate that I turn down 99 percent of the guys that come onto me."


"Well this is one guy you're not going to have to worry about coming onto you," I said simply, looking back at Kady's and Noelle's apartment. "You're very pretty, and I'm flattered. But it's just not going to happen."


Amber's blue eyes narrowed as she took two steps out onto the porch. "You're wrong. This is going to happen. You see, I'm just a spoiled little rich girl, and I'm used to getting my way. When I see something I like, I go after it. And I don't quit until I get it."


"Well then you'd better prepare yourself for disappointment," I replied with more than a hint of annoyance in my voice, especially after what I'd just told Lynne and Kady about using me like a piece of meat. "Because I promise you: it's never gonna happen."


Amber didn't reply immediately. Instead, she slid herself up to me, molding her pelvis against my hip and pushing her cleavage against my arm. I didn't back down, so her breasts ended up being split to either side of my bicep, the hot and slightly damp titflesh rubbing against the bare skin of my arm. Her eyes flicked down to watch this happening, the same as me. And as I brought my gaze back to her face, she slowly did the same as well, ogling me obviously the entire way up.


Leaning forward, she brought her nose up to my cheek, nudging it against my skin and dragging its cute tip from my jaw line up until she nuzzled it against the tip of mine. At the same time, her right hand dropped down, tracing the exceedingly hard shaft that was now pointing vertically up through my shorts and literally poking above my waistband and underneath my polo shirt.


With a musical giggle, Amber's eyes sparkled deliciously before she pulled away, whispering in a deep, husky voice. "We'll see."


Immediately, she turned around and sashayed back into her apartment, her ass swishing left and right like a runway model. She stopped at the door and turned to face me while she closed it. And long after the door was closed and her spectacular body was gone from view, I could still see the piercing gaze of her blue eyes, locked rigidly onto mine.


Girls... I sighed to myself. I'll never understand them.


I then looked down at my erection, even lifting up the hem of my polo shirt to see the purple helmet that seemed quite angry to be pressed up against my belly. I'd told the girls I would masturbate myself to internet porn later tonight. But maybe I should go to my room right now and get an early start.





It was after 10pm when I got back to Stanford. I'd spent hours and hours playing video games with Bert and just generally catching up. I missed having a male friend around, and I told him that we should spend more time together for the remainder of the summer. His parents liked having me around, and his Mom made some exotic Korean dish that made my stomach melt with happiness, so it seemed like a good plan.


The apartment was quiet when I entered. There was a light under the door to Lynne's bedroom, but I let her be as I went into my room and started undressing. A minute later, I emerged and went straight to the shower. And after a long, luxurious soak under the hot water, I dried off in the bathroom and then wrapped the damp towel around my waist for the return trip to my bedroom.


Out of habit, I walked in the door and closed it behind me, dropping my towel to the floor while I headed to the dresser that had all my underwear and pajama pants. I was still reaching for the drawer when I realized that my room wasn't empty. Sitting upright on my bed, clad in a thin sleeping shirt with no bra and a baggy pair of women's boxer shorts, was Lynne. She stared right at my crotch with an amused smirk on her face.


Even though I was surprised to see her, I didn't react much. I felt like I'd walked into my room a million times to find an unexpected female awaiting me. You'd think I would start to look around before dropping my towel. But unashamed of my nudity in front of a girl I'd already been intimate with, I simply shrugged and opened up the drawer to fish out my boxers.


"Have a nice day?" she asked my ass.


I shrugged and nodded. "Yeah, it was fun." I hunched over as I stepped into my shorts, taking my time to go ahead and let Lynne ogle my toned buttcheeks. She was the one who wanted to scale back on our relationship, and the small vindictive part of me wanted to rub it in.


Sighing, Lynne waited for me to stand up and turn around before she said anything further. Taking a deep breath, she fiddled with her fingers for a moment before looking me in the eye and saying, "I want to apologize. You were right about this morning. You were ALL right. We got too close. I fell in love with you. But I don't want to be."


I started forward, "Lynne-"


"No," she interrupted, breaking eye contact and holding a hand up palm out. When I went silent, she added, "I have to say this."


I pinched my lips and swallowed my protest.


"My heart tells me to just love you and hope for the best. But my head tells me it'll never work out, and I always try to listen to my head. I'm trying very hard not to be in love with you anymore, and because of that, I might've been a little overboard in pushing you to nail Kady or Amber or really... anyone other than me. It'll be easier for me then, once I know you're not monogamous to me anymore. It'll be easier for me to move on."


I looked down, nodding slowly. Even though I didn't like it, I could understand Lynne's rationale.


"But that doesn't excuse my actions. I didn't respect you when I told you to go out and fuck somebody. You're not a walking dick. And I didn't give you credit enough when I assumed you'd just go out and do it. I'm sorry."


"That's okay. Apology accepted."


Taking a deep breath, Lynne nodded and finally looked up at me with a smile. She uncrossed her legs and then slid off my bed, coming up to me and burying her head into my chest as she wrapped her arms around my midsection.


I hugged her back, patting her gently. And the two of us just enjoyed the simple embrace for a long couple of minutes.


Sighing, Lynne finally let go of me. I let her back away, but then out of the blue, she reached up and bopped me on the forehead with the heel of her hand.


Startled, but unhurt, I frowned and held my head. "What was that for?"


"You're a moron, you know that?" Lynne gave me a wry grin.


"Huh?"


"You could've been upstairs, plowing the shit out of Kady Jacobsen all freakin' afternoon. If you'd played your cards right, you might even have gotten Noelle, too."


"What?"


Lynne smirked at me. "Noelle's really curious about straight sex. She's been 100% lesbian her whole life; never even kissed a guy. But hearing Kady talk about what it was like fucking you back in High School has piqued her interest. She likes you; she thinks you're a safe guy to try it with. I'm not saying it's gonna happen, but there's some interest there."


"Wow."


Lynne shook her head. "I wasn't supposed to tell you that, but we're friends. Good friends. And a good friend helps the other get laid."


I chuckled and shook my head. "Thanks."


"Hell, you could've been nailing Amber right now, too."


"What?"


"When you stormed out on us, I immediately went after you, but stopped when I saw Amber come out in that sexy robe she was just barely wearing. I saw how she was coming onto you."


I shook my head. "Never gonna happen. She's too much of a stuck-up bitch for my tastes."


"Really? She's always been nice to me." Lynne shrugged. "Whatever. You're still a moron. You know, I'd planned on still sleeping with you tonight. We had our little talk about being 'just friends' this morning, but I didn't want you to think that I was totally cutting things off between us. Even though I'm still freaking SORE from everything you did to me last night, I was at least going to give you a blowjob."


My eyebrows rose, and I noticed that Lynne's nipples were poking through her sheer shirt. And after all her talk about me nailing Kady AND Noelle AND Amber and now herself, I'd started to get a little chubby in my shorts.


But Lynne shook her head. "But I can't. You went and made that big, dramatic speech about not needing us and masturbating yourself to sleep. So I'm going to let you do just that."


"But-" I protested, still thinking about that blowjob she'd just mentioned.


Lynne's wry grin was back. "Nuh-uh. You made your bed and now you're gonna sleep in it. I hope you enjoy the internet porn."


I just gawked at the pretty brunette as she patted my arm and then walked past me. Stopping just outside my room, she turned and gave me a final smirk. And then she closed the door.


Fuck.





I couldn't sleep. For once, I hadn't anesthetized myself with a few powerful ejaculations into the body of a beautiful, willing female. The internet porn just hadn't done enough for me. I stared at the ceiling for over an hour, desperately trying to push aside the thought that had popped into my head long ago.


But it wouldn't go away. Just last night she'd told me not to call her again. But I couldn't sleep, and after long enough, I realized that I would NOT be able to go to sleep until I at least tried.


Rolling over, I reached for the nightstand and found my cell phone in the darkness. Opening it, I quickly found the number 2 and held it.


After three rings, I heard the line go live, followed by the soft breathing of a human being. But seconds later, I heard a plastic [clack] as her phone snapped shut, followed by the triple-tones of a dead line. She didn't even let me go to voicemail and leave her a message.


I got the hint: When she'd told me not to call her anymore, she really meant it.





-- MONDAY, JULY 11, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Meetings, meetings, meetings," Hieu Dao muttered. The designated Engineer on my BioGen internship project frowned as he dropped into the conference room chair beside me. "How am I supposed to get any analyses done if I'm spending all of my time in meetings?"


"Welcome to the world of business," I chuckled. "Sorry to pull you away from your computer, but this one couldn't wait. Amir told me that our liaison from Packard just arrived."


"Is she cute?" Keith Myers cracked. Our team biologist was a noted horndog, although not a very successful one. He loved to talk about chicks and the latest things he'd read in Maxim magazine, but the one time a girl from Finance had come over to talk to us about expense reports, he'd turned pasty white and practically hid behind me while gawking at her.


I laughed and shook my head. "I have no idea. Amir made all the arrangements on this one. We're probably going to get a middle-aged guy with an oversized paunch. But be nice. We need to be on this guy's good side if he's going to help us at all."


The guys on my team nodded, and we settled into our chairs. Everyone knew the stakes. The business plan we were developing depended on a partnership with Stanford Medical's pediatric research. We were a bioengineering firm, but Stanford was the actual hospital. They were the ones having patients coming in and out every day. And if they didn't see the benefit in sharing anonymous patient data with us, we had nothing with which to do our research long term.


A minute later, the conference room door opened and our boss Amir Shadkam walked in. But my eyes weren't on him. I was too busy gawking at the person immediately behind him.


"Team, I'd like you to meet Amber," Amir started as he gestured to the gorgeous blonde who had followed him inside. "She's just finished her second year at Stanford Medical School, and is currently beginning her clerkship at Packard Children's Hospital."


With that, Amir stood where he was and started making introductions.


With poise and grace, Amber stepped forward and shook hands with Hieu, who was the closest person to her. He smiled and nodded formally, oblivious to her beauty. Keith was next, and the poor guy was so busy gawking in utter shock that he didn't even raise his hand to meet hers. Smiling patiently, she reached down and took his hand, shaking it for him. His arm dropped lifelessly immediately after like a wet spaghetti noodle.


And then at the head of the table was me. I managed to recover in time to meet her gaze, and caught the extra sparkle in Amber's crystal clear blue eyes as she smiled at me. "So very pleased to meet you, Ben," she offered with mock formality.


"Likewise," I replied evenly.


"It's so funny running into you like this!" She laughed and turned to the others, genuinely surprised. "Ben and I actually know each other already."


"Really?" Amir chirped.


"You wouldn't believe it, but Ben lives in an apartment just down from me."


The guys all gawked, and I nodded in confirmation.


Still giggling musically, Amber returned to me and beamed. "It must be destiny."


I scowled the instant she said the "D-word". After everything I've been through with Dawn...


Darkly, I replied, "I don't believe in destiny."


Amber batted her eyelashes. "Sometimes destiny happens, whether you believe in it or not."





After a rough weekend, the rest of the week really started looking up. After our initial meeting at BioGen, the team's interactions with Amber were strictly by phone and email, and she hadn't attempted to drop any innuendoes or otherwise flirt with me during those communications. So things were quiet on that front.


Likewise, Kady was chagrined by the way everything had blown up after her first attempt to arrange a hookup between us. She was taking my recommendation that we just stay platonic friends to heart, and while she'd returned to her flirtatious, teasing ways after only a day, she made no further comments to suggest we move beyond that.


And mercifully, Lynne re-started our friends-with-benefits relationship. After going three straight nights with nothing but my laptop and my right hand for company, I came out of the shower on Wednesday night to find Lynne sitting upright on my bed. But instead of wearing a sleep shirt and baggy shorts, she was clad in a sexy babydoll chemise and lace panties. We had a pleasant reunion that included the long-overdue blowjob and a sweet missionary fuck. And when we were done, she pecked my lips thankfully and returned to her own bedroom to sleep.


Paige brought April over to the apartment on Thursday, and all three of the Stanford girls had a blast cooing over the adorable infant. Lynne also pulled me aside that night, mentioning that Paige had asked her for help in convincing me to give the lonely single mom a little sexual relief.


Lynne and I actually stopped and talked about it for a long time in my bedroom, discussing our friendship and her complete lack of jealousy over this. The reality was that I hadn't had sex with someone OTHER than Lynne since the breakup with Dawn, with the single exception of that one morning with Adrienne. Lynne thought it was best for our friendship – and for my own healing in fully getting over Dawn – that I start to get out there a little bit more.


So after Kady and Noelle returned to their apartment upstairs, and Paige put a sleeping April into her infant carrier for the trip back home, I went over and offered to carry Paige out to the car for her. And once we were all alone in the parking lot, with April safely latched into her carseat, I drew the little redhead into my arms and asked, "Would you like me to come home with you tonight?"


Needless to say, Paige was absolutely thrilled. I drove the Mustang, following her all the way back to the Atherton house. After putting April to bed, I then followed Paige into her room. And there we both took care of each other's needs.


She was quieter than she'd been in college, especially with April sleeping in the next room. But Little Red was still an animal in the sack and she wiped me out so completely that I had to just lay across her bed for twenty minutes before regaining enough energy to drive myself home.


Everything seemed to be settling into balance. I still had my close friendship with Lynne. Kady and Noelle were fun, but platonic, friends. And even my relationship with Paige seemed to be destined for the kind of friendship that lasts forever, with the occasional opportunity to scratch each other's itch.


Yeah, things were settling down. But then came Friday.





-- FRIDAY, JULY 15, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Oh, hey. It's a party!" I chuckled as I entered the apartment, looking around a scene I hadn't witnessed in a few weeks. Back when Stanford's Spring Semester was still in progress, it wasn't uncommon to arrive at the apartment to find between four and eight girls hanging around Lynne's living room. But ever since the school year ended and many of those girls returned home, there just weren't many reasons to assemble here.


But there were a bunch of girls assembled here now. After taking a quick glance across the familiar faces in the living room, I spotted Lynne and Noelle chatting in the kitchen immediately to my left. Heading into the kitchen first, I extended my left arm and Lynne automatically slid into it, giving me a welcoming hug. "Hey, what's the occasion?" I asked.


"No occasion. Just talking to the girls and we felt like a Friday night party was in order. Wine?" She stepped away from me and held up a bottle of Merlot.


I grimaced. She knew I wasn't much of a wine person.


Laughing, Lynne sighed. "Men ... There's beer in the fridge."


"Kady's already two bottles ahead of you," Noelle chimed in.


I nodded and left the kitchen, already hoisting my black leather messenger bag over my head on the way to my bedroom. A couple of familiar faces turned and said "Hi" to me as I passed. Marcy was Lynne's friend, and one of the few other straight girls around. Ricki and Emily were a butch couple. And Amber of course lived upstairs.


Wait, Amber?


I did a double-take, my eyes going wide in surprise to see the gorgeous blonde holding a wine glass while chatting with pretty Emily. She noticed I'd stopped dead in my tracks and turned around to face her. And after nodding to Emily during a pause in the conversation, she sauntered over to me.


I blinked rapidly, that deer in the headlights expression on my face again. I still couldn't explain what it was about her that affected me so strongly. Instead of the calm, charismatic Big Ben I typically portrayed at a gathering such as this, I found myself a bundle of nerves that didn't know how to react.


Amber, on the other hand, had no such reservations. Frowning in mock annoyance, she reached over and punched my arm. "You didn't even tell them we're working on a project together?" she complained loudly. "You must be pretty into me if you're hiding that little part of our relationship."


"What are you doing here?" I blurted.


Amber cracked up and shook her head. "Smooth. Real smooth."


I rolled my eyes, not interested in impressing her. But I still apologized. "Sorry. Just surprised, that's all. I never saw you hanging out with this group before."


Amber shrugged. "We've been neighbors all year. I was just super busy while these girls were in the middle of Finals, so we didn't see much of each other back then. I came home from work and heard the commotion. So when I came downstairs, Lynne just invited me in."


I nodded and then gestured to my bag. "Uh, I'm just getting rid of this."


Amber smiled at me and said coquettishly, "Don't keep me waiting."


I wasn't sure how to respond to that, so I didn't. Just nodding slowly, I turned and went into my room. Only when I was safely behind a closed door with my bag on the floor did I realize my hands were shaking slightly and that my heart was racing. How the fuck did she do this to me?


It wasn't like I hadn't been around pretty girls before. Even as an underdeveloped 15-year-old, I wasn't this awkward around a goddess like Adrienne Dennis. I'd grown accustomed to physical beauty after years and years of hanging out with – and conquering – nubile co-eds and even older women like Keira and Viktoriya. And yet the merest glimpse of Amber had my lungs feeling tight and my underwear feeling tighter.


I realized that I couldn't hide in my bedroom forever. And I also realized I could NOT let Amber continue to get to me. She was pretty, for sure. Fuck, she looked so much like Dawn, it was scary. That was probably why her physical appearance affected me so much. Yeah, that was it. But she wasn't Dawn. And I resolved not to let her get under my skin so much. I was a grown adult, a mature 21-year-old. Even if Amber had some less-than-holy designs on me, I could handle them. She was just another girl, and I had hung around lots of pretty girls for the last few years without letting it bother me. I could do this.


Steeling my spine and taking a deep breath, I popped open the door and returned to the party. Amber was talking to Emily again and she looked my way as I returned to the living room. But I just passed her by and returned to the kitchen. Lynne tried to tempt me into a glass of wine again, but I just opened the fridge and grabbed a beer bottle. After popping the cap, I spotted Kady sitting on the couch chatting with Saffron and immediately headed over to them.


"Hey, how was work?" I asked casually as I sat down beside Kady.


"Fuck work. Who wants to talk about work?" Kady drawled, already a little buzzed. She dropped a hand onto my thigh, leering at me before elbowing Saffron in the ribs. "Let's talk about sex."


I arched an eyebrow as I realized Kady was dead serious. She turned first to Saffron, knowing full well that the pretty blonde was bisexual, and bluntly asked, "So when was the last time you did a guy?"


Saffron's eyes popped wide open, but then hummed as she sipped from her wine glass and thought about it. If anyone other than Kady had asked that question, she might very well have dismissed it. But this was Kady, and it was a party, and we were all friends. Smirking at me, Saffron then shrugged and replied, "That would be Leonard, back before we broke up."


"Oh, right, the ex-boyfriend." Kady nodded. "Do you miss it? Not him, the dick."


My eyes were getting bigger at the audacity of Kady's questions. Saffron was already chuckling into her wine glass. But as she pulled away, I realized that Saffron was going to go ahead and answer.


This was shaping up to be an interesting night.





By 10pm, there were twelve people hanging around the apartment. Couches had been pushed to the walls and the dining table as well, leaving a wide middle area where people could dance. The lights had been dimmed and somebody's iPod was docked to Lynne's speaker system. And everyone sort of rotated between dancing, drinking, and chatting by the couches.


Of the twelve people, nine were girls, leaving just three guys, including me. The other two guys were a gay couple, meaning that I was the only straight guy. Not that it really mattered. Everyone sort of danced in a group, and while people would pair off for the sheer fun of dancing one-on-one with somebody, there weren't really any rules about who could dance with whom. Gay girls danced with me. Straight girls danced with me. Heck, the gay guys danced with me, although I made it clear I didn't want one of their butts rubbed against my crotch.


The assembled group was a little too large for childish party games like Truth or Dare and Spin-the-Bottle, but wasn't so large that you could disappear into the background. Topics of all sorts were being discussed, ranging from gossip about other girls to the finer points of merlot versus cabernet and even a conversation about which was the best anal lube. Nothing was really off-limits. We had people across the spectrum of sexual orientations, we were all 19 and up in age, and most everyone had imbibed quite a bit of alcohol.


I chatted with whoever wanted to chat with me. I danced with whoever wanted to dance with me. And I drank pretty much anything someone put into my hands, even the wine. For the very first time since getting dumped by Dawn, I got hammered.


It was in this state of who-the-fuck-cares drunkenness that I found myself sitting on a couch with Amber in my lap. I'd been avoiding her all night, only making enough small talk to keep things from becoming TOO awkward. But she kept coming and coming. About twenty minutes ago, I just decided to fuck it and let her hang around me, and now she was sitting sideways with her left arm around my neck and a wine glass in her right hand. Butch Ricki was showing off her ear piercings, each one of which had a special story behind it. And Amber was asking questions to keep Ricki going.


But sweet Emily arrived just then, tapping her girlfriend on the shoulder. "Hey sugar. Time to go."


"Go? Why?" Ricki complained.


Emily jerked a thumb over to the door. "Chris is doing a shuttle run in his minivan. Best chance for us to get home without having to drive."


Ricki scowled but nodded. Chris didn't drink, so it made sense that he would collect some of the gathered guests and give them a safe trip home. Everyone here lived pretty close by.


"You ever want to get something pierced, you let me know," Ricki offered Amber before slapping me in the chest. "Can you imagine how fucking hot this girl would look with a tongue stud? Orgasm city!"


Ricki then stuck out her own tongue, showing off the silver ball imbedded in it. I quickly flashed my eyes to Amber, imagining what the gorgeous blonde would look like kneeling before my cock with a gaping mouth just ready to rub that kind of silver stud against the underside of my shaft. And from the sparkle in her blue eyes, I imagine she was thinking something along the same lines.


But then Ricki was gone, and the commotion by the front door as people said their goodbyes had pretty much everyone's attention. I found that I was losing myself into Amber's pretty blue eyes, and the longer I stared at her the more I started to see Dawn's face in front of me instead. My heartbeat quickened. My lungs tightened. And when she tilted her head and leaned into me, my heart sang with joy at the idea that my soulmate had come back.


Our first kiss was spectacular. Her lips were infinitely soft and yet passionately firm. Her tongue – tongue stud or not – was supple inside my mouth. And the merest scent of her intoxicated me in a way the plentiful alcohol could not even match. It was, in a word: volcanic.


But just as soon as it started, my brain woke up enough to realize who I was actually kissing. This wasn't Dawn, and the simplest fact that I was fantasizing it was made this kiss just so, sooo wrong. I quickly jerked my head away from her. Amber pouted at me for a brief second before I turned my head and distinctly avoided her gaze. A moment later, she leaned in and lay the side of her head against mine.


"I'm sorry," we both said at the same time. Startled by the simultaneous apology, I looked over at her. And to my surprise, I found that Amber was gazing at me with a look every bit as haunted as the way I felt.


Time slowed down to a crawl. I wasn't sure what I was expecting to see on Amber's face, but this expression wasn't it. She didn't look predatory, like a girl on the hunt to seduce me. She didn't look frustrated, like a girl trying to seduce me but not yet succeeding. And she didn't look embarrassed, the way someone might be after a kiss that shouldn't have happened.


Instead, Amber looked ... lost. She looked confused, as if she hadn't been sure exactly who SHE was kissing either. Biting her lower lip, she quickly turned and slid off my lap. And without another word, she picked up her wine glass and walked away.


Dumbfounded, I watched her go. She went straight to Lynne, bending down to hug the much smaller brunette and then saying something I couldn't hear. The two girls nodded, and then after glancing back to me with that same haunted expression on her face, Amber turned and left, presumably to go upstairs to her own apartment.


Confused, I remained where I was seated as the remaining guests said their goodbyes. One-by-one, they all departed until it was just me, Lynne, Kady, and Noelle. With the front door now closed, the three girls were talking about something in the kitchen while I just sort of stared off into the abyss. And with a deep sigh, I looked down into what was left of my beer bottle and then upended it into my mouth, chugging the last few ounces in a single gulp.


When I dropped my head back down and removed the bottle from my face, I found that Lynne was sitting right beside me. Reaching up with her right hand, she gently brushed her fingertips down the side of my cheek. And then leaning forward, she pecked the same cheek while saying, "See you tomorrow."


She was up and into the hallway before I really responded. My head still a little thick, I frowned and looked after her, mumbling, "Wait, what?" in confusion, but she was already just about out of hearing range.


No matter, I felt a pair of hands tugging at my own, and looked up to see Kady's perky face above me. "Come on, stud. I'm drunk. I'm horny. And you're finally gonna pay up for all the cunt-teasing you've done to me for the past couple of months."


My eyes went wide in surprise at her words. But then there was Noelle right beside me with an amused expression on her face. The two girls got me to my feet and then dragged me out the front door. Buoyed by their giggling voices and gentle exhortations of, "Come on! Come on!" I let myself be led up the stairs and into their apartment. And once the door was closed behind us, while Kady and Noelle launched themselves at each other in a wickedly hot Sapphic kiss not two feet in front of my nose, the sexual creature inside me reared up through the alcoholic haze.


What the hell. This should be fun.





"You always did like staring at my ass," Kady groaned as I caressed her tender buttflesh with the palm of my hand. "But less staring and more fucking, will ya?"


Slowly, I withdrew myself backward, my eyes locked onto the perfect curvature of Kady's well-toned ass. The two hemispheres were so firm from constant workouts that my thumbs couldn't even dent the cheeks. They were so tight that they were actually a little concave, as if she were perpetually clenching them, but she certainly wasn't clenching them right now.


If she were, I would have felt it. My dick was currently four inches inside Kady's scarcely used vaginal canal, at least scarcely used by a live, male dick. She'd only ever had two different ones in her entire life: her one experimental boyfriend's when she was still trying to figure out her sexuality, and mine. I hadn't stretched her pussy since High School, and apparently none of her wide array of vibrators and dildos was quite as thick as me, so I still needed to go slow as I pumped myself in and out of her exquisitely tight channel.


"Someday, I'm gonna fuck this ass," I groaned, in seventh heaven as my alcohol-inspired bliss was augmented by the pleasurable sensations shooting up and down my spine. I ran my right thumb into the cleft of her buttcheeks, the globes so firm that they didn't even touch in the middle. And when I buzzed my thumb over her wrinkled anus, causing Kady to now clench and twitch away from my touch momentarily, I switched both hands to her bony hips and rapidly drew her body back against mine, swiftly impaling the full length of my dick in her to the hilt.


"Ohhwaaaughhh," Kady groaned as she was stretched as much as she'd ever been in her life.


I drooled a bit, my lip muscles deadened from the copious amounts of alcohol I'd consumed this night. I slurped it back into my mouth before the string of spittle actually released however, lest I mar the perfect tableau of my dick skewering Kady-fucking-Jacobsen's perfect peach. My mind was swirling in absolute ecstasy as I both felt and saw my thick shaft sliding in and out of Kady's tight snatch while surrounded by these heavenly globes.


"How does it feel?" Noelle groaned from right in front of us. The busty dirty-blonde was completely naked and soaked in sweat, her damp bangs darkened further toward brown while plastered to her forehead. Sitting upright against the headboard, she hefted one of her own D-cup tits to her mouth, sucking on the nipple and groaning while slowly diddling her own clit and watching the live heterosexual act taking place before her. She was still recovering from the multiple orgasms Kady had given her with agile tongue, nimble fingers, and a powerful little vibrator named Bottle Rocket.


After entering the apartment, the two gorgeous lesbians had left a trail of clothing all the way to their bedroom and then spent more than thirty minutes making sweaty monkey-love while I sat in a wing chair with my jaw on the floor and my hand on my dick. Noelle had initially been nervous about my presence while the girls made love, this apparently being the first time she'd ever been naked in front of a man. But Kady's unrelenting assault combined with the inhibition-lowering properties of the wine she'd been drinking all night let her at least start the sex act. After she got her first orgasm, she stopped looking over at me every five seconds and concentrated on interacting with her lover. After her second orgasm she ceased to care that I was even there. And after her third, Noelle began to openly perform for me, lewdly spreading Kady's pink labia with her fingers and staring at me until she was sure she had my attention, making a big show of extending her tongue upward to lick at the pretty pussy.


I'd initially planned to wait for an invitation to join them. Though Kady had made clear last Sunday that she wanted me to fuck her brains out – and indeed had dragged me up here tonight for that express purpose – I didn't want to interpose myself into the girls' lovemaking before they were ready. A couple in love is a delicate thing to unbalance, and I wanted to make absolutely sure that Noelle was comfortable before I climbed onto that bed.


That was the intention, at least. But after thirty minutes of watching two unbelievably hot college co-eds dyking it out and shoving fingers into each other's cunts, I just couldn't wait anymore. Noelle was flat on her back, moaning in ecstasy and twiddling her own sensitive nipples while Kady furiously knelt between her legs and ate her out. That meant Kady's perfect ass was wriggling right at me, seeming to invite me of its own accord. And with lust completely conquering my mind, I took that as invitation enough.


In two seconds, I was kneeling on the bed behind the horny redhead, grabbing onto her hips and yanking her up into position while she gasped in surprise. Less than a second later, I was sinking my fat cock up her twat, proving that no mere vibrator could stretch her out like me. And all the while, Kady just screamed out my name, yelling, "Yes, Ben! Yes! Fuck me! FUCK ME, BEN! SHOVE THAT FUCKING BIG BASEBALL BAT UP MY TEENY-TINY CUNT!"


As I mentioned before, it was slow going at first. Kady was just so tight and she had such a skinny body that I wasn't capable of pumping any faster, despite her plentiful lubrication. But after about five minutes of slow-dicking, she started to loosen and we picked up speed. And right about then, Noelle decided that she just had to get a closer look.


"Stop for just a second," she commanded in a husky voice. And in a mouthwateringly sexy Southern drawl, she added, "I wanna see y'all fucking up close and personal."


I slowed down and then stopped my drilling, Kady quivering and hanging her head to pant as she absorbed the filling sensations of my cock fully imbedded in her cunt. Noelle flipped onto her back and crawled beneath Kady in a sixty-nine position, shuffling her hips until she was just in the right place, gasping in awe. "It's fucking bigger than I thought..."


Smiling smugly, I started pumping into Kady once again.


"It doesn't hurt?" Noelle queried warily.


"Fuck no. Feels fucking gooood," Kady moaned. The skinny redhead dropped her head down, tonguing her girlfriend's snatch if for no other reason than to have something else to focus on. Likewise, Noelle started to lick at Kady's clit from below, but she repeatedly had to stop and giggle as she tried to get used to the distinctly unfamiliar sensation of having my ball sac banging into her forehead on every thrust.


"Here, higher," I urged, lifting Kady's hips and straightening the angle of my own legs to elevate our fucking a couple of inches. Now Noelle couldn't actually reach Kady's clit with her tongue, and had to settle for reaching up to finger her girlfriend or flipping her hand so that she could palm the redhead's swaying tits. But at least now my balls weren't swinging against her head.


"I'm cumming," Kady whispered very quietly. Pulling her head up from Noelle's crotch and turning her face to the side with a grimace. "I'm cumming."


Inside, I felt her pussy muscles begin to clamp down on me harder and harder. She was almost trying to fight it off, holding the orgasm in, which would explain the faintness of her voice. But as the pressure built and built inside her, so did the volume of her urgent warnings. "I'm cumming!" she gasped. "I'm cumming!"


"Cum, baby, cum," Noelle urged, now fondling both nipples and straining her neck up to tongue-swipe at Kady's clit, swinging balls be damned. "I want to see you cum on his cock!"


"Cock! Cock! Cock!" Kady whimpered. "I can't believe I've got a real cock inside me!"


"Fucking better believe it, because I'm looking right at it," Noelle drawled. "Never thought I'd say this, but this actually turns me on! Cum, baby, cum!"


"I'M CUMMING!" Kady now brayed. "I'M CUMMING!"


And indeed she was. Her pussy muscles locked up, grabbing onto my dick with about six inches inside and holding so tight that I worried she would never let me go. I had to stop thrusting, unable to really move as the tremors began somewhere up by Kady's shoulders and began rolling like an earthquake down her spine.


"CUMMING!" Kady screamed. "I'M CUMMING ON YOUR COCK! FUCK ME, DAMMIT! FUCK ME WITH YOUR BIG DAMN FUCKING COCK!"


I tried. I really tried. Kady's pussy muscles began spasming, releasing me just enough to let me move a couple of inches before they clamped down again and stopped my movement. My hips were still pumping though, so whenever her cunt muscles grabbed on and wouldn't let me go, I ended up just roughly shoving Kady's entire body forward a few inches or pulled it back. Her knees lost their grip on the bed and she collapsed right back down onto Noelle's face, my own legs splitting into a triangle as I lost my balance as well.


And right there, with Kady's dick-filled pussy smashing into her girlfriend's nose, her orgasm finally exploded. "OHHHWWAAAAAUUUGGGHHH!!!" Kady shrieked.


"Mmmph!" Noelle mumbled in surprise with a face full of cunt.


"NNNGH!" I grunted, desperately holding my own ejaculation at bay. Belatedly I remembered that duh, Kady Jacobsen is a lesbian, and a Catholic on top of that. She might not be nearly as devout as Paige, but I still reasoned the girl wasn't on any birth control. And despite the alcoholic fog clouding my brain, I knew better than to blast off inside her.


"Auuuuughhh!" Kady screamed again.


"Nnnghhh!" I fought to pull myself out, straining against the incredible clamping power of Kady's inner muscles.


"Aaaghhhaaahhhh..." Kady finally sighed, her body going limp.


I jerked myself out just as I felt myself about to lose control. Desperate to avoid spurting any of my dangerous sperm into the hot redhead's womb, I roughly rotated her hips to the left and tossed her onto her back. And then grabbing onto my waving prick, I simply held it in a straight line and jacked it furiously while the cum raced up my shaft and exploded into the air.


"AAAAHH!" Noelle shrieked as she felt the first scalding droplets of my cum spraying down onto her body. The first couple of shots landed as far away as her belly, painting a line that ran toward me and up onto the mountainous tits sitting proudly atop her chest. The rest lost power and dribbled straight out of me, where they dropped like bombs to splatter all over Noelle's face. Hours of flirting with beautiful girls down in Lynne's apartment, including Amber, had primed me for tonight. More than thirty minutes of watching the two of them dyking it out had built up the reservoir being stored in my balls. And of course, years and years of greater than average demand had trained my testicles to manufacture a lot more sperm than the typical male. The point is: I came buckets. And by the time I was done, Noelle's face was absolutely DRENCHED in mancum.


"Oh, shit," I gasped apologetically when I realized what had happened. I jerked my cock to the side and covered it with my hand, as if hiding it would somehow atone for spraying a confirmed lesbian in the face with nasty semen.


But to my surprise, and Kady's as well, Noelle just began braying with laughter. She always had a sweet face that seemed perpetually happy. And now that I saw that face all lit up with a big smile, I couldn't help but join in laughing as well. Kady turned about, and even though she was exhausted from her monumental orgasm, she was cracking up at the sight of her girlfriend with more creamy jizz covering her face than there was bare skin. And the sassy redhead was the first to crack, "Don't move. I wanna get my camera."


"You do that," Noelle giggled, reaching up to scrape a glob of jizz off her right breast and pop it into her mouth, tasting experimentally.


"You serious?" Kady gaped, slacked-jawed in shock.


"Dead serious. I want a picture of this to remember."


Blinking quickly, Kady just slipped off the bed and pulled open a drawer. Returning a few seconds later with a compact point-and-shoot, she squeezed off a couple of shots of her girlfriend's face, including one with Noelle holding up a glob of spunk on the tip of her finger while extending her tongue upward to meet it.


"You're insane," Kady breathed once she'd finished. "I'm gonna send one of these pics to your sister."


"Do that and I'm dumping your sorry ass in a heartbeat," Noelle shot back. That seemed to break the moment, and reaching out, she pleaded, "Get me a tissue?"


"Not enough," Kady reasoned before hopping off the bed again and dashing into the bathroom. She came back with a slightly damp hand towel, and as I backed away to give the girls some room, she lovingly cleaned off her girlfriend's face. "How did it taste?"


"Not bad. Not good, but not nearly as bad as you'd told me it would be," Noelle sighed as she sat up and gawked at my semi-hard prick.


"Whatever you say," Kady said with a frown before looking at me. "We might do this fucking thing a few more times, but you ain't never gonna get me to suck on that again."


I shrugged. "No worries."


"Speaking of doing that a few more times..." Kady grinned and reached out to her girlfriend. "Do you want to give it a try?"


"Oh, I don't know," Noelle hedged, wincing warily.


"C'mon. You can be on top and control things," Kady encouraged. "It was easier for me to do it that way my first time with him."


"Why don't you show me," Noelle suggested. "And then ... not tonight ... but maybe another night ... We'll see."


Kady nodded agreeably. "Works for me."


"Uh, doesn't yet work for me," I apologized, pointing at my semi-limp dick. "I need a recharge."


"How do you normally get it back up?" Kady frowned.


"Uh, well, usually the girl sucks it back up." I winced, and when Kady made a face, I quickly added, "But why don't you two just go ahead without me. I'll stroke myself and get hard again watching you."


Noelle shrugged as if to say 'works for me'. But Kady sighed and gave me an awkward pout. "But I wanna go for a ride now," she complained.


Wincing helplessly, I raised my dick and let it flop back halfway down.


"Fuck it," Kady spat before crawling over to me. "I'm gonna suck you, but you'd better not fucking cum in my mouth."


"Hey, hey, I promise. Just hard enough so you can get your ride," I assured her.


"Ooh, and lookit the bright side," Noelle chirped excitedly. "His thingy probably tastes like you right now. And we both know how yummy you taste!"


Kady's eyes lit up. "Well when you put it THAT way."


I just grinned as the hot redhead pushed me into a sitting position and then knelt to begin bobbing up and down my prick, keeping her lips tightly suctioned around my shaft and elongating my shaft with every upward pull. She hummed happily, noisily slurping up her own juices. And with the pleasant alcoholic bliss still buzzing around my brain, I mused on how I had a wonderful life.





-- MONDAY, JULY 18, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"You're a lucky sonovabitch, you know that?" Amber said out of nowhere from my left.


I glanced over to see the gorgeous blonde bombshell sashaying along the hallway toward me, curving her walking path to intercept mine ten feet ahead. She wore a smart black business suit with pinstriped skirt ending just above her shapely legs, a baby blue blouse, and a matching pinstriped jacket on top. Her fine hair was pulled into a functional updo that showed off the gracefulness of her neck. And flopping along incongruently was a visitor's badge loosely clipped to the front pocket above her left breast.


I just HAD to note that the top two buttons of her blouse were undone, showing me a small expanse of lush cleavage. Her tits were by no means obscene, but I felt my pulse quickening just to glimpse them.


When Amber came alongside me, instead of moving parallel to my path she actually reached out and bumped her hip into mine, knocking me off balance for a brief second. Scanning the hallway to ensure no one was in immediate hearing range, she leaned in close to me and whispered, "You're a fucking animal in bed, and you've got three gorgeous babes just begging for it every night."


I tried not to react and give her more ammunition, save for an arched eyebrow. But after checking around us once again, Amber just leaned in again and explained, "Lynne left her window open again on Saturday. And I actually listened to you take Noelle's sweet virginity last night."


That brought me up short. "No way. The window was closed and the walls aren't that thin."


Amber grinned. "I can still hear deep moaning, not to mention the way a headboard hits the wall. And after living next door all year, I can hear the difference between Kady and Noelle."


"But I didn't actually have sex with Noelle. You must've heard me with Kady and Noelle was just ... moaning," I stammered.


Amber gave me a curious look, searching my eyes for a second before spreading back into a grin. "You're a terrible liar, you know that? Point is: I've spent all weekend rubbing myself while listening to you fuck other girls."


Biting my lip, I stopped walking and grabbed Amber's hand, pulling her against a side wall and out of the main pathway, as if that would give us any better privacy. Leaning in, I hissed, "This isn't exactly polite conversation for an office."


"Well you keep avoiding me around the apartments. I saw you Saturday afternoon and called out. But you just ducked your head and hurried into your place before I could catch up. After that pleasant makeout session Friday night, you could make a girl feel kinda used."


Grimacing, I pulled on Amber's hand to bring her in tighter. "What do you want from me?"


Amber blinked. "Isn't it obvious? I want some of what you're giving the other girls."


"I told you that wasn't going to happen," I hissed. "And a girl as gorgeous as you could find a hundred other guys willing to do the job."


"Nuh-uh." She shook her head emphatically. "I understand the male brain. You want to fuck everything that moves, and I'm cool with that. I don't mind you having other lovers beside me. But you expect your girls to be pure, virginal, and dedicated only to you. If I fuck another guy, I'll never get you."


My shoulders stooped. She kind of had a point there. Maybe it wasn't fair, but if I knew she was schtupping someone else, it would make me want her even less. But I shook my head to clear those thoughts. "Not an issue, since you're not going to get me anyway. Might as well get your cookies from someone else."


"Why is that, exactly? Why are you SO adamant that you not sleep with me? If any other girl came up to you and propositioned you, you wouldn't be nearly so harsh about turning her down."


She had a point again. Biting my lip, I thought about that and finally just said, "I don't like you. You said it yourself: you're a spoiled little rich girl used to getting whatever she wants. I don't like those kinds of people, thinking they're just entitled to have everything. I value a person who is just as beautiful inside as they are on the outside."


Amber blinked twice and then just spaced out on me. No really, her eyes drifted away and her lips parted for a brief moment. It was the same sort of look she'd given me after we'd kissed that one time at the party, and it happened so suddenly again that it caught me off-guard. "Hey ... you okay?"


Blinking rapidly, Amber shook her head and seemed to return to Earth. She stuttered for a second before saying mysteriously, "We kinda hated each other at first, too."


"What?" I muttered in absolute confusion.


"Nevermind. We have a meeting in ten minutes. I'll see you there." Abruptly, Amber jerked her hand out of mine. I hadn't even realized I was still holding it. Spinning on her heel, she quickly walked off down the hall. And despite my better judgment, I couldn't help but gawk at her swaying ass as she left.


I wasn't the only one. Keith Myers stepped up by my side ten seconds later, sighing rapturously. "Good LORD that is one beautiful woman."


Looking after her, I found my eyes clouding over with a vision of Dawn. Frowning angrily, I turned and stomped off in the other direction. "Don't remind me."





-- WEDNESDAY, JULY 20, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



It was a typical night for my current life in estrogen-land. I went to work. I came home from work. And I shared a pleasant dinner with wonderful friends. After the meal was finished, I went over to my laptop and took care of my email and caught up on the news while the girls chatted amongst themselves. And after about an hour, Kady and Noelle both came over to kiss my cheeks goodbye before they headed out the door and up to their own place.


"Man, give Kady an inch and she'll try to steal the whole nine yards," Lynne sighed as she flopped onto the couch beside me.


I finished up the news article I was reading about Star Trek's Scotty having died earlier today. But then closing up the laptop, I set it aside and asked, "What did she do?"


Lynne smirked at me. "Not what she did, but what she tried to do. She tried to talk me into letting her drag you upstairs tonight."


I smiled and thought of the pretty redhead and her buxom blonde girlfriend. Noelle was progressing along nicely in her exploration of male-female intercourse, and I'd been playing around with Kady's asshole enough that I seriously thought I had a chance at sodomizing her before the month was over.


"Hey!" Lynne bopped my forehead with her palm, shaking me from my momentary fantasy, and she shot me an indignant look. I wiped the smug grin off my face as she complained, "They got you last night already!"


I shrugged and replied, "And you got me the night before."


"Exactly. We're taking turns. And tonight's MY night."


I fought the urge to smirk and instead adopted a sage, serious expression. "Wise King Solomon understands. The solution, therefore, is to just have all four of us in bed together every night."


Lynne bopped my forehead again, this time hard enough to actually hurt a little.


Grimacing, I rubbed my forehead and scowled at her. "Awfully jealous for a girl who claims not to be in love with me anymore."


"Shaddup," Lynne huffed. "I already admitted a part of me is still in love with you. And of course I'm still quite seriously in lust with you. I'm serious about us being 'just friends', and about us not spending TOO much time together. But I've allocated myself every other night and I'll be damned if Kady shoehorns in on what's mine!"


I chuckled and shook my head. Whether she openly acknowledged it or not, Lynne and I were still in a relationship. She tried not to love me, but couldn't make herself stop, either. Her solution thus far had been to tightly limit our intimacy, to set boundaries beyond which she would not cross. More than once, I'd joked that we were now "half-together". And today was the "on" half.


"Look what you've done," Lynne sighed. "You've gotten me all annoyed with you. And here I was, planning to just drag you into my bedroom right away."


I smiled and gestured toward the hallway, taking her hand with my own. "I'm sure I can put you back in the right mood."


"Nuh-uh," Lynne replied with a fresh sparkle in her eye and a sadistic grin. "I've already decided how you're gonna make it up to me. You're gonna sit here and cuddle with me all night while we watch 'The Notebook'."


I groaned deep and loud. "Seriously?"


"Damn straight. Hey, you even said the sex scenes are pretty hot."


"But it's just sooo ... ugh..."


"Hey! You wanna get laid tonight or not? Hold me in your arms while I bliss out to sappy romance. I'll get aroused and start giving you a handjob right here on this couch. And if you're lucky, we'll pause the movie to try and re-enact the sex scenes right here."


I arched an eyebrow skeptically. "And let you fantasize it's Ryan Gosling porking you?"


Lynne shrugged. "You can imagine I'm Rachel McAdams."


"Don't need to. You're prettier than she is."


Lynne's jaw dropped open slightly. Her eyes softened and she stared at me with a mix of wonder and adoration. But a second later, she shook her head. "Nice try, buster. You almost got me. But we're still watching the movie."


I sighed in resignation, and Lynne got off the couch to fetch the DVD.


Women.





Thirty minutes into the movie, I was more or less completely ignoring it. I'd already seen it twice, once in the theater with Dawn and again on DVD with Lynne when we were still 'nottogether'. Instead, my focus was all on rubbing my nose into the back of Lynne's neck, inhaling her sweet scent and running my hands all over her nubile body. She had a dynamite ass, quite perky even if it wasn't as muscularly toned as Kady's. She let me rub her thighs and belly before slipping my hand underneath her shirt to fondle her tits. And she was indeed getting quite aroused letting me feel her up while she watched the romance unfolding on-screen.


But then the doorbell rang. I quickly jerked my hands out of Lynne's clothes, turning to look at the door. Sighing in mild disappointment, she hit the pause button and then turned to look over at the door herself before glancing back at me.


I quickly got to my feet, pausing to rearrange the erection that had been forming in my shorts. I went over to the door, peeked through the peephole, and then jerked back in surprise. Opening the door, I greeted questioningly, "Amber?"


"Hi, Ben," she replied, looking absolutely incredible. In the July evening warmth, she wore short shorts that barely extended past her crotch and showed off the long length of her legs. Her top was a relatively plain pink cami that was long enough to run below her hips, so that only a couple inches of her shorts were even visible. The thin shoulder straps exposed a lot of skin. And the plunging V-neck put her big tits on full display. Her light blonde hair was loosely held up against the back of her head with a blue jaw clip. And she rather nervously wrapped her long arms around her own torso, hugging herself while subconsciously squeezing her tits together between her biceps.


As usual, I immediately felt my heart speed up. And the chubby in my shorts got even stiffer as I couldn't help myself from running my eyes up and down to give her a quick once over. But then I noticed that Amber wasn't exactly looking at me. Biting her lower lip, she seemed honestly anxious at the moment, a sharp contrast to her normally direct and almost cocky demeanor.


For some reason, that relaxed me. I wasn't feeling defensive, and the White Knight in me felt the urge to reach out and comfort her from whatever was causing her the anxiety. "Hey," I replied. "What's up?"


"I, uh..." she stumbled before turning her eyes to my left. Lynne had come up beside me, drawing away Amber's attention. "Hi, Lynne. How's it going? Uh, I'm not interrupting something, am I?"


"Oh, no, of course not. We're just watching a movie," Lynne explained. "Can we do something for you?"


Clicking her eyes back and forth between us for a second, Amber settled on Lynne. "Um, actually. Would you mind if I talked to Ben for a bit?"


"Uh, no. Not at all," Lynne replied politely. She looked into the apartment, jerking a thumb back and saying, "I'll just be in my room."


"Actually..." Amber turned and looked to me. "Can we go for a walk?"


Most of my instincts told me to turn her down. Amber had made it clear from the beginning that she wanted to fuck me, and despite my repeated rejections, she was still coming onto me. If the roles had been reversed, and I had practically been a male stalker, any girl would have been inclined to call the cops on me. Now perhaps things weren't that bad for me, but I didn't want to encourage her predations any further.


On the other hand, Amber looked so sweet and vulnerable in this moment that I couldn't bring myself to reject her again. She wasn't asking me to go upstairs and fuck her brains out; she just wanted to go for a walk. Surely I was man enough to handle that. "Um, sure," I replied with a shrug. I looked back at Lynne, who just shrugged with a mysterious expression on her face. And then I walked out the door, letting Lynne close it behind me.


"Where to?" I asked.


Amber shrugged and waved out to the sidewalks. "The campus is always nice."


I nodded and we set off. We crossed Sand Hill and headed up toward the Stanford Medical Center. We made small talk until Amber began pointing out the various building of her campus. She'd had a lecture in that building and T.A.'d an undergraduate course in another. She now had an office in the Packard Children's hospital off to our left. I nodded agreeably, going along with the conversation and waiting for her to get to the point. Clearly, Amber hadn't come by just to show me the Stanford school.


We left the Medical campus and started down Roth, heading for The Oval Park. That was when Amber finally took a deep breath and said, "I like you."


That got an eyebrow raise from me and I glanced over at her. "You like me?"


She nodded and blushed cutely. "I really like you."


I snorted. "You mean you want to jump me."


She shrugged. "That too. That's definitely the way things started. I've heard you and Lynne for the last couple of months, and you piqued my interest that one night when you had her screaming her head off with the window open. I never would have made a move if you were her boyfriend, but you said you were just friends and when I asked the girls about you they all insisted that you were single and fair game and ... I'm sorry. I know I came on a little strongly. Some guys like that."


I sighed. "A lot of guys like that."


"But not you."


"It's not that."


"Then what is it?" Amber took a deep breath and looked around. "At first, I thought you were just playing hard to get. I thought you were turning me down, promising me that it would never happen as a way to challenge me, to get me even MORE interested in you. So I played along. I hunted you, you pushed me back, and we had this give and take that just got me hotter and hotter."


I frowned and looked over at her. "That's not what I meant. I never intended to just bait you as a way of teasing."


"I thought you were, especially when we had that little cat and mouse thing at the party last Friday. You kept talking to me, just enough to hold my interest, and then you'd disappear and make me come after you again. I was just about to give up when you let me sit in your lap and we started making out."


"I was drunk and tired of trying to push you away. I didn't want to make things awkward for everybody at the party."


Amber frowned, looking smaller and smaller. "So ... you really DON'T like me."


She sounded so hurt that I immediately replied, "It's not that."


Taking a deep breath, Amber looked at me again seriously and repeated, "Then what is it?"


I didn't answer her. I stopped walking, and Amber stopped with me. She just waited me out, anxiously staring at my face. And with a helpless shrug, I turned away and muttered, "I don't know."


"Let's get everything out in the open. I like you. I think you're handsome, intelligent, and quite charming when you aren't trying to push me away. I've seen the way you handle yourself amongst ALL those girls, even the butch ones. You're polite without being a wuss, you're confident without being sleazy, and it really doesn't hurt that I can literally hear through my wall just how good you are in bed. I'm attracted to you, and I want to get closer to you."


I blinked in surprise. Amber had indeed laid it all out. "So what ... you want to date me?"


She blushed and smiled radiantly. I swear her teeth actually sparkled. "I guess I do. This may be the most awkward way I've ever gone about this, and I don't remember the last time I had to ask a guy out on a date. But yeah, I'll do that." She took a deep breath and looked me right in the eye. "Will you go out with me?"


Instantly, I thought of Lynne. Grimacing while also giving her an apologetic look, I replied quietly, "I can't."


Amber's face fell. She'd made herself quite vulnerable, asking me out, and it had to really hurt her to be rejected. "What did I do wrong? Is it because I came on too strong in the beginning? Do you just not like me? I thought we really had good chemistry."


Instantly, I wanted to console her. "We do, actually. Gawd, you get me so hard just to look at you."


"Really?" she perked up.


I quickly held my hands up and averted my eyes, lest I ogle her body again. She really was soooo damn fuckable in those shorts and that skimpy camisole. Taking a deep breath, I replied more seriously, "I can't. I'm ... I'm..." I thought of Lynne. "I'm taken."


Frowning, Amber furrowed her eyebrows. "By who?"


"You already know. There's Kady and Noelle and especially Lynne."


"Lynne insists that you're just friends."


I sighed. "Lynne hides a lot about her feelings, even from herself."


"So you two ARE together?"


"Half-together," I mumbled almost to myself. "It's complicated."


"I see." Amber pinched her lips. "But what about Kady and Noelle?"


"That's just ... recreational, for all parties."


"I thought so."


"But sex is still a complication for us. Sex changes people. I'm intimate with them now, and they expect things from me. Just tonight, Kady and Lynne apparently got into a little tiff over who got to take me home. Even though we aren't ... dating ... I still have obligations to them, obligations that would interfere with you and me having a dating relationship, and vice versa."


"I see." Amber sighed in disappointment. She paused and looked southward. We were just about at the intersection of Roth and Palm, with the classic Stanford view straight up The Oval Park and to the main buildings beyond. The campus was all lit up at night, and she lost herself in the view for a little while.


"I'm sorry," I apologized at length.


"What if..." she began before figuring out the rest. Taking a deep breath, she looked at me and said, "I still like you, though. I still want to get to know you better, if that's alright. Maybe we could at least be friends?"


I blinked in surprise. "Uh, yeah, we could do that."


Amber smiled. "And you're right. Sex complicates a lot of things. Even though they all insist that you're just friends and just a single guy, I can understand how all three of those girls have some investment in you. I suppose it wouldn't be fair to try and take that away from them."


I nodded in agreement.


"But maybe we could ... I dunno ... just have coffee or something some days. Or maybe we could do lunch? I'm sure I can swing by your office or you can come over to the hospital during the days. We can even talk about work."


Amber sounded so hopeful that I couldn't bring myself to turn her down. Lots of people talked about doing lunch "sometime" without ever really doing it. "Sure. Sounds good."


Amber nodded and then gave me a wistful smile, perhaps hearing the hollow ring in my agreement. While our conversation had ended without acrimony, she couldn't help but be a little disappointed. Looking back westward, she took a deep breath and said sadly, "I'd better get you back to your ... not-girlfriend."


I agreed, eager to return to Lynne. "Thanks."





Amber and I were gone for about an hour in total, so the movie was still playing when I returned. Lynne looked up in surprise when I opened the door. "Back so soon?" she queried with a strange look on her face.


"You seem surprised."


She shrugged and sighed. "I half-expected you to spend the night with her."


"Excuse me?"


She smirked at me. "It doesn't take a rocket scientist to realize you two are totally into each other."


"What are you talking about? I have zero interest in her."


"Yeah, right." Lynne shook her head. "I've only seen you two together twice, and both times the playful banter between you was white hot. I can see the sweat beading on your forehead whenever you stare at her, and I recognize the bulge in your shorts. Amber's exactly your type."


"Physical 'type' isn't everything," I insisted as I flopped down onto the couch beside Lynne, patting her knee. "Besides, I wanted to come home to you."


The pretty brunette frowned for a moment, her eyebrows pinching together as she processed that. "Did Amber ask you out?" she asked speculatively.


"Uh, yeah," I admitted.


"You turned her down?"


I gestured to my presence here on the couch. "Uh, clearly."


"Why?"


I blinked quickly. "I wasn't interested."


"Really?"


"Really."


"Bullshit." Lynne pivoted on the couch, putting her ass on the very edge and rotating so that she was more or less facing me. "I see the way you look at her, and I see the way you act around her. You're like a boy in grade school, pulling hair and throwing rocks at the cute girl because you can't admit that you really like her. We literally have dozens of girls hanging around us at all times. You act just fine around each and every one of them. Only Amber gets you all riled up, so don't try and pretend to me that you're 'not interested'."


"I'm attracted to her," I admitted. "You're right: physically, Amber's my type. Hell, she's the 'type' for 90% of the straight male population, and a good chunk of the lesbian population I'm sure. But that doesn't mean I want to date her."


"Why not?"


"Because ... well ... uh ... I'd rather be here with you!"


"Seriously?" Lynne rolled her eyes and pointed to the paused TV. "The Notebook?"


I grimaced. "Well, not 'The Notebook'. But I'm willing to put up with it for you. Weren't we having a good time? Cuddling together on the couch on a lazy evening, with hints of something more ... carnal ... later on?"


"Ohmigawwwd," Lynne exclaimed, jerking up onto her feet and stalking away from me. She put her hands on her head and paced around, grimacing angrily for a few seconds before stomping right back to me. "Don't tell me this, Ben! Don't tell me that you turned down Amber for ME."


Feeling a sense of déjà vu, I stammered and nearly blurted that I did. But with Lynne having just ordered me NOT to tell her that, I wisely pinched my lips shut.


"FUCK!" Lynne barked and then bent over, bringing her face down to mine. She was so terrifying that I wasn't even tempted to glance at her cleavage. "We are NOT together, Ben."


There was that déjà vu once again. I suddenly remembered my last 'nottogether' relationship, with Adrienne screaming in my face for turning down Helene McGregory.


"We're friends," Lynne railed. "Just friends. Yeah, we've continued fucking, mostly because it's fun and also because you're unattached. But don't let that be an excuse for you not to get out there and see someone else! I'm not your girlfriend anymore. Dawn is not your girlfriend anymore. You've got to get off your ass and get back out there in the world. And there's a beautiful girl upstairs who is so clearly into you and desperately wants you to give her the Big Ben Experience! Do it!"


"What, you're telling me to go out and date Amber?"


"YES!"


"No way."


"Why not?"


It suddenly came to me. For more than a week now, there had been a significant mental roadblock outright ORDERING me not to let Amber get close to me. Multiple times tonight, Amber had asked me, 'What is it?' She knew that there was this vague reason floating around in my brain for why I couldn't date her, but I hadn't been able to tell her exactly what that reason was.


It wasn't that she'd come on too strongly. The using me like a piece of meat was initially annoying, but I actually liked sexual aggression in a girl. It wasn't even that she reminded me of Dawn. If anything, that aspect of her appearance made me want her even more. The reality was that I'd been terribly attracted to Amber from the moment we met, carrying through to the sunblock thing by the pool and her little seductive moment in the Victoria's Secret robe. But there was a damn good reason why I couldn't date Amber, and it had everything to do with Lynne.


"Because she's my type. That's why."


Lynne gawked at me like I'd just told her I was gay. She was confused beyond reason, and canting her head to the side, she wondered aloud, "Why the hell would THAT be your big reason not to go out with her?"


"Because you told me less than two weeks ago that you thought you weren't good enough for me. You complained that you were short, plain, and flat-chested. You insisted ... with quite the crazed demeanor I might add ... that my legendary sex god stuff was reserved for true goddesses or some such bullshit." I shook my head in frustration. "After all that, how could I possibly go and quote 'trade you up' for a tall, busty, blue-eyed blonde? How heartless would that make me seem?"


Lynne pinched her lips together, calming down as she measured my words. "On the surface, it would kinda be a kick in the teeth to my ego."


"Exactly."


Taking a deep breath, Lynne reached up and bopped me on the forehead.


"Oww!" I winced.


"That's for turning down a girl because you think you're still in a relationship with me. I want us to be just friends, and you promised you'd make that kind of relationship work for both of us. You rejecting a pretty girl's advances for me makes me believe you're not serious about just being my friend. It makes me think you don't respect the decision I made. And it makes me think I've got to cut you off sexually and evict you from this apartment so you'll get into that block head of yours that I'M NOT YOUR GIRLFRIEND ANYMORE."


Whimpering, I rubbed my forehead pitifully.


And then to my surprise, Lynne leaned forward and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, hugging me fiercely and kissing my cheek. "That's for being considerate to my feelings. I appreciate you trying to look out for me, but in this case, you're overthinking things. Actually, it's kind of a nice ego boost that given a choice, you picked me over her."


"I did," I assured her. "I still will."


Lynne shook her head in the negative. "I told you: I'm not the one for you. We're just friends, and we'll always be friends. If I have my way, we'll still be good friends forty years from now, and we'll bring our grandkids together so they can play."


I smiled at the thought.


"The reality is that you need to move on. You need to live your life. It's been two months since you broke up with Dawn, and I know that's not necessarily a whole lot of time. But maybe Amber is your first step. She's new. She's not a friend from your past. Get to know her. Build a relationship from the ground up. See where things go. Maybe you're not meant to be together forever, but maybe you are. Go. Find out."


I sighed, hugging Lynne back. She rubbed my spine and I rested my cheek on her shoulder. It sure felt good just to feel her warmth. "Okay."


She hugged me for another moment, and then relaxed her grip. I didn't move, however, still hugging her. And after giggling, Lynne pulled away and patted my shoulder. "I'm serious. Right now. Go! Find Out!"


"What, now?"


"Yes, now! That poor girl came down to our door, all nervous and anxious about asking a boy out. He turned her down, and she's gotta be upstairs crying softly with a broken heart. Go up there and tell her you changed your mind!"


"Really?"


"NOW! Gawd, will you just get out of my hair and stop crying on my shoulder? Go get somebody else to waste all this emotional energy making you happy!"


Lynne seemed so exasperated that I couldn't help but laugh. A second later, she was laughing right along with me, and I pulled her into a new, but chaste, hug. "Thank you, Lynne. Thank you for wasting all your emotional energy on me."


"You're welcome. But seriously, I'm tired. Now go upstairs and make yourself happy without me."





It was my turn to stand nervously outside a door, although I fought the urge to hug myself. Shifting my weight side-to-side, I desperately scrambled to figure out what I wanted to say. Lynne had sent me upstairs without much time to think about it. And I'd already impulsively pushed the doorbell, not even giving myself more time to calm down.


Amber opened the door dressed the same as she'd been before, only now with bare feet on the carpeted floor instead of the cute walking shoes she'd worn before. I couldn't help but let my eyes yo-yo down to her tits as I felt my heart immediately begin pounding. It had sped up out of anxiety before, but now the damn thing was racing so fast I was sure I would have a heart attack before I could say a word.


"Ben, hey..." she said warily. Amber's eyelids were puffy, her makeup a little less perfect than it had been before.


My heartbeat slowed down as I realized that she had indeed been crying softly. And with an apologetic face, I quickly took a step forward before catching myself, stopping short of actually embracing her.


Hugging herself again, not realizing she was once again thrusting her tits together and upward for my view, Amber averted her eyes and mumbled quietly, "What brings you up here?"


Taking a deep breath, I gestured into her apartment. "Can we talk?"


"Uh, sure, sure," she sniffled, her nose a bit congested. Turning away, she walked over to the couch and left me to close the door behind myself.


I took in the appearance of her apartment. It was a mirror image of the floorplan that I lived in, but the furnishings were quite a bit nicer. Everything went together, clearly bought as a set. The oak finishes and glass surfaces gleamed with good taste. And there was no missing the 60-inch plasma TV. Seeing Amber so frail in this moment, I'd forgotten that she was a self-proclaimed spoiled rich girl.


She'd taken a seat on the couch, but as I approached, she quickly stood up and gestured to the kitchen. "Would you like a drink?" she asked politely, just now remembering her social graces.


"No, no. I'm fine," I waved her off and gestured for her to sit down. I sat down beside her, turning myself to face her. And after a deep breath, I said, "I wanted to apologize."


"For what?"


"I..." I trailed off, still not sure what to say. I felt bad for making her cry, but in a way I hadn't actually done something to apologize for. She'd asked me out; I'd turned her down and cited my reasons for doing so. It was unfortunate, but it was real.


Amber just waited me out, staring at me with a mixture of curiosity and pain, still hurting from my rejection and also wondering why I had come back.


I shook my head, thinking that it was harder to take back my rejection than to just bury my head underneath a pillow in my own room and hope the whole thing just went away. But then deciding to take a cue from the way Amber had approached me, I decided for plain honesty.


"I guess it's my turn to get everything out in the open," I began. "I like you. I tried my best to hate you, but I like you. You turn me on like very few people in this world. There are only two I can think of, and both are very special people to me. It started with pure physical lust. You are fucking gorgeous, and I think you know that."


Amber blushed and looked down, playing with her fingers.


"But there's more than that. You're smart and sharp, with a witty tongue and a comfortable confidence that's really sexy. I was extremely tempted when you first started coming onto me, and if I'm going to be completely honest with myself, I wanted you from the beginning just as much as you wanted me."


I paused to collect myself, and Amber took a deep breath while bringing her eyes up to mine. "But..." she led me.


"But," I conceded. "There are complications. I got dumped by a woman I considered my soulmate in May. It hurt me more than I can believe, more than I can even imagine right now. I was a total mess. I was in pieces. That was less than two months ago."


Amber sat up straighter, paying close attention.


"Lynne is an old friend from High School. I came around because my internship is close by, and she's been absolutely incredible in helping me get back on my feet. Along the way, a relationship started to develop between us. But citing our long-time friendship, and my recent breakup, she thought it best that we really just stay friends. And that's the way things still are today."


"Friends with benefits," Amber added with an arched eyebrow. I blushed in embarrassment, and Amber quickly added, "Nothing wrong with that. I'm actually rather familiar with the practice. Not myself, actually. My very best friend and ... uh ... Well that's a long story."


I looked at her curiously, but Amber gave me a short wave to dismiss it. I figured that would be something we might talk about later. Taking a deep breath, I continued, "But my relationship with Lynne goes beyond simple booty calls. For exactly a month, we were effectively boyfriend/girlfriend. We didn't call ourselves that, but the intimacy we shared was still there. Now maybe it wasn't as intense as some previous relationships, and I know we were both holding back a part of ourselves, but it's still a relationship that I cherish and that I have to respect."


"You don't have to explain," Amber offered. "You still have feelings for each other. You tried to tell me something similar back on campus. I wasn't happy about it, but I understood. Even though Lynne says you're just a friend, you're more than that to her and she'd be jealous if we actually went out."


She didn't understand. Blushing, I looked down and tried not to smile. Looking back up at her, I finally couldn't help but grin as I explained, "Actually, you got that exactly wrong. It was Lynne who told me to get my head screwed on straight and come up here to you. She was actually quite mad that I turned you down."


"Mad?"


I chuckled and nodded. "It's very important to her that I understand she and I are just friends. She really wants me to go out with you. In fact, she claimed she was tired from having to waste all her emotional energy getting me over my breakup."


Amber giggled at that.


But the mention of breakup took the mirth out of my eyes. I took a deep breath, re-collecting myself. "I still have that looming above me; it's only fair for you to understand. I'm still not completely over my ex, and for that reason alone I would totally understand if you wanted nothing to do with me. I've had lots of friends bitch to me about how the person they're dating can't shut up about their ex, and I definitely don't want to do that to you."


"Fair enough," Amber replied quietly before getting that haunted look again. "I've got my own demons from my past to deal with."


I studied her, realizing just how serious she was. I didn't know much about her, but I could see enough to realize that she might very well be just as damaged as me. "Don't we make quite the pair?"


Amber nodded. "Now I'm just wondering which of us is more fucked up."


"I am, believe me."


Amber shook her head. "Don't be so sure. With my commitment issues, I haven't had a serious boyfriend in more than two years."


I chuckled. "Well, maybe I can be the one."


Amber smiled. She canted her head to the side and gave me an honest look. "Is that what you want? A serious relationship with me?"


I took a deep breath. Even after I finished it, I remained quiet for a long few seconds, just making sure I knew what I wanted to say. And at last, I finally replied, "I don't know exactly what I want, not yet. But what I do know is that I like you, and you like me. And if you're okay with maybe taking things slow, I would like the chance to get to know you better."


Batting her eyelashes prettily, Amber smiled and sat up straighter. "I'd like that too. I don't know exactly what it is about you, but I've already been more honest and open with you than with every other guy I've dated since coming to Stanford."


We just stared at each other for a long few seconds, both beginning to grin like idiots as we realized that we were indeed taking the first tentative steps into a new relationship. I felt butterflies begin to dance in my stomach, and a warm flush spread throughout my body in the beginnings of new love, or at least new infatuation.


But then Amber's head tilted to the side, and that old predatory sparkle came back into her eyes. "Just don't go too slow, okay? The summer is half over; and don't you have to go back to Cal in the fall?"


I took a deep breath and nodded slowly. "I do. But Berkeley isn't that far away. If this grows into something special, then I'm sure not even long distance can truly keep us apart."


Amber spaced out right then. Her eyes drifted away and her lips parted for a brief moment. It happened so suddenly that it caught me off-guard. "Hey ... you okay?"


Blinking rapidly, Amber shook her head and seemed to return to Earth. She sighed and looked over at me. For a second, it seemed that she was seeing right through me, and I wondered if her little space-trips had something to do with those demons from the past she'd mentioned. Taking a deep breath, she sighed and then said, "Maybe you're right. Maybe taking things slowly is the way to go."


I was relieved that she agreed, and disappointed at the same time. She was still an unfreakingbelievably gorgeous young woman, and as I glanced back down at those heavenly melons just barely restrained by her skimpy pink camisole, I sighed with regret. "So let's do lunch sometime. And maybe on Friday night ... I'll pick you up at 7?"


Amber fully came out of her reverie and nodded happily. "That sounds good. I'll be counting down the days."


"It's only two days," I laughed. "Less than 24-hours, if you want to go to lunch tomorrow."


She nodded firmly. "Let's do that. Can you come by the hospital around 11:30? Doctor's schedules are always hectic, and I'm not sure how much time I'll have."


"There's always time enough, as long as there's a janitor's closet nearby," I joked (mostly). I couldn't help but linger my gaze on her long legs and imagine them wrapped around my waist while I pinned her against medical supply shelves.


"Mmm, don't get me started," Amber sighed dreamily. "I've been fantasizing about you fucking me for more than a week now, remember?"


"Sorry. I said it before: you turn me on like only two people in the world have ever done. If it wasn't for my relationship hang-ups, I would have pounded you right there by the pool when you came out of the water in that yellow bikini."


"Nngh! Don't tease me!" Amber complained. She rubbed her thighs together, shivering as her blue eyes sparkled at me.


"I'm sorry, I'm sorry." I stood up and backed away. After awkwardly adjusting the bulge that was forming in my shorts, I raised both hands. "We're supposed to be taking things slow. Slowly."


"Right, right. You're coming off a bad breakup. I have my own relationship issues." Amber started breathing hard, batting her eyelashes at me as she leaned forward and hugged herself, this time quite purposefully thrusting her tits together and upward. "We want this to be serious, not just a summer fling."


"Right," I agreed, backing further away toward the door. My heart was racing, and my lungs were getting tight. "We're going to have a real relationship, not just meaningless sex."


"Of course not," Amber agreed, her tongue darting out the scrape across her upper lip while her eyes narrowed. "When we finally do have sex, it will be the result of thoughtfulness, emotion, and a real connection. It will be making love, and not just two horny kids showering each other with incredible ecstasy and raw, unadulterated pleasure."


Fuck it.



"Well when you put it that way..." I drawled, reversing course and walking forward. Likewise, Amber grinned as she stood up from the couch and opened her arms to me. "Why don't we start with the unadulterated pleasure, and figure out 'making love' some other day?"


Amber launched herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and already breathing hard as she primed her mouth just inches away from mine. "Sounds like a plan," she husked, and then her tongue speared deep into the back of my mouth.





Even for how horny we both were, we probably could have made love with just our mouths forever. Amber's lips were supple, yet firm. She aggressively attacked me, and yet yielded to my pressure. Her tongue teased me, and then disappeared. Every other second, something different happened with Amber's kiss. She was exciting. She was exhilarating. She was ... volatile.


I never knew what Amber was going to do next. It was a fresh experience for me, as I was used to being able to anticipate the sexual actions of my lovers. By my own personal count, I'd now bedded 68 different women in my life. That's a lot for an entire lifetime. That's even more amazing given that I'd only been sexually active for a little over than 5 years. I had a vast wealth of experience when it came to the carnal arts, and I thought that by now I'd seen it all.


But #69 was blowing my mind.


Our clothes littered the way to the bedroom. I'd ripped off Amber's camisole right by the couch. Her bra was likely on the coffee table. My own shirt was at the entrance to the hallway. And both my shorts and boxers were on the floor by the door. Amber still wore her own Daisy Duke-cut shorts and panties, and the stiff crotch of fabric over her zipper was currently grinding against the underside of my erection. The gorgeous, half-naked blonde writhed atop my body, pinning me beneath her as she nipped at my lips and then trailed little butterfly kisses down my cheek. She latched onto my neck and sucked hard enough to give me a hickey, as if she were vampirically after my blood. But just when I started to get used to that sensation, she was moving to nibble on my eyelids and then resume drilling her tongue into my throat like an oil derrick.


Like a puppy exploring a brand new toy, Amber's mouth covered every square inch of my head. She was excited, almost manic, and her enthusiasm was completely contagious. I started laughing when she took particular interest in nibbling my nose, and I had to push her away from me gently, saying, "Slow down ... We've got plenty of time."


Giggling sheepishly, Amber sat up and backed off just a bit. I took the opportunity to seize control, grabbing her shoulders and rolling us over while the hot blonde shrieked in surprise. And then it was my turn for my mouth to go crazy on her body, only I didn't keep my targets limited to her head and neck.


Amber moaned "Suck my nipples" when I got down into her chest area. I actually didn't suck her nipples for a long time, nuzzling her other erogenous zones and motorboating my cheeks between her upright mammaries. Her tits were so firm that I almost thought they were fake, with only their pleasant squishiness in my hands proof positive. I let my tongue tease the underside crease of her breasts, causing her to shiver and clutch my head against her. And finally, after tonguing just about every OTHER part of her upper torso, I finally slurped a nipple into my mouth right at the same time my finger slid into her cunt.


While I'd been exploring her upper body, getting closer and closer to her nipples without actually touching them, my hands had been working off her shorts. They were skintight, which made it exceedingly difficult for me to remove them. But at last I managed to drag them down to her knees and then off her feet, exposing Amber's neatly-trimmed blonde bush and pale pink nether lips. She squealed when I sucked in her nipple and inserted a finger into her hot box. And she began to writhe like a snake in a fire pit while I pushed in a second finger and then rotated my hand palm upward.


One: I gently bit down on her sensitive left nipple.


Two: My left hand tickled the bundle of nerves just under her right 8th rib.


Three: Curling my fingers inside her snatch, I scratched her G-spot.


Touchdown.


Jerking once, Amber's chest lurched up into the air as she threw her head back reflexively. I felt her pussy muscles clamp down around my fingers. And her jaw flapped open like a fish out of water, gasping without air for three or four seconds before she finally realized she was orgasming and a strangled scream finally tore its way out of her throat.


"Ack-Fuck!" Amber choked out.


Grinning, I just slipped lower and began to tongue her clit all through her orgasm, amplifying the sensations while I continued to scratch her G-spot with my right middle finger.


"Augh ... auughhh ... unnnghh..." she sighed as the climax passed, her body's quivering slowly abating as she came down from the momentary high. Picking her head up, she gawked down at me and exclaimed, "You only had my shorts off for fifteen seconds. What the fuck did you DO to me?"


I grinned and picked my head up, my lower jaw already completely coated with her orgasmic juices. "Like that? Got lots more where that came from."


"Oh, no you don't," she half-snarled, a fire in her blue eyes. Sitting up, Amber clapped her hands and urgently gestured for me to slide back up the bed toward her. And when I obeyed, she grabbed my shoulders and rather violently flung me onto my back.


"My turn," Amber hummed, shoving me down with her left hand to make sure I was completely flat. Getting onto her knees to my left, she bent over and slowly sucked my erection into her mouth. Her right hand squeezed me in a firm but supple grip, stroking up and down and twisting around in the corkscrew motion I loved so much, surprising me that she instinctively knew it.


I groaned and set my head down, basking in the intensely pleasurable sensations she was producing in my body. I felt my spine tingle, an almost ticklish sensation that began at the base of my neck and began to trickle downward, inching its way through each vertebra until my butt started to wiggle almost uncontrollably. Amber's tongue continued to dance on my mushroom head, tiptoeing across the glans so delicately that I scarcely could feel it. Her fingernails scratched at the long nerves running the length of my prick as she continued to stroke me. And after a few seconds, I belatedly realized that her left hand had been teasing my inner thighs this entire time.


My butt jumped into the air, shoving my cock an inch into Amber's mouth. I don't know why it did that, and a mild panic began to cloud my brain. What was going on? Why was my body reacting this way? What was she doing to me that was causing me to lose control?


My hips jerked again, this time horizontally. Amber sucked more of my cock into her mouth, humming as she increased her vacuum pressure while simultaneously tightening her grip on my shaft. She was stroking me so fast that her hand started to become a blur, and she was doing something else with my inner thighs that I couldn't even describe, save to say that the base of my spine felt like she'd lit it on fire.


All at once, my lungs seized up. I couldn't breathe, and now it was my turn for my jaw to flap helplessly like a fish on deck. That fire at the base of my spine was growing, climbing up each vertebra as if attempting to attack my brain from below. And then all of a sudden, I felt her finger worm its way into my asshole and massage my prostate from the inside.


Touchdown.


I jerked and gave a soundless scream. My hips lurched off the bed, driving my dick into Amber's throat. She took it like a champ, accepting my depth and even humming so that I could feel her throat muscles massaging my hypersensitive head. I felt like my skin was crawling with millions of ants doing the Macarena on top of my nerves, and a white light filled my vision as my balls ejected wave after wave of hot lava up the shaft to pour straight down my new girlfriend's gullet.


The next thing I knew, Amber was giggling above me as she knelt next to my limp body. Blinking slowly, I fought off a wave of dizziness and tried to get my bearings. My muscles were flaccid, as was my prick. I groaned in pain, feeling a throbbing thickness in my head. And I realized that somehow, someway, this hot little vixen had caused me to pass out from orgasm.


Damn it. That's MY schtick!



"The fuck did you do to me?" I asked thickly.


"Like that?" Amber cackled proudly. "Got lots more where that came from."


"No seriously. What did you do to me?"


She grinned widely, twin rows of pearly teeth. "You don't wanna know half the things I can do to you. I'm a doctor, remember?"


My competitive fire alighted, causing a surge of adrenaline to flow through my veins. I woke up quickly, sitting upright as my eyes roved over the beautiful buxom blonde's bodacious body. Her big tits wobbled in the air, capped with erect pink nipples just begging to be tweaked. Her supple lips were curled into a smile, just begging to be wrapped around my prick. And her juicing wet pussy, as yet unsullied by my tool, had proudly opened up like a flower in bloom, just begging to be sullied.


"My turn," I growled.





We spent the night trying to top each other. I tried to establish dominance by pinning Amber's knees back by her ears, standing next to the bed and pounding her pussy into the mattress while blubbering my face amongst her prodigious melons until she screamed in a triple-cascading multiple orgasm.


When those had passed, she clamped her thighs around my face, threatening to cut off my ability to breathe as she pushed herself up and then tackled me onto the floor. She then mounted my prick while I lay flat on my back, humping me and shoving her tits back into my face until I exploded deep inside her spasming vaginal cavity.


She sucked me hard again right there, leaking my spunk out onto her bedroom carpeting. When I was ready, I picked her up and flung her face down across her mattress with her feet still on the floor. Spanking her firm asscheeks, I lunged into her from behind and hammered her to two more screaming orgasms before pulling out, slotting my cockhead at her anus, and roughly shoving it into her bowels.


But Amber didn't let me complete the trifecta. Not yet. She came once anally, screaming "FUCK MY SLUTTY ASSHOLE!" not unlike Lynne that one night. But before I could bust my nut, she jerked her butt back hard enough to dislodge me and then spun around, dropping to her knees and sucking on my knob until I spewed another load into her stomach.


Feeling quite proud of herself, Amber made the mistake of leaning back and giving me a smug grin, gaping her mouth open to show me the pool of cum she'd collected there. But that left me a few seconds to catch my breath while she was vulnerable. And the instant after she swallowed it, I grabbed her by the neck and hooked my right hand into her armpit to manhandle her back onto the bed.


Rolling her flat on her back and tugging so that her head hung upside-down off the edge, I roughly shoved my dirty cock back into her mouth, face-fucking her and listening to the sickly pleasurable sound of her gagging every time my growing prick pushed into her throat. When I deemed myself sufficiently hard, I climbed onto the bed and squatted on her chest, grabbing up Amber's big funbag pillows and pressing them together in a tunnel of titflesh, happily grunting as I thrust my way between them.


With my heavy weight pinning her down and lacking any sense of leverage with her head and now shoulders slipping off the far edge of the mattress, Amber was helpless to resist me. I crowed out in victory when she just picked her head up and smiled at me tiredly. And I rewarded her by letting fly with several big bursts of cum that splattered her in the face and leaked all over her upper chest before pooling at the hollow of her neck.


Feeling smugly satisfied, I slid down her body and dragged her back up onto the bed. I crawled backward until I was between her legs, nudging them to the sides so I could give her a couple of oral orgasms, just because I felt guilty for taking my pleasure from her with that titfuck.


With her hand on the back of my head, I tongued and sucked Amber to two such whimpering climaxes. And the sounds of her erotic passion started to revive me for a miracle fifth erection. When I felt that I was hard enough, I crawled back up her bountiful body, slipping my wood into her pussy and slow-stroking her for what I believed to be our final coupling of the night.


But just when I thought we were done, that predatory grin crossed Amber's face. Apparently she was just saving up her energy for one last assault. And when my eyes went wide, she suddenly rolled us over, pinning me down and urgently humping herself up and down my pole.


After she came one more time, Amber's eyes glittered and she elevated herself all the way up, taking hold of my shaft in her right hand and gripping it when her pussy popped free of my cockhead. Tilting my dick back just an inch, she centered her own anus on the mushroom and then gingerly sat down, groaning slack-jawed as she felt my upright missile burrowing its way up her back door.


While her irises rolled up into her head, Amber fondled her own tits and tweaked her own nipples, pulling them away from her body until they snapped back like rubber bands. Thoroughly exhausted, I just held onto her hips and guided her up and down motions as she used the springiness of the bed to help piston my dick in and out of her ass.


When she came, her clenching anal muscles drew out my fifth ejaculation of the night. I felt the inky blackness clouding my vision as I spurted out what little remained in my balls, sticky jism splattering into her colon. But she wouldn't let me fall asleep just yet, sighing rapturously and then dragging me off the bed by the hand.


"We need to take a shower. I don't want your sweaty ass sticking to my Egyptian cotton sheets."


The hot water seemed to revive me, at least enough that I could gleefully soap up Amber's smokin' body. Her big, perfectly shaped tits were squeaky clean by the time I was done with them, and I even had to taste a little soap as I was too impatient to get them fully rinsed off before suckling like a starving baby. Amber herself had quite a bit of fun washing my cock and balls, and she did her own cleanliness check by kneeling on the shower floor and doing a taste test.


The feel of her mouth amazingly got me hard once more, and wide-eyed, Amber popped off to stare at my prick in amazement. "Six times?"


"Better fucking believe it," I growled, reaching down to pick her up, and then using every last ounce of my strength to raise her body high enough to pin her against the wall and shove my dick inside.


Still wet, and caring less about her Egyptian cotton, I staggered out of the bathroom and into Amber's bedroom with her still impaled on my throbbing prick. Groaning from the strain, I dropped her onto her back and then seized her wet tits in my hands, fondling them happily while I steadily pumped my cock in and out of her wet box.


She came in less than five minutes, moaning and gasping and whimpering, "Fuck me ... fuck me ... fuck me..." over and again.


Thirty seconds after that, I groaned and let loose, squeezing a few drops of spunk into her body before exhaustion finally took over, and I slumped to my knees on the floor beside the bed.


Giggling, Amber leaned down and grabbed my shoulders, hauling me up and onto my back next to her. Rolling onto her side, she swung a leg over my hips and cuddled her naked self against my torso. And as we gasped from our excessive exertions, all finally went silent.


For a little while.


Out of the night sky, Kady Jacobsen's shrill voice pierced the air.


"BEN! AMBER! CLOSE YOUR FUCKING WINDOW!"


Chapter 17: Spontaneous


-- THURSDAY, JULY 21, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"One night and you two are boyfriend/girlfriend?"


Amber and I looked at each other, unable to wipe the silly grins off our faces. It wasn't new love, not exactly. It was more like the giddy infatuation you felt as a 14-year-old, being told by your first crush that she likes you too. I was deliriously happy at the moment, and I didn't mind letting it show. "Yeah..." I drawled, squeezing Amber's hand.


We were all in Lynne's apartment. It was after work the day after Amber and I "went for a walk", and my roommate had invited us all down for dinner to get all our complicated relationships out on the table. Lynne herself was still puttering around the kitchen with Noelle, their upper bodies visible above the bar/countertop separating them from the living room. And Kady was sitting on the couch opposite us with a skeptical look on her face.


"So just like that ... boom," she drawled. "Haven't even been on a proper date yet, and you're madly in love. Whole nine yards. Wedding bells in the distance and baby rattles not much further than that."


That took me aback for a moment. Amber and I gawked at each other in alarm, and she sputtered, "Uh, well, I don't know about that..."


"We haven't gotten past the 'yes, we want to be together' phase," I explained. "Just boyfriend/girlfriend. Don't know about anything beyond that yet."


"So summer fling?" Kady pressed. "Maybe summer fling while holding open the possibility for something more serious when Ben goes back to school?"


"Uh, well..." It was my turn to sputter.


"Kady!" Noelle admonished from the kitchen. "Clearly they haven't had this conversation just yet. Leave 'em alone for a few days, will ya?"


"I dunno," Lynne chirped with a lopsided grin. "I'm fine with sitting back and eavesdropping while Kady interrogates the crap out of them."


I rolled my eyes. "We don't know yet, alright? We've known each other for what: 10 days? Like Noelle said, give us some time to figure things out."


"Fbbbpt." Kady blew a raspberry at us in disappointment. "Fine, I'll let you two work out the gory details of the varying levels of intimacy you're comfortable sharing with each other: using each other's toothbrush, sleeping over at her place, sleeping over at Lynne's place, bathroom door open while you pee, splitting checks at restaurants, borrowing clothes and shoes-"


"Borrowing clothes?" I jerked my head back.


Kady blushed. "Oops. Guess that's just a dyke problem."


Amber just started laughing.


"Like I'd fit into any of your clothes," Noelle snarked at her girlfriend before muttering, "Skinny beanpole..."


Kady sighed and then finished, saying, "And the most important one: openness of the relationship."


I arched an eyebrow at my friend before glancing over at Amber. "Something tells me she has an ulterior motive to this question."


Amber cut to the chase, leveling her gaze at Kady. "You wanna know if I'm going to let you keep fucking him."


Kady shrugged. "What can I say? I'm self-centered like that."


Her 'self-centered' comment drew me back, and feeling a shadow passing over my heart, I went suddenly quiet.


The girls didn't notice. Amber was chuckling and glanced over at Noelle and Lynne. Whether they'd intended to or not, both girls had stopped what they were doing in the kitchen and just stared at us a little nervously. Would Amber claim 'dibs' and cut them off from me?


"Hey Lynne," Amber called over. "Ben was just telling me how you'd pushed him to come upstairs and talk to me. You seem really interested in his love life and in helping him to move on from his ex-girlfriend."


Blushing, Lynne looked down and set aside the knife she'd been using to chop vegetables. "I want what's best for him. If that means stopping the physical part of our relationship so he can grow emotionally with you, then I can accept that."


"But you don't want to."


Lynne turned a little pinker before pinching her lips. "That's not important. I really want what's best for him."


Amber then turned to Kady. "And you?"


The redhead shrugged, picking her legs up off the couch and folding them into a lotus position. She was wearing a pair of shorts that kept things PG. And after placing an elbow on her right knee and dropping her chin into her right palm, she sighed. "Well, I really should..." she drawled. "Fuck it. I wanna keep fucking him. That okay with you?"


Noelle gasped and covered her smile with one hand.


Unperturbed, Amber just smirked. "Sure thing. I'll make you a deal though. You can have Ben ... if I can have Noelle."


Noelle gasped again. Kady's eyes popped open in surprise. She'd already told me before how Amber had tried to seduce Noelle early on, and apparently she still found the sweet-looking dirty-blonde quite attractive.


"Hey, waitaminute," I blurted. "Cheating is cheating. Who says I'm going to let you sleep with other girls?"


"You're not?" Amber chuckled as she glanced back at me. "Oh, okay then. We're broken up."


I snorted, unable to contain my laughter. "Fine, fine. You can fuck other girls as long as I get to fuck other girls."


"Total honesty though," Amber cautioned quite seriously. "And that doesn't mean coming home and confessing after the fact. It's total openness and asking for permission up front, got it?"


I nodded, "Got it."


"Except for these girls. You can bone Lynne whenever the hell she wants; I don't mind. It's the least I can do for her after she gave you up to me."


I turned to look back at Lynne, and the pretty brunette's ears were bright red. She managed to smile at me in both embarrassment and relief.


"Now back to this issue here," Amber said, turning to face Kady once more. "What'll it be? Do we have a deal?"


Kady bit her lip, looking at me and then at her girlfriend. She seemed to be weighing her options, balancing the rediscovered fun of fucking a cock versus the monogamy of her girlfriend. "Well..." she began.


"Hey, don't I get a say in this?" Noelle suddenly interrupted, perhaps even a little annoyed. "What if I want to keep fucking Ben?"


Amber whirled on me. "So you did take this sweet girl's virginity."


I blushed and shrugged. "You're right. I'm a bad liar."


Amber turned to Noelle and jerked a thumb at Kady. "Same deal. You can have him, as long as I also get your girlfriend."


Now Kady gasped, covering her mouth with a hand. "You want me, too?"


"Sure thing." Amber let her tongue trail out along her lower lip saucily while her blue eyes danced up and down Kady's trim body. "I look at you and think of all the pretzel positions we might be able to work out. You're pretty flexible, aren't you?"


"Aww MAN!" Kady stood up abruptly, stomping the floor and looking positively peeved. "You mean we coulda been having threesomes between our two apartments all year???"


Amber held up her hands. "Don't blame me. The day I started moving in on you two, you told me to back off. I was just respecting your wishes."


"FUUUCK," Kady complained bitterly. "Whole fucking year wasted."


Amber grinned. "Well, we can still make up for that. And I'm even bringing you a nice dick to play with on the side. So whaddaya say? Do we have a deal?"


Kady shook her head in disbelief, and then mimed digging two fingers into her skull and prying it open like it was on a hinge before reaching in to scratch her brain. "This is sooo weird."


"We don't have to do this if you don't want to," Noelle said quietly. The two lesbian lovers met each other's eyes, Noelle exiting the kitchen and sliding a hand into Kady's. "But I know you, and I know you want to."


"So do you," she replied. Kady's eyes then flashed to Amber. I got the distinct impression that while Kady wanted to keep boning me, knowing that I wasn't a real threat to her relationship, she harbored some concerns about Noelle and Amber.


But the girls communicated something in their eyes. Together, they glanced at me and then turned to Amber. Nodding as one, they replied, "Deal."





I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into my lover's ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy. The pretty young brunette 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 ... I love it when your hot essence fills me up," Lynne sighed rapturously. "I can't describe it, but your cum is so... warm inside me."


Too tired to respond, my limbs gave out and I dropped all my weight downward. I practically crushed the petite brunette to the mattress beneath me. And after groaning, I muttered an apology and started to push myself back up.


But she just giggled and patted my back happily, holding me against her. "You didn't have to overdo it," she laughed. "Don't you need to save something for your girlfriend upstairs?"


"Didn't want to," I wheezed. "I owe you so much. Couldn't dream of holding back."


Lynne cradled my head and then pressed her cheek to mine, still humming happily. "You didn't hold back a thing. That was lovely."


I smiled and then raised my head so that I could nuzzle my nose against hers. Breathing heavily, we both came down from our orgasmic highs while still joined together, my cock slowly going limp inside her body. We were in no rush. We could still hear the faint screams of ecstasy echoing down from a bedroom somewhere above us.


Dinner had been a pleasant affair. Even though it wasn't in my nature to share the intimate details of a relationship with other people, Amber apparently had no such compunctions. We ate our meal as a group of five, with Lynne, Kady, and Noelle suggesting topics and then Amber and me hashing them out. Sharing toothbrushes? No. Bathroom door closed while peeing. Sleeping in separate beds for now, as we both wanted to "take things slow", at least on an emotional level if not a physical one.


It had been made abundantly clear that I was still reeling from a pretty hard breakup. There was an awkward moment when Lynne mentioned Dawn's name, and Amber recalled me saying that she looked just like Dawn. Everyone was suddenly aware that I might be projecting Dawn onto Amber, but they seemed to relax when I insisted that wasn't the reason why I liked her. Lynne commented that my type just seemed to be tall, busty blondes (heck, it was the 'type' for 90% of the straight male population). And Amber even admitted that I reminded her of an old flame, and that it was a good thing.


So everyone was cautious about me falling into a rebound. For her part, Amber said that she wasn't a relationship kind of girl. She'd had flings and the casual boyfriend here and there, but she was married to her graduate degree. Being a third-year medical student required her working or studying 80+ hours a week, and she just didn't have time for anything more serious. But she felt something special with me, and she was willing to explore where that went.


But not yet. For now, we were just ... well...


"'Dating' isn't the right term," I sighed. "We're..."


"Fucking", Kady put in helpfully.


Amber grinned. "Well yes. But let's just think of it the way it really is: I'm your girlfriend, you're my boyfriend. But we've been together for less than 24 hours, and we have yet to find out where this is going. Fair enough?"


It was fair enough. We agreed to take things slow. We agreed to not be jealous of the other. We agreed that we were two individuals who wanted to share some time together for mutual benefit, but to also grant that the other had their own life to lead without feeling trapped or tied down.


And we all agreed that we were horny as hell.


"You should stay with Lynne tonight," Amber suggested.


"What? No. I'll be fine," Lynne protested. "He's your boyfriend, and like you said, you've had him for less than 24 hours."


"If you don't want him, then give him to us," Kady suggested with a grin.


"Kady!" Noelle admonished. I just chuckled, thinking of how often the Jacobsen girls (plural) needed to be kept in check.


"No-no-no," Amber drawled with intense eyes. "We made a deal, and I intend to collect payment before I hand over my boyfriend."


Noelle shivered as she looked over at the gorgeous blue-eyed blonde. "You mean... ?"


Amber nodded. "Ben stays here with Lynne. Kady and Noelle come home with me. Work for everybody?"


After sharing a glance, Kady and Noelle nodded excitedly. Lynne blushed again, almost embarrassed to admit that she wanted me, but she nodded as well. Only I was frowning.


"I'm not a piece of meat to get handed off to whoever's turn it is," I complained.


"All evidence from the last few days to the contrary," Kady drawled, referring to how I'd been switching back and forth between them and Lynne since the weekend.


I sighed. "Well at least don't treat me like I'm an organic vibrator you're handing off between friends."


"So what do you want to do, lover?" Amber asked, reaching over and squeezing my hand.


I shrugged. "Your plan works up to a point. I'll stay with Lynne to properly thank her, and you can have Tweedledee and Tweedledum."


"Hey!" Kady protested.


"Am I 'Dee' or 'Dum'?" Noelle queried.


"'Dee'. Your girlfriend can be 'Dum'." Smirking, I just continued, "But Lynne's right. We've been together less than 24 hours. We can both have our fun, but I want YOU."


Amber smiled, but took a deep breath and commented, "What about taking it slow? It was nice cuddling together overnight, but I thought we agreed that's something we shouldn't get in the habit of right away."


I shook my head. "I'll come downstairs to my own bed after. I'm just saying that after we have our own independent fun tonight, you save something for me at the end. Okay?"


Amber beamed at me. "Okay."


And so it was that after Lynne and I finished a very pleasant round of lovemaking, we got up and put our clothes on. I intended to clean myself up, but Lynne stopped me, saying, "I'm not really into girls. But I think Amber would rather like to taste me on your cock tonight."


Lynne was right, but that part would have to come another night. As it was, I headed upstairs and went into Amber's apartment. The three girls were still going at it a bit, and when I opened Amber's bedroom door, I had no trouble getting hard again.


"Ohhh..." Noelle was sighing blissfully, sitting up naked against the headboard, sucking on one of her own nipples while shoving Amber's blonde head a little deeper into her crotch. My new girlfriend was crouched in a frog-position, squatting over Kady's face while the naked redhead lay flat on her back, holding Amber's thighs and aggressively munching the blonde rug.


Kady's position had her ass right at the edge of the bed, her knees in the air and her heels planted atop the mattress to keep her from falling off. The flexible girl was so close to the edge that she was doing a full split, her feet nearly 180-degrees apart. And her position was just so inviting that I silently dropped my pants, stood at the foot of the bed, and gripped Kady's hips as I suddenly pushed my dick into her sopping wet cunt.


"Eeep!" Kady squealed and pushed Amber's body away. She looked panicked for a second before realizing it was me. And then sitting upright, she started punching my chest and arms crying, "Don't SCARE me like that!"


I shrugged. "Door was unlocked."


Amber sighed. "Okay, I'll give you a spare key. But no snooping around when I'm not home, got it?"


Keeping my dick about six inches inside Kady's cunt, I held up three fingers. "I swear. Scout's honor."


Amber chuckled and rolled away. Noelle had been sooo close to orgasm, and now she stared at me with my cock inside her girlfriend with a heated gaze. "Are we turning this into a foursome?"


Amber shook her head. "Not tonight. Maybe another time. Let me finish you off and then you girls will have to skedaddle and give me some alone time with my new boyfriend."


Sighing, Noelle just closed her eyes and held Amber's head as the blonde bombshell slid back into position and resumed eating her out.


Pushing Kady back down, I palmed the redhead's tits and slow-fucked her, not trying to get myself off but just letting her rub her own clit and feel my dick stretching her out while she tossed her head left and right and mewled cutely in euphoric ecstasy.


At last, both halves of the lesbian couple climaxed and then got up, dressing themselves before sneaking across the shared porch to their own apartment. Fully naked, Amber then came to me with a wet kiss so I could lick off Noelle's juices from her cheeks before she dropped to her knees and sucked off Kady's pussy juice from my cock. I figured Lynne's flavor was long gone by now.


Standing back up, my new girlfriend then fell back across the bed and pulled me with her so that I hovered over her body with both hands down and one knee between her legs. We made out with the kind of long, soul-searching kisses that new lovers make. And we spent nearly twenty minutes just devouring each other's mouth enjoying the giddy highs of young love.


"This is fun," I said when we finally had to break for air.


"It is. I could get used to doing this permanently," she sighed.


I arched an eyebrow. "Thought we were taking things slow?"


Amber nodded seriously. "We are, we are. But can you forgive me for dreaming this might last forever?"


I shook my head, thinking that I could seriously be in trouble with this one. I wasn't supposed to rebound, wasn't supposed to let my emotions get swept away, but it was just so easy to be in love with this girl. "Forever is a long time," I said warmly while slotting my dick into her pussy and then slowly gliding in. "Right now, let's just enjoy tonight."





-- FRIDAY, JULY 22, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I awoke with my usual morning hard-on. My eyes were still closed, but I felt her presence against my chest, and a wave of pure bliss spread across my body.


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 her 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 as 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 naked asscrack.


I loved this feeling. It felt natural, as if my body was resting in the exact positioned it was designed for. There was no gravity, no world outside. All that existed was me and the girl I held. And together, we could spend an eternity without ever needing to move.


I felt calm.


I felt rested.


After such a long time living my life in turmoil, my mind rioting with regrets, missed opportunities, and lost loves, I felt at peace.


I felt happy.


And I never wanted this feeling to end.


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 last night's lovemaking 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.


"Mmm..." she hummed still half-asleep as my right hand caressed her naked thigh. I squeezed her breast a little tighter in my left hand, and I extended my lips to begin trailing butterfly kisses along her neck and down her shoulder. Likewise, my right fingers tip-toed down her leg, rubbing her knee before tickling back up her inner thigh.


Hunching away from the tickling sensation, she curled her shoulder forward, leaving me with nothing but her bare back to kiss with my lips. I teased her spine and rubbed my nose against her hot, creamy skin while panting softly from my own arousal. And after releasing her breast, I reached up with my left hand to cup her cheek while walking my right fingers all the way to her juicy center.


She inhaled sharply when my fingertip entered her. She was still quite damp from the last load of cum I'd shot into her last night. Pressing gently, my middle finger slipped deeper into her pussy, quickly followed by the index finger as well. And after pumping her for about a minute with two fingers, I pulled out and rubbed the collected juices over her slowly re-emerging clit.


Whimpering now, she turned her face and tried to bite my left hand. I extended two fingers to her mouth, letting her suck on them like a pacifier as I rubbed her clit into awareness. Moaning, she let my fingers out of my mouth and tilted her head back, giving me an opportunity to suckle on her neck. And when I did so, she gasped and finally fluttered her eyes open to look at me.


"Ohmigawd..." Amber gasped, staring at me with sparkling sapphire eyes.


Smiling, I simply brought up my rock-hard erection between her legs, nudging it forward and pushing the head into her sopping wet cunt from behind.


"Fuck me..." she groaned, blinking quickly.


Smiling even more broadly, I pushed further, and we both moaned as I began to sink into her body.


It didn't take long. Amber was primed from my morning stimulation, and I didn't feel the need to hold back. Reaching back with her right arm, she held my body against hers while I gripped her right hip and left breast for leverage to pump in and out of her pussy. At the moment of truth, I bit down on Amber's shoulder and she squealed in orgasmic ecstasy. And I followed shortly after with a grunt as I poured out my seed into her willing and waiting body.


From entry to finish only took about five minutes, but neither of us had needed a marathon fucking. As I slowly deflated inside of her, Amber reached her hand up to my head, pulling it down to hers so that we could kiss. And she clenched down with her inner muscles as her tongue carved out the inside of my mouth.


When we finally broke for air, Amber shifted her hips to pull me out of her. She spun around so that we could face each other, reaching a hand between her own legs to scoop out a glob of my cum and then pop it into her mouth with an impish smile. I just grinned and kissed her again, not caring whether or not I tasted myself on her lips. And after another long makeout session, we had to stop and break for air once again.


"I'm sorry," I apologized. "I know I was supposed to go back to my own bed last night."


She quickly shook her head. "Don't be. Especially since I wouldn't have gotten that wonderful morning orgasm if you had."


"But you told me you don't sleep with guys overnight. Now I've gone and done it twice in a row."


Amber blinked her eyes, staring into the back of my soul. "I loved sleeping with you."


"Me, too." I grinned, thinking of the blissful serenity I'd felt myself upon waking after nearly two months of sleeping alone. But taking a deep breath, I sighed and said, "But weren't we supposed to be taking this slow? I'm coming off a breakup and you've said more than once that you're not the serious relationship type."


Amber blinked again, and then looked down between us for a long while. She took measured breaths, in and out, as she collected herself. But when she looked back up into my eyes, there was a passionate fire in her irises that belied her calm demeanor. "Fuck it," she muttered. "I think it's too late."


I didn't understand. Furrowing my eyebrows, I wondered, "What's too late?"


Quickly, she darted in and sealed her lips over mine, kissing me with a fury that caught me off-guard. Grabbing my head, she rolled me onto my back and quickly climbed on top of me. With our mingled cum leaking out of her, she settled the furrow of her crotch over my penis, rowing it back and forth along my length as she did her best to devour my tongue. And as I felt the slick warmth of her pussy rubbing up against me, the flow of blood reversed and started pouring back into my prick to revive it for another round.


Feeling me harden beneath her, Amber giggled and sat upright. With both hands, she flung her sunny blonde hair out of her face and then beamed down at me. And while biting her lip sexily and reaching down to cup her big, firm tits, she hummed in obvious arousal, "It's too late. I'm falling in love with you, Ben. For the first time in years, I'm actually falling in love."


My eyes popped wide open in surprise, but I couldn't help but join in on her infectious smile. A wave of euphoria spread across me, setting my nerves on fire and lightening my limbs.


Love? Really?



I wanted it. I needed it. After having gone dark for far too long, my heart yearned for the warmth only love could provide. Maybe I was rebounding. Sure, I'd done it before.


But maybe this could be real. And as I looked up into her clear blue eyes, seeing the obvious adoration she had for me, I dared to hope. Amber was beautiful, she was sexy, and she was totally into me. She didn't care about my baggage and she wasn't colored by my past.


She was a completely fresh start. And right now, she was exactly what I needed.


"Okay then," I said happily with a smile. "Let's fall in love."





"You DO have food on your own plate you know," I drawled without any actual heat in my voice.


For the fifth time tonight, Amber speared a piece of grilled chicken off my plate with her fork and then popped it into her mouth, smiling mischievously. She took the time to swallow before shrugging and replying, "I like your food better."


"Better? It's the same food." I gestured across the table. Indeed, Lynne and Noelle had cooperated to make tonight's dinner, with grilled teriyaki chicken, vegetables, and rice for the five of us. It's not like my plate had prime rib while Amber was picking at a salad.


Shrugging, Amber just reached across with her spoon, scooping up some of my rice and popping it into her mouth with a fresh smirk.


Rolling my eyes, I reached over to Amber's plate, picking it up and switching it with mine.


Undeterred, Amber just twinkled her eyes at me and then reached over with a fork to spear a piece of chicken off my (formerly her) plate anyway.


Kady chuckled.


Noelle sighed. "Remember when we were like that?"


"Fine. Whatever." Kady shrugged and reached over with her fork to Noelle's plate, but her girlfriend batted her hand away.


Kady whined, "You just said... !"


"Ugh..." Noelle rolled her eyes.


Lynne cracked up. "I'm not sure whether to feel like a fifth wheel or grateful that I don't have to deal with marital bickering."


"I'll show you marital bickering." Amusingly annoyed, I picked up a piece of rice and threw it at Amber. She gasped and picked up a piece of chicken, flinging it against my chest.


Lynne's voice cracked over us. "Hey! Don't go starting a food fight, not with rice! Anyone throwing is gonna pick it up!"


"Aww..." Kady grumped, setting down the spoon she'd already pre-loaded with a glob of rice.


Lynne rolled her eyes. "Children..."


Amber and I were oblivious. We were already kissing hotly, tongues spearing into each other's mouth until Noelle cleared her throat and Kady snarked, "Either get a room or invite us with you. Take your pick."


Amber pulled back and flashed me a broad smile. "Hey, does this count as our first fight? If so, can we have hot and wild makeup sex?"


I just grinned.





-- SATURDAY, JULY 23, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I came to a stop in a hallway and just let my jaw drop to the floor. My heart started pounding. My breath became heavy. Despite the chilly hospital air, I felt a bead of sweat trickle down my spine. I'd said it before and I'll say it again: not since Adrienne had a woman so completely overwhelmed me with powerful lust at the mere sight of her.


Amber wasn't even dressed to show off. Her blocky blue doctor's scrubs did not flatter her supremely perfect body. Her shoes were simple white tennis flats, and half-covered by the drooping hem of her baggy blue pants. Her V-necked blue top wasn't low enough to show off any of her tits, and even if it was, she wore a white undershirt beneath. At least I should have been able to tell Amber had a massive rack underneath that shirt, no matter how loose, but the white lab coat over the top completely obliterated her hourglass curves and turned her into just one more medical drone.


But her face was exquisite, and her fine blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders with just the perfect balance of volume and sleekness. I could only see her side profile, but the perkiness of her cute nose and the shape of her cheekbones left me no doubt who I was presently gawking at.


Sneaking up on her silently as she looked over some chart or another, I quickly settled my hands over her eyes.


"Paging Doctor Hottie. Paging Doctor Hottie. I've got a Code 10 emergency in my pants."


Amber giggled and reached up to pull my hands off her eyes. She spun around and smirked at me. "You shouldn't mess around with those code emergencies. 'Code 10' is Stanford's old bomb threat code."


"Well I've got a bomb down here just waiting to go off," I shrugged, gesturing once again to my crotch. "Tick-tick-tick-tick-tick..."


Laughing, Amber just grabbed my hand and jerked me down the hallway. She was wearing her blue scrubs and clearly still on-duty, but after glancing left and right at an intersection, she pulled me to the right and up to a closed door. Yanking the handle, she opened the door and hustled me inside, closing it behind us and flipping the lock before reaching a hand into my pants.


"I thought you said you had a bomb waiting for me?" she complained.


My eyes darted around the racks filled with janitorial supplies around us. "Well, I did," I muttered, wincing as I felt Amber wrap her hand around my half-hard erection. Hospitals are always chilly places, and her fingers were like ice. "But I lost a little bit of it while we were running through the hallway, and your hands are cold!"


Giggling, Amber pulled her hand out and dropped to her knees, quickly unbuttoning my jeans and jerking them and my boxers down to my calves. Exhaling hotly across my erection, she then opened her mouth and slurped me inside. Sucking powerfully, she bobbed her head back and forth a few times, adding an extra inch of length every time she pulled back until I was at full mast and sticking straight out with a slight incline. "Not so cold now?"


"Well, colder since I'm not in your mouth anymore," I whined.


She giggled and resumed blowing me, holding onto my bare asscheeks and inching a finger toward my ass.


I tensed up, feeling nervous by her approach toward my anus. Looking around the janitorial closet, I felt additional anxiety at the prospect that we might get caught. And tapping her head, I looked down and wondered, "Aren't you still on duty? Maybe we should wait for your lunch break."


Without ceasing her bobbing motions on my prick, Amber fished out her Nextel phone/radio. Waving it at me for a moment, she popped off just long enough to gasp, "If they need me, they'll call." And then she resumed her blowjob.


Groaning, I leaned forward and reached into her lab coat to begin pulling up her shirt. Finding her bra-encased breasts, I pawed at them a bit while listening to her moan. But after less than a minute, she released me and turned around. Yanking her pants and panties down to her ankles, she bent over and braced her hands on a shelf. And glancing back at me over her shoulder, she hissed urgently, "Hurry up! We don't have much time!"


Blinking, I thought fast and then shuffled forward, not easy to do with my own jeans around my ankles. But I quickly settled into position and grabbed her hips, bending my knees to get low and then standing up slowly as I eased my cock into her from behind. Amber's pussy was quite tight, and only beginning to lubricate even though she'd been rubbing herself while giving me the blowjob. But after thrusting in and out of her a couple of inches at a time, the walls of her tunnel began to part and let me inside.


"Ohhh, fuck," she grunted when my pelvis finally slid up against her buttcheeks. "That fucking hits the spot."


"Ungh," I groaned, reveling in the exquisite feeling of her pussy.


"Fuck me, Ben. Fuck me," she urged.


I started pumping her harder.


"Push my bra up to my neck. I can't let go of this shelf," she muttered, bracing her forearms as I continued to jar her entire body forward with each lunge.


Sliding my hands underneath her shirt again, I hooked my thumbs into the chest strap and roughly shoved the Victoria's Secret lace forward and out.


"Grab my tits. Squeeze 'em! That's it! FUCK!"


Pinching her nipples just the way I'd learned she liked, I rolled the erect little nubbins between my fingers before dropping my thumbs to trace the sensitive nerves running beneath her breasts.


"Hammer my pussy! Harder! Harder!"


"Deeper! Fuck yeah! Deeper, ungh!"


"Rub my clit! That's it. Rub that fucking nub! Aaugh!"


"Pound my pretty pussy! Ohmigawd! I'm cumming! I'm cumming in the janitor's closet! Fuck!"


"Squeeze my tits! Oh, yeah! Oh, yeah!"


"I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Cum inside me! No! I changed my mind. Pull out! Pull out and cum on my pretty asshole! Squirt my sphincter full of your jizz, and then use it to shove your dick up my ass! Can you do that? Can you ... FUCK! I'm cumming! CUMMING!"


"Yes! Squirt on me! More! I feel it! It's so fucking hot!"


"UNGH! Damn you're fucking big! Push, damn you! Push! I can take it! UGH!"


"Fuck! Are you still squirting! I can feel it in my ass! I can feel your hot jizz bathing my colon with spunk! Fuck! Fuck! I'm cumming again! Fuuuuuuuck!"


"NNNGAHHH!!!" I grunted, holding myself at full depth inside Amber's inferno of an asshole. I'd just finished squeezing out my final drops, but Amber was still quivering in aftershock orgasms so strong that her anal muscles were vibrating a little painfully for my oversensitive post-ejaculate penis.


Amber's forearms finally gave out. We hadn't been going for very long, but the fuck had been intense. With my cock still imbedded up her rectum, we both pitched forward and she nearly hit her head on the shelves. But she managed to get a foot planted beneath her and my own left hand jerked free of her shirt in time to slam against the shelf to brace us with my right hand still cupping one of her boobs. And eventually, I managed to pull my dick out and stand us both up.


"Here." Amber snagged a medical wipe from a shelf beside us and tossed it to me. I ripped open the packaging and began cleaning myself up while she got some sort of absorbent tissue with a blue plastic backing to wipe up her own ass.


"Wow, that was something," I wheezed, out of breath.


"First time I ever did that here. Always wanted to try it." Breathing heavily herself, Amber grinned and nodded. Quickly yanking her pants up and then reaching under to fix her bra, she leaned into me and gave me a quick kiss. "Thanks, baby. I've gotta run."


"Already? But I thought we were going to have lunch together?" I complained while pulling up my own pants.


She shook her head. "Last minute change. I'm not going to be able to take lunch today. I was going to call you, but you showed up here early."


"Aww," I whined.


"I'll make it up to you tonight. Don't worry." She kissed me again and tittered happily with a beaming smile and twinkling eyes. "Thanks for coming. I love you."


I blinked fast and instantly felt better. "Love you, too."


Her eyes sparkled at the L-word, and then quickly she spun and opened the door. Just outside was an 80-something-year-old man, tottering down the hallway in a hospital gown while dragging along his own IV-apparatus on wheels. Poor guy nearly had a heart attack as Amber came out of the closet and then zipped past him down the hallway. And then he looked at me, standing in the closet with a sheepish grin on my face.


Still holding his heart, the guy turned his head to look after Amber and then back at me. And in a totally surreal moment, he got a goofy grin on his face and threw me a thumbs-up before tottering on his way down the hallway once again.


I finally buttoned myself, and then peeking down the hallway again to make sure no one else was looking, I walked back to my car in the lot, my face beet red the whole way.





-- SUNDAY, JULY 24, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Oh, shit. Is that the time? I gotta run." Already dressed in her hospital blues, Amber jumped out of her seat and hoisted her purse over her shoulder. I turned my head just in time to meet her kiss. But instead of a quick peck goodbye, she snaked her tongue into my mouth and actually moaned erotically into our lip-lock.


"Jeez, get a room, guys," Kady drawled.


Amber ignored her, holding up one hand and flipping Kady the bird. She kept the kiss up for an extra couple of seconds and then finally pulled away. "Okay, okay. Last one. I've got to get to work." She kissed me one final time, and then spun around, hustling out of the restaurant.


Out of breath, I sighed and sagged back into my chair with a goofy expression on my face. The three girls still remaining around the table gave me funny looks.


"What did you do to that poor girl?" Noelle queried with wonder on her face. "She used to be such a ... a..."


"A bitch?" Kady put in helpfully.


"No..." Noelle drawled. "But she was certainly more intense. Amber was sultry, she was ... intimidating."


"She was a cold predator," Kady explained.


"Yeah. But ever since you two got together, she's turned into a ... a..."


"An airhead?" Kady put in helpfully.


"No!" Noelle exclaimed. "But she's certainly more bubbly and friendly and ... nice."


Lynne laughed. "There's no real mystery here, girls: Ben fucked her brains out. Scrambled her personality along the way."


That got everyone chuckling, including me. "Yeah well there was no scrambling this morning, except for these scrambled eggs." I poked the fluffy yellow meal on my plate.


"Seriously?" Kady queried with an arched eyebrow. "You've been shacking up together every night, and you're telling me you two didn't do anything this morning?"


Noelle shrugged. "I didn't hear anything."


"That's because they were downstairs, remember?" Kady explained, looking at me. "Sleeping in your own bed, just to remember that you still have one?"


I shrugged and glanced sidelong at Lynne, who was busy studying her own plate while blushing pink. Actually, Amber and I had a threesome with the petite brunette last night. It had stayed heterosexual for the most part, at least until I shot a load into Amber's mouth and she impulsively decided to snowball it to a surprised Lynne.


But indeed, there had been no hanky-panky this morning. Amber wanted to go on her regular Sunday morning run, and she told me to save my sperm. Taking a deep breath, I sighed and explained things the way she wanted me to. "Amber's doing an 18-hour shift today. And since Kady and Noelle haven't had me since we started dating, she told me to tell you guys that I am, quote, 'A piece of meat being handed off to whoever's turn is next', end-quote."


Lynne arched her eyebrows. "Thought that was exactly what you didn't want to be?"


I frowned. "I don't, but Amber promised me extra-special sex if I said it like that. What can I say? After only a few days, the girl knows what makes me tick."


"Seriously?" Kady now asked eagerly, leaning forward and putting her elbows on the restaurant table. "Amber's not coming home until tomorrow morning at 6am, and she said we get to keep you until then?"


I sighed, musing on how I was starting to like my life again. "Yes, that's what she said."


"Have I told you that I like your girlfriend?"


I grinned. "You might have mentioned it in passing."


"Clock is ticking." Kady stated while examining her watch. She then quickly raised a hand, urgently flagging down our waiter. "Check please!"





-- MONDAY, JULY 25, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Maybe you should go home and take a nap at lunch," Hieu suggested cautiously. "The bags under your eyes have bags under their eyes."


"What's going on? And don't give me that same crap about a rough weekend," Keith added.


With my elbows planted on the desk, I sighed and dropped my face into my hands, rubbing my eyeballs with my fingertips. Breathing deeply, I fought the urge to pass out and shook my head. "Uh, you guys wouldn't believe me if I told you."


Hieu folded his arms across his chest. "Try me."


I picked my head up and smirked. Ordinarily I wouldn't have said what I said, especially considering my usual reluctance to discuss the sexual matters of any girl I'd been with. But this far into sleep-deprivation I was feeling a little goofy. Besides, my story was so outlandish they really wouldn't believe it.


"Uh, I started dating a girl last week and she's spent every night fucking my brains out. But last night, she had to work and loaned my dick out to a couple of her friends. Three of them took turns tag-teaming me all night and wouldn't let me go to sleep until about 5:30 this morning. So I only got about an hour's shut-eye and I'm so tired I can't even lift my penis to pee."


The two guys stared dumbly at me for a few seconds before glancing at each other. Then Hieu looked back to me and remarked, "You're right. I don't believe it."


Keith shook his head wearily. "Jeez, if you don't want to tell us, just say so. You don't need to make up outlandish shit just to shock us."


I shrugged and turned back to my computer, rubbing my eyes once again.


Just then, a knock sounded off at the door to the office we'd been sharing. Leaning in front of the floor-length window beside the door, Amber smiled brightly at us and waved.


Keith jerked his feet off his desk so fast he nearly fell out of his chair, his keyboard clattering to the floor. Hieu more sedately just waved Amber in. And as she opened the door, our team engineer offered politely, "Hello Amber. Got some good news for us?"


Amber blinked in confusion for a second before getting it. "Oh! The lab results. I'm sorry, I had to pull an 18-hour shift last night and completely forgot. I'll get them to you tomorrow, okay?"


"Okay." Hieu smiled but then frowned. "So what brings you over here?"


"Oh, well..." Amber blushed and then came over to me. Clearly not dressed for business, she wore a really brief pair of shorts that showed off her legs and a tiny, tight T-shirt that made her tits look even bigger than usual. Kneeling beside my chair, she pecked my cheek and then glanced at the guys. "Guess you should know: Ben and I started dating last week. I just wanted to come by and take him out to lunch."


The guys' eyebrows shot up in surprise, but Amber was already clucking over me. "Aww ... you look exhausted. Did the girls work you over too much last night?"


"Umm," I stuttered, glancing at Hieu and Keith who were now openly gawking at us. "Something like that."


"What time did they let you go to sleep?"


I blushed. "5:30."


Amber rolled her eyes and then giggled. "Well, that's what I get for keeping you away from them this long. No matter, I had a powernap but still need to catch up on sleep too, so maybe we'll have to take it easy tonight. Anyway, feel like coming out to lunch with me?"


"With you, absolutely," I managed to smile. Just seeing her lifted my energy levels.


Pulling me up to my feet, Amber wrapped an arm around my waist and waved at the guys. "See you later, boys. Hieu, I'll get you that report first thing in the morning."


The guy just gawked at us with his mouth open. Keith was actually drooling.


Giggling, Amber blew them a kiss. "Bye-bye!"





-- TUESDAY, JULY 26, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I thrust forward a final time, grunting my orgasm into my girlfriend's ear as a quart of spunk flowed out of me and into her sucking pussy. Amber 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.


"Ohhh that was incredible," she moaned blissfully, her head lolling to the side as she gasped for air. "You were an absolute animal this morning. Didn't think you'd be able to do that given how tired we were yesterday."


"A good night's sleep will do wonders for a guy," I mumbled into the pillow next to Amber's ear. I felt her hold me tightly with all four limbs, squeezing me for an extra second before relaxing and patting my shoulder so that I could roll off her chest.


After glancing at the clock, Amber turned back to me with a smile. "Hey, it's pretty early. Wanna go get a cup of coffee with me before going to work? My treat."


With my eyes closed, I turned to my girlfriend and grinned goofily. "Sounds great. But let me buy. You bought dinner last night."


"No, no. I got it," she said as she rolled out of bed. Still fully naked and sweaty after our lovemaking, Amber's skin had a golden glow that made her even more beautiful.


I ogled her tits for a moment before letting my eyes run up to her face, catching her smirk. "You keep flashing those in my face and I'll agree to anything."


Amber bent forward so that her big breasts swayed and looked even bigger. "And what if I asked you to marry me?"


I didn't hesitate. "Done. In a heartbeat."


Still bent over, Amber gave me a serious look, as if truly considering it. Her eyes drifted away as she got that spaced out expression for a brief moment. But then with two blinks she returned to Earth and just smiled. "Let's just start with coffee. And don't feel guilty. I told you: my parents are loaded."


Thirty minutes later we were at Peet's Coffee. As we stood in line, I noticed two guys in front of us frequently turning around to check Amber out. And rather than get jealous, I paused for a moment to really admire my girlfriend.


Amber was drop-dead gorgeous, and she fully knew it. She carried herself with a air I would have termed cocky had she been a guy, rather like Adrienne. Her every movement conveyed a charismatic fire and confidence that attracted attention. And with perfect makeup, figure-enhancing clothing, and an attitude just edgy enough to send a thrill through anyone observing her, I found I could easily say she was the most desirable woman in just about any room she walked into.


And she was with me.


Feeling my gaze, Amber smiled at me and wrapped her arm around my waist. At first, I thought it was just an affectionate gesture, but then I caught her sharp eyes zeroing in on the two guys ahead of us. Lifting her chin, I could practically hear her sneer with her eyes, 'What the hell are you looking at?' And quickly, the two guys locked their gazes on the menu board in front of them.


"Have I told you today that I'm falling in love with you?" I asked quietly out of the blue.


Amber's eyes sparkled as she glanced over at me. "No. Not yet."


"Well, I'm falling in love with you," I stated warmly.


She grinned. "Me, too."


Soon, it was our turn at the cashier. Amber spat out her order in rapid fire: Latte macchiato, splash of caramel, large size along with my usual Iced Coffee, Mocha, Medium.


"I'm sorry, can you repeat that?" the barista asked apologetically. "What size on the-"


Sighing wearily, Amber was already repeating the entire order, more slowly this time as if she were speaking to a 3-year-old. And then folding her arms across her chest and tapping her foot, she added sarcastically, "Or is that too much for your little brain to handle?"


The barista's eyes popped in shock at the haughty tone, and I myself frowned while pulling on Amber's waist to draw her body against mine. "Hey, relax. We're in no rush today. Give the girl a break."


She calmed instantly at my touch. When Amber blinked, it was as if a switch had been flipped in her mind. And after glancing back at me with a mysterious look, she immediately looked across to the barista and apologized, "I'm sorry. I really shouldn't have bitten your head off."


Blushing awkwardly, the young girl shrugged and averted her eyes nervously. "No, it's okay. That'll be $6.64."


Amber was still in such shock that she forgot to open her purse. I stepped forward and handed over my credit card before Amber realized it, and then shuffled both of us out of the way to the waiting area.


"You okay?" I asked, rubbing Amber's biceps as I turned her to face me.


Once again, she just sort of spaced out as she stared at me before breaking into a warm smile. And without answering, she simply took my face in her hands and gave me a soul-tingling kiss.


I wasn't complaining, but I didn't understand. Oh well, our coffee was just about ready.





-- WEDNESDAY, JULY 27, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Oh ... my... fuck..." I grunted, straining at the edge of my control. It took all of my concentration to merge Amber's black BMW 645ci convertible into the right lane and then slow us down to turn into the driveway. "Amber! Amber, fuck! We're almost there!"


She picked up speed, bobbing her head up and down in my lap ever faster while reaching her right hand beneath my balls, using her fingernails to scratch them delicately.


My eyes tried to shut themselves as I felt the explosion deep within my loins, not a good thing considering that the Escalade right in front of me was braking hard. My lower jaw twitched twice, the second time jerking so hard that it actually hurt. And then I was grunting uncontrollably as my hips bucked up off the car's seat, held down only by my seatbelt and by Amber's head restraining my prick as it lurched a couple of inches into her throat.


"Ngah!" I grunted as the first wave of spunk blasted out of me and straight down into her gullet. Amber followed my cock back down as my butt dropped into the seat once again, and she pulled her head back until just my mushroom head was still behind her lips. Jacking my shaft furiously, she coaxed out the rest of my sperm. And I whimpered while forcing myself to focus on not crashing while continuing to pump gout after gout of steaming hot jism into my girlfriend's mouth.


The valet tapped on the window while Amber sat up, wiping the back of her mouth with a shit-eating grin. I desperately tried to stuff myself back into my pants and zip up, and the valet had to tap on the window once more before I opened the door. Thank god the windows were fully tinted, and that we had the convertible top up.


"Evening, sir," the valet said politely as if I hadn't kept him waiting at all. He handed me a ticket as I unbuckled my seat belt and gingerly crawled out of the car.


When Amber circled around to my side and slipped her arm around mine, I leaned over and whispered, "You are evil."


"Don't tell me you didn't enjoy that."


My eyes popped as I saw the glob of cum still attached to her chin on her left side. Mumbling "Uh", I tapped my own chin and gave her a significant look.


Grinning, Amber snaked her long tongue out and swiped off the last glob, smiling mischievously before darting her eyes around to see if anyone noticed. Indeed, there was another valet staring at us with a rather vacant expression. Although to be fair, he might not have noticed the jizz at all, having been distracted by the view of Amber's displayed cleavage and tight ass simply poured into the back of her dress.


"You're crazy," I mumbled.


"Dontcha love me?"


I grinned. "Absolutely."


"Happy Anniversary, babe," she beamed at me.


My smile got even bigger. I couldn't remember the last time I'd celebrated a one week anniversary, but it was as good a reason as any to go out to dinner. Patting the hand she'd wrapped around my arm, I replied warmly, "Happy Anniversary." And then I led us inside the restaurant.


Ten minutes later, we were seated at a plush booth, giving our orders to the waitress. She politely checked our I.D.'s as we ordered martinis, and when he handed back Amber's, I quickly reached out to swipe it away from her.


"Hey!" she protested.


"Just lemme look."


"Fine, but you have to give me yours."


I handed mine over, and we both took a moment to examine each other's license.


"I feel like I'm robbing the cradle staring at this," Amber sighed, turning the card around to show me my 16-year-old picture.


"You're only 3 years older than me." I shrugged. Being from out of state, Amber had needed to get a new California license, complete with a much more recent picture. I flicked the red dot on the back. "And you're an organ donor. I like."


Amber blushed, looking away from me. "Not my idea. Someone..." she hesitated for a half second before looking up at me more firmly. "Someone told me I should."


"Good advice. The world needs more people willing to share."


Amber smiled and extended her foot beneath the table to rub against mine. The two of us played footsie and made kissy faces at each other while chatting amiably until our food came. But the instant Amber cut into her Filet Mignon, her whole mood changed.


"Waitress! Waitress!" Amber barked angrily, spinning around to scan the room for her.


The mid-30s lady came over quickly, not used to someone causing a commotion in the otherwise quiet establishment. "Is something the matter?"


Amber split her Filet and pointed with her knife. "This is completely overdone. I specifically asked for medium rare. Everyone knows you can't eat a Filet well done. But do you see pink? Huh?"


"My apologies, Miss." The waitress bobbed her head obsequiously. "Shall I take this back?"


Amber didn't reply verbally, just rolling her eyes and sitting back haughtily with her arms folded across her chest.


The waitress quickly scooped the plate away and hustled back. When she was gone, I leaned forward and gave Amber a short look. "Hey ... You don't need to be so harsh."


Amber just glared back at me. "I'm not some wuss who's just going to roll over and eat whatever the fuck they bring me. I know what I like, and I'd better get what I want. Especially on my anniversary."


"Fair enough, but you could have sent your Filet back without the 'tude." I raised my eyebrows suggestively.


Amber pinched her lips and sighed. "Whatever."


Immediately, I offered to share some of my food. We both knew Amber rather liked picking things off my plate anyway. And despite the rough start, we started to get back into a good mood by the time Amber's medium rare Filet arrived.


But when the check came, Amber paid over my protests and slammed down the pen rather forcefully before slapping the billfold closed. When she reached back to grab her purse, I furrowed my eyebrows and reached across the table, opening it up and taking a peek inside.


My eyebrows rose as I saw the signed receipt. "A dollar tip? Seriously?"


Amber popped her eyebrows. "What? I'm expressing my displeasure with my meal. Waiters and waitress always think that tipping is their God-given right. It's not. It's a reward for good service, and an optional reward at that."


I frowned. "Fine, but don't take it out on the waitress. If she screwed things up, that's one thing. But she did a good job. She got our drinks and food out quickly, she didn't hover, and she was always nearby when we did want something from her. I've eaten in a few different restaurants and this waitress was pretty damn good."


"But I had to send back the Filet."


I shook my head. "Overcooking your Filet is on the kitchen, not the waitress. I saw her write down 'medium rare' when you ordered."


"Whatever. The tip is on the bill, for the whole meal. Period."


I shook my head. "No, it's not. Cooks and kitchen staff get paid a wage, period. Waiters and waitresses don't even make minimum wage. They get like 3 bucks an hour because of all these weird service employment laws, and they have to make everything else up on tips. That woman spent an hour on us, and now she's going to make less than minimum wage for someone else's fuckup. That's not right."


"So what do you want me to do? Give her a full tip for a less-than-ideal meal?"


I rolled my eyes. "Excuse me."


"Where are you going?"


"Just ... gimme a sec." I stood up and glanced around. The restaurant manager was easy to spot, and I quickly walked over to him while he was in a relatively secluded location. Speaking quietly, I explained the situation to him and after glancing past me to my table and still upset date, he gave me a smile.


"I'll take care of it," he assured me before stepping over to a nearby monitor. There, I watched as the manager comped the Filet, removed Amber's credit card, and spat out a fresh receipt.


I handed him my card and let him swipe it. And then right then and there, I signed the bill with a 20% tip off the original subtotal. "Thanks," I said warmly.


"Thank you for bringing the matter to my attention."


I then returned to my date, extending my hand out to her. "Okay, all set."


"What just happened?"


I shrugged, helping Amber to her feet and then reaching out to her signed receipt, tearing it in half before putting it in my pocket. "I took care of it."


"How?"


I shrugged, gesturing for her to wait until we left the restaurant. I handed my valet ticket over and then stepped to the side, finally explaining what I'd done: The waitress got her full due. The restaurant comped the Filet for getting it wrong in the first place. And everybody won.


Amber got that spaced-out look as she stared right through me again. A warm smile then spread across her lips before she hugged herself against my side. Just when her BMW arrived, she reached up to my cheek to turn my face toward hers. And after planting a fresh soul-searing kiss on me, she leaned in, humming, "Maybe I should give you another blowjob on the way home."





-- THURSDAY, JULY 28, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Oh ... Uhhh ... Nnnnghhh..." Noelle whimpered, pulling her head out of Amber's crotch and turning it to the side. The cute dirty-blonde with the curvaceous body set her forehead down onto the mattress and concentrated on the feelings emanating from her nether regions.


Amber didn't seem to mind the lack of attention. My girlfriend was on the bottom of their sixty-nine, and she was busy watching for her first time as my thick cock pushed into the pretty lesbian's pussy. Only when I was about halfway in did she remember what she was doing, and after nuzzling my ball sac with her nose, she took a long lick across Noelle's clit.


"Oh wowww..." Noelle whimpered, still with her forehead on the mattress and her eyes closed. Even after having met me, and knowing that Amber lived quite literally next door, I don't think she ever expected to be double-teamed by the pair of us.


"This looks so much hotter than I thought," Kady groaned, sitting up in the chair beside the bed with her heels on the seat and her knees spread to the sides. Biting her lower lip, the redhead rubbed her own pussy and moaned in obvious arousal.


Noelle's pussy was tight, like always. Unlike Adrienne or Kady, who considered themselves lesbians but honestly enjoyed the mental concept of being fucked by a man, Noelle had been a real lesbian for her entire life. Her sexual fantasies had never included men and she wasn't the kind of girl who craved penetration. She'd never bought a dildo and her vibrators were meant to be used outside on her clit more than inside her vagina. Only since my arrival, with the knowledge that I'd been Kady's one and only male lover and hearing me make Lynne scream in orgasmic ecstasy, had she even begun to consider trying out straight sex. And then on Sunday night a week and a half ago, she finally decided to take the plunge.


While not a disaster, the whole deflowering had not been one of my finest moments. Noelle certainly wanted things to be soft and gentle, and I'd given her that. I'd let her slowly sink down on top of me in a cowgirl position, her ultratight pussy needing time to be stretched out wider than it had ever been in her young life. She rode me for about five minutes, only getting an orgasm when I concentrated on fingering her clit while Kady alternated between kissing her and sucking on her tits. And then she climbed off and said that was good enough for her first try.


Tuesday had been a little bit better. She let me enter her missionary style and I used everything I'd figured out for her user manual to make her cum from just my stroking. But it was still just a mild orgasm and nothing like the screaming banshee noises I was able to produce in Kady. In simple fact: Noelle was a Kinsey-6 lesbian, and physically-forced pleasure could only take her so far without the mental stimulation to go with it.


After that, I hooked up with Amber and didn't have a chance to really play with Kady and Noelle until that Sunday when Amber pulled an 18-hour shift at the hospital. The two lesbians and Lynne had taken turns with me until 5:30 in the morning, and at one point when both Kady and Lynne were fast asleep and Noelle and I were doing a straight one-on-one, she asked me to pull out and go down on her, letting her close her eyes and actually fantasize that I was female. It was her biggest orgasm yet, and when that was done, we both agreed that she'd satisfied her straight-curiosity.


But that was Sunday. Tonight was Thursday, and when the four of us decided to get together as a group for the first time, Amber was just dying to see me actually fuck the pretty lesbian. And curiosity satisfied or not, Noelle was game.


"Oh, do that again," Noelle whimpered.


Grabbing her asscheeks, I pulled out until I had only about four inches inside of her pussy, then rotated my hips in a wide counter-clockwise circle. I'd realized that by doing this, I could scrape my cockhead across Noelle's G-spot. And since she wasn't a girl used to getting penetrated, it was a sensation that was still new and exciting to her. At the same time, I called upon my user manual and tickled the cluster of nerves she had at the base of her spine. And right then, Amber wrapped her tongue around the girl's clit and sucked.


"Oh-Oh-AAGH!" the dirty-blonde croaked. I felt her pussy muscles clamp down around me, and raising my hips up as high as I could go without retracting my dick, I wriggled myself to rub my cockhead across her G-spot a few more times.


"Oh woww..." Noelle moaned again as she started coming down from her high, and I pulled out before turning and sitting down heavily on the edge of the bed, my wet cock waving in the air.


"Ooh, yummy!" Kady enthused as she leaped out of the chair, sinking to her knees and sucking my cock into her mouth. The pretty redhead still wasn't big on blowjobs, and she certainly didn't want me to cum in her mouth. But her girlfriend's orgasmic juices were all over my dick and she loved to lick them up, no matter the source.


I chuckled and looked down at the bed beside me. Amber was smirking up at me before closing her eyes and moaning. One good thing about Noelle was that she got really, really horny after getting a good orgasm. And she was furiously eating out Amber's pussy now as if to make up for her earlier lack of attention.


Meanwhile, Kady was sucking my dick with some rather unusual gusto. After starting the evening by fucking my girlfriend for a couple of minutes before switching around and pushing into Noelle, I'd worn down my self control. And given that we'd all been going for about a half-hour by now, I was eager to get my first good ejaculation.


"Better slow down, Red," I cautioned. "Noelle's juices are long gone and I'm plenty hard enough if you want to go for a ride. Keep that up and you're liable to get a mouthful."


"Mmph!" Kady moaned around my prick before rolling her dark blue eyes up to me. A little sizzle went through her eyes before she popped off my prick and stared at me while continuing to jerk my prick. "I wanna taste it."


My eyes popped in surprise. "Excuse me?"


"You heard me," she sighed. "Sperm me, Big Ben. I figure it's worth a try." And without hesitation, she resumed sucking powerfully on my prick, bobbing her head back and forth and tickling my balls in much the same way she'd seen Amber do earlier tonight.


Glancing to my side, I saw that Noelle and Amber had stopped what they were doing. The girls had heard what Kady just said to me, so Noelle had rolled off my girlfriend and spun around to watch. Amber herself flipped onto her stomach as well, and with my mind being blown almost as much as my dick, I simply gawked at the mostly-lesbian hot redhead really going to town on my prick in search of spunk.


"Oh, shit. Kady ... Kady ... Kady!" I groaned in warning as I quickly ramped up to climax. Her decision had caught me off-guard, making me lose my ejaculatory control. And as I felt my balls compressing, I quickly grabbed her head and held it in place, my lustful brain not wanting her to pull away at the last moment.


For her part, Kady just relaxed and opened her mouth, taking a deep breath and staring intently at my cock as it swelled up just before blowing. The first jet caught her in the back of her throat, startling her. She pulled away, choking slightly just as the second jet splattered inside her cheek as well. Realizing that she'd started to choke, I let go of her head so she could get away. But despite closing her mouth and swallowing desperately, Kady didn't try to avoid the next burst of cum which hit her right on her dainty nose.


"Holy shit!" Noelle squealed.


Amber was just grinning ear to ear.


"Ungh-UNGH!" I grunted as I fired out another wad of sticky cream. And to my utter shock, Kady had opened her mouth again just in time to have it squirt across her tongue before she once again sucked my shooting prick into her mouth.


Finally, I pumped out my final few shots into the redhead's mouth. Kady was sucking and swallowing instinctively, reaching up with two fingers to jack my prick and squeeze out whatever I had left. And when I was done, she sat back on her heels and made a distasteful face. "Yuck. So salty. Now I know why I didn't want to try that in High School."


I groaned, ecstatic to have cum in Kady-fucking-Jacobsen's mouth, but guilty at the same time. "I'm sorry."


Kady shook her head and gave me a mischievous grin. "Don't be. Even though the taste is nasty, I'm happy I tried that at least once in my life. Still ... Noelle? Beer me, will ya?"


Laughing, Noelle rolled naked out of bed and went out the door. We were doing this in the girls' apartment and I knew their kitchen would be fully stocked. Hell, Kady had downed three beers tonight already.


But I felt like I would need another beer after what Kady said next. She called out the door in a loud voice, "Make it two!" And then rolling her eyes up to me, she took a deep breath and said, "I'm gonna need them."


I frowned and looked down at her. "Why?"


The impish redhead grinned again and said, "Well you always said you wanted to fuck my ass."





"Quit starin' and come stick your dick in me!" Kady barked, waving side-to-side slightly while parked on all fours atop her own bed.


"Patience..." I breathed.


I couldn't help staring. My sisters had cosmically-gorgeous asses, but I was almost used to staring at those. Kady's wasn't necessarily better, but it was shaped completely differently. Her ass was almost muscular, perfectly toned, compact, and yet inviting in such a way that I almost didn't want to touch it for fear of marring its perfection. But then I couldn't resist touching it either, and almost reverently I stroked her perky cheeks.


"C'mon, Ben!" she complained again, wriggling her hips urgently. Already breathing hard in anticipation, she was on the edge of orgasm, courtesy of her own girlfriend lying beneath her in a sixty-nine position and almost constantly licking her pussy. I'd watched the lesbian lovers go at it, taking in the subtle ways Noelle would swipe her tongue through Kady's slit.


"Patience..." I urged again.


I'd taken my time lubing Kady up, starting first with a shallow index finger and gradually working my way up to three fingers to stretch her out. Noelle had been eating her out the entire time to help distract her and help her associate the pleasant feelings with the surreal sensations of having lubricated fingers pushed into her nether hole. And my own rock-hardness was ensured with Amber kneeling on the floor beside me, sucking my cock fervently while fingering herself and whimpering in her own anticipation as she watched me shoving my fingers up the redhead's backdoor.


Kady hadn't cum yet. We'd been working her for fifteen minutes, and Noelle wasn't holding anything back, but the redhead just couldn't let herself go. For ten minutes she'd been worked up to the brink of orgasm, and despite her preference for the softness of a woman's touch compared with the blunt forcefulness of a man's dick, she yearned for that ultimate penetration. Sweating, hyperventilating, and absolutely quivering with need, by now Kady unquestionably craved the solid, hard fucking that she knew I could give.


"Ben!" Kady whined.


"Patience!" I stated firmly.


"Fuck patience! Gawd-fucking-dammit, Ben! Less fucking staring and more fucking- FUCK!!!"


Kady's entire body swung forward with the impact of my pelvis against her buttcheeks. While she was in the middle of her rant, I'd suddenly yanked my cock out of Amber's mouth and centered it against the redhead's gaping pussy hole. Keeping three lubed fingers up her anus, I used my left hand to hold her hip in place as I lunged forward, skewering her in a single powerful thrust. And as she felt her vaginal walls suddenly stretched so fast she'd barely realized it, her body was finally pushed over that climactic edge and she absolutely detonated in orgasm.


"FUUUUUUUCK!!!" Kady screamed so loud I was sure the neighbors had heard, closed windows or not.


"FUUUUUUUCK!!!" she screamed again when I pulled back and slammed into her one more time.


"FUUUUUUUCK!!!" she cried out, her wobbly arms collapsing as she dropped facedown between Noelle's legs, her monster orgasm radiating out across her entire body and turning her brain into so much jello.


I rode out her muscle spasms, feeling the result of electrical sparks firing across her nerve conduits erratically in a true system overload. Her anal muscles clamped down tight on my fingers, pinching so hard I thought I was losing blood flow. Likewise, her pussy muscles trapped my cock at full depth, so tightly that I wouldn't have been able to pull out even if I wanted to. Kady's voice turned raw as she continued screaming, and her arms flailed uselessly to her sides. But after a full thirty seconds of howling like a banshee, her voice gave out and her body went limp.


Perfect.


When Kady's nervous system switched off, with every muscle in her body going completely slack from lack of electrical energy, it also included her pussy muscles which had previously trapped my dick inside her. Now freed, I swiftly pulled out of the young redhead's cunt and also withdrew the fingers of my right hand. And with a minor course correction, I swiftly speared my cock through Kady's relaxed asshole and didn't stop until I was balls deep up the girl's backdoor.


"Ohhwaaaughhh," Kady groaned as she was stretched more than she'd ever been in her life.


I just closed my eyes to enjoy the moment. I'd been staring at Kady Jacobsen's ass since the first day she showed up at my house almost four years ago. Now I finally had my dick inside it.


Fucking 'A' this feels awesome.



"Holy shit!" Noelle squeaked.


"Holy shit..." Amber breathed.


"Holy fucking shit," Kady groaned as she pushed her nose into the mattress, absorbing the sensations. "Is that all of it?"


"Yeah," I replied, keeping myself at full depth and tightening my kegel muscles to make my cock flex inside her.


"Fuck you're fucking big," Kady wheezed. "I can't fucking believe I did this."


"You want me to pull out?" I asked, suddenly letting my ego balloon burst and reminding myself to concentrate on my friend's feelings.


"Fuck no," Kady breathed back. "Do it. Fuck my ass, now. Take it you naughty, rotten bastard. I know you've wanted to for four fucking years. Take it. Grab my tight little cheeks and ride me hard. Ream me out so that I never fucking forget this moment. I've teased you for years, always flaunting my little tushie at you. I got such a thrill out of doing it, getting a little electrical buzz watching Mr. Big Shot who could have any fucking woman in the world he wanted just begging for it while I kept forcing you to watch and then walk away. Well you got me now you fucking asshole! Fuck my fucking asshole! Take it you sonovabitch! Take it and take me and FUUUUUUUCK!"


Kady screamed as another orgasm overtook her. Although she was bug-eyed beneath us, Noelle had resumed tonguing her girlfriend's clit, even pushing two fingers into Kady's pussy while I'd started pumping myself in and out of the redhead's rectum. Kady's nasty, aggressive language was turning me on, feeding my lust and giving me fuel to saw in and out of her exquisitely tight anal chute. I felt my arms flooding with adrenaline-spiked strength. My fingertips dug into her asscheeks, forcibly denting them despite their intensely toned firmness. And with a couple of drops of drool dribbling out the corner of my mouth, I growled and really began laying the pipe to her.


"Fuck my ass!" Kady groaned. "Fuck me the way you fucked Lynne that one fucking insanely exciting night. What was she screaming? Fuck my slutty asshole! Fuck my slutty asshole! FUCK MY SLUTTY ASSHOLE!"


I did. Roaring like a demon possessed, I felt the sexual creature inside crawling up my spine and trying to take control. It wasn't that I didn't want to let it, just that I'd learned to instinctively keep that creature harnessed. But it sure was tempting, and I let my red lust course through my veins as I gripped Kady's athletic body and pounded the shit out of her.


"AUGH! AUGH! AUGH!" Kady shrieked every time my pelvic bone slammed against her butt. She probably had the least padding on her butt compared with any other girl I'd ever been with, and the impacts were so painful for both of us that I was sure we'd each have bruising come morning. Indeed, I was hammering her so hard that she was losing the ability to stay on her knees, and poor Noelle was getting crushed beneath us.


"Eep!" Noelle finally squeaked, nearly out of breath.


Realizing what was happening, I slid my hands lower and wrapped an arm around Kady's waist, pinning her body against mine while my cock remained at full depth in her bowels. Hoisting her up, I jerked the both of us over a couple of feet to the side and then flipped her over onto her back, my dick becoming dislodged in the process.


While Noelle now gasped for oxygen beside us, I almost carelessly flung Kady's legs over my shoulders. Centering my cock against her gaping sphincter, I rammed forward and burrowed deep into her asshole once again.


"FUUUUUUUCK!!!" Kady screamed as she came again.


"FUUUUUUUCK!!!" she howled as her shins clamped around the sides of my head while I leaned over her, pressing myself ever deeper up her backside.


I clambered onto the bed, getting my knees atop the mattress now after spending the entire time so far standing on the floor. Doing so rolled Kady's body up beneath me like an armadillo, but it also let me get even deeper than before. The pretty lesbian babe was thrashing her head left and right as she howled in mixed pain and pleasure. But I managed to grab her chin and hold it in place long enough for me to shove my tongue into her mouth. And she wrapped her arms around my head right next to her own legs to kiss me with fervent passion as I finally hit my limit and exploded.


"Hrk!" I grunted into our kiss, unable to breathe. So many different times I'd closed my hand around a girl's windpipe or covered her mouth and nose with my hand. It was a dangerous thing to do, but the oxygen-deprivation often amplified the sexual euphoria. Now, with her legs boxing my ears and her arms holding me down, Kady was doing the same to me. I couldn't breathe, and even as I felt my cock expand and spit out wad after wad of scalding hot spunk deep within Kady's bowels, I also felt the inky black cloud descending around my eyes.


"Hrk!" I groaned again, still unable to breathe but unable to stop myself from expelling even more precious oxygen. My ab muscles burned from my exertion. My legs were quaking. But still my cock kept firing and firing, retracting as if on a spring to spurt out a great wad of jism before jerking back and spurting again.


With Kady's tongue scraping the insides of my mouth, I felt my eyeballs roll up into my head. Quivering like a leaf in a storm, my entire body vibrated with the intensity of my orgasm. And then just as the last droplet of sperm left my dick and lodged itself against the redhead's anal walls, the inky cloud took over and I surrendered myself to unconsciousness.





A sharp pain hit the side of my jaw, and wincing, I managed to crack my eyes open to find that I was flat on my back, staring at the ceiling. Turning my gaze, I found my girlfriend staring down at me, her eyes absolutely sizzling with energy as she held up her hands, ready to slap my cheek once more if necessary. She held a wet washcloth in her other hand, scrubbing and stroking my crotch to both clean me and revive me at the same time.


"Unghh..." I groaned, wishing I were still blacked out.


"No going back to sleep, my sex machine," she purred. Reaching her hands out, Dr. Amber tweaked some corner of my ribs and then tickled me just beneath my armpit. Almost immediately, I felt a surge of electricity shoot through my body to light up my nerves once again. "That was so fucking hot. Like really, really fucking hot. And I'm not letting you go back to sleep again until you do it to ME. Fuck, after watching something that intense, maybe Noelle will even want you to take her anal cherry."


That woke me up, and I quickly glanced over to the naked dirty-blonde behind Amber. Noelle had been clucking over Kady, who was obviously passed out and dead to the world, snoring a little even. And though she looked at me with such alarm that I was rather positive she would never want me to sodomize her, her skin was flushed and her nipples diamond hard at the same time.


"C'mon, honey," Amber said in a smoky, intoxicatingly sensual voice. "You'd better work me up and then knock me out, otherwise I'm never letting you get any sleep tonight."


Ah, it's tough to be a Sex God.





-- FRIDAY, JULY 29, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Ohhhhwaaaaghhhuuuhhh..." Every muscle in Amber's body was tense as she went rigidly still. Her creamy white skin glowed with heat and arousal, glistening a bit from the fine sheen of sweat covering her from head to toe. Her head was thrown back as she groaned at the ceiling, and her chest thrust forward, capped at the front by nipples so hard they could cut glass.


My thumbs and index fingers were cupped beneath those magnificent breasts, holding them up and squeezing gently as I felt each packet of sperm pulse up the length my cock and erupt into my girlfriend's spasming pussy. I held my breath as my mouth gaped open. And almost silently, we experienced together the dizzying euphoria of mutual orgasm.


The moment passed and like a gazelle shot mid-leap, Amber toppled off me and onto the mattress. In the open air, my cock slowly deflated. And the room was filled with no sounds but that of exhausted lovers gasping to refill their lungs with oxygen.


"Oh, shit," Amber wheezed. "THAT'S how you fucking start a vacation."


I chuckled and tried to catch my breath. It wasn't that Amber actually had a vacation. But due to a quirk in the scheduling, she had a full three days off, including the weekend. I still had to get to my internship at BioGen in an hour, of course. But I was actually looking forward to it. After the marathon orgy last night, plus Amber waking up horny this morning, I could use the break.


"For some reason, I thought we'd slow down after a week," Amber sighed breathlessly at the ceiling, still flat on her back.


"You're still insatiable," I explained, breathing hard myself. "I thought you'd be wiped out after last night."


"Me? What about you? Fucking three girls into the ground last night and still having enough for me this morning ... You're a machine," she stated in wonder. "As for the insatiable part, I can't believe it myself. I normally get bored of a guy pretty fast. Or at least, the 'newness' wears off after a few days."


"It must be love."


Amber picked her head up at that. With a silly grin, she rolled onto her belly and then crawled up to me, setting her head down on my chest and then leaning forward to give me a sweet kiss. "I think you're right. This must be love."


We just looked at each other for a long while, giddy smiles on both our faces as we simply admired the view. I figured I had the better view, as Amber had a face that put supermodels to shame. But she didn't seem to mind gazing at my ugly mug.


Leaning in and kissing me again, Amber pulled back just two inches away from me and asked, "So what are we doing this weekend? I've got more than 72 straight hours until I've got to get back to work."


I blinked and suggested, "Stay in bed and fuck each other's brains out?"


Amber rolled her eyes. "And how would that be any different than the last week? I'm serious. I don't have to be back at the hospital until noon on Monday. Something like this may never happen to me again."


I shrugged. "Hop a jet and fly to Vegas?"


Amber grinned. "NOW you're talking. But actually, I was thinking of something closer to here. We talk a lot about falling in love and getting to know each other, but I realized that I haven't met any of your other friends or family. We've spent an entire week with Lynne, Kady, and Noelle. But what about your college friends? And didn't you say your sister lives in San Francisco?"


Immediately, I averted my eyes and looked away. "I don't know..." I hedged.


"What?" Amber pouted. "Are you embarrassed to show me to them?"


"No, no. I have nothing against introducing you to Brandi or letting you meet my other friends. I fully intend for you to be a permanent part of my life for a long time to come, and you'll have to get to know them eventually."


But the mere mention of friends and family called up my ... history. And a big part of my history had always been Dawn. If we visited Brandi, I would also be seeing Dayna. And Dayna would remind me of Dawn. If we visited Bert, I would think of those threesomes with Dawn that had led to our breakup, NOT a pleasant memory. And I simply couldn't visit Kim; not after the way I'd dumped her.


Dawn hadn't popped into my head very often the past week. Sure, there had been the moments when I couldn't help but think of how much Amber physically reminded me of Dawn. But I'd consciously forced myself to focus on seeing Amber as Amber, and not as a replacement for my lost girlfriend. This wasn't a rebound. This was real to me.


"So what's the hang-up?" Amber complained.


"How about you? Don't you have any friends or family nearby? We've been hanging out with Lynne, Kady, and Noelle. But they were more my friends first. Who did you spend your time with before me?"


Amber shrugged and looked away. "Kind of a loner, really. You know that all my family is back home. Here, I have a bunch of coworkers I'll go out for drinks with. And there are always guys trying to pick me up. But ... I..." She spaced out again for a second. "I haven't been much for permanent relationships lately. Mostly, I like talking on the phone to my best friend."


"E-Beth, right?" I queried. Amber occasionally spent an hour a night on the phone with her best friend, even after we'd hooked up.


She nodded. "So that's it? You love me and you think this might last in the long run, but you don't want me to meet your friends and family?"


"It's not that."


"Then what?"


Almost forcibly, I pushed Dawn out of my mind. This wasn't about her. To continue avoiding people because they might remind me of Dawn wouldn't be fair to Amber. So taking a deep breath, I shrugged and nodded, "Okay. I'll call up Brandi and see if she's free this weekend. And while we're up there, I should call Adrienne and see if she's free."


"Adrienne?" Amber frowned speculatively. "That's uh..."


"My adopted sister."


"Oh, right." Amber sighed. "I remember your whole family having names that begin with 'B', but I got confused about that one. Her dad died or something?"


I nodded. "But it's a tossup to see if she's free this weekend. She's super-super busy and always traveling."


"What does she do?"


I blinked and smiled. "Uh, I never told you?"


Amber shrugged. "If I recall, we were talking about each other's family but didn't get that much into detail because you started sliding your hand into my panties."


I frowned. "Only because you slid your hand into my shorts first!"


Amber laughed and slid her hand down over my crotch, which was still wet from our combined orgasms. My cock had gone mostly soft, but remained in a semi-hard and ready state just in case the naked goddess rubbing herself against me wanted another round. "So what does your adopted sister do?"


I bit my lip and blushed. "Well, have you heard of Sports Illustrated... ?"





I-5 is boring with a capital 'B'. But to be fair, the drive heading north toward the Oregon border isn't quite as boring as the drive south to O.C. And the total trip up was still shorter than that drive home.


"Hey bro, you want me to finish the drive?" Brandi yawned from the seat beside me.


I glanced over at her, thought about it, and agreed. "When we stop to get gas, we might switch. It's not that I can't handle the whole drive by myself. But I honestly think that one is gonna wake up super-horny." I jerked a thumb into the backseat, pointing at Amber as she slept with her head against the sidewall of Brandi's Camry.


Brandi glanced back and smiled. "After the stuff I've heard come out of that girl's mouth so far, I think you're right. Good thing Adrienne couldn't come on this trip. Otherwise you'd really be in for some trouble this weekend."


I raised my eyebrows and nodded knowingly at that. I still couldn't believe how things were shaping up. It had started this morning with the call to Brandi, asking if she and Dayna were free for me to visit and bring my new girlfriend. Brandi had immediately informed me that they'd been planning to make a surprise visit to our parents at Morris Camp this weekend, especially since they'd gone nearly a month without seeing the majority of their children. And since they didn't want to scrap those plans, would my new girlfriend and I be interested in coming along?


It had seemed unlikely. For all our professions of falling in love, this kind of trip seemed a little ... sudden ... for our relationship. As hard as we'd fallen for each other, and as intimately connected as we'd gotten in such a short time, we'd still been together for a grand total of 9 days. Everything felt natural, Amber and I just meshed so WELL together. But 9 days is only 9 days.


"Hey, why the hell not?" Amber had replied when I did put the question to her. "Let's be spontaneous!"


"This isn't just my sister. It's bad enough that Dayna is Dawn's big sister. You remember Dawn? My ex-girlfriend with whom I just went through a bad breakup? But even worse, we're visiting our parents."


"So? You said you're still on good terms with their family, and your ex isn't going to be there herself, is she?"


I took a deep breath. "No. Dayna told me she was staying home. But these are my parents. Are you sure you're ready to meet them?"


Amber shrugged and looked at me. "Are you ready to introduce me to your parents? I know it's not easy for a guy to do that, especially with such a new girlfriend. If you don't think we're at that point in our relationship yet, then I'll understand."


I shook my head, firmly committing to what I believed in my heart. "You and I are special. You and I are going to last for a long time. I have no doubts that we're going to be in each other's life for years and years to come, that's how much I love you. So I guess you might as well meet Mom and Dad."


And now here we were. My boss Amir had graciously allowed me to leave work at noon. Amber and I had driven up to San Francisco and loaded our stuff into Brandi's car. And the four of us had hit the road.


I was both surprised and not surprised that Amber and Dayna hit it off immediately. I'd sort of expected some friction from Dayna, given that Amber was effectively taking the place of her own beloved younger sister. But when the topic inevitably came around to Amber asking for Dayna's opinion about my ex, an annoyed Dayna had explained that while Dawn had long thought of herself as mature and wise, she was still just a little girl who sometimes didn't know what she really wanted. Dayna seemed to take my side, and that put Amber at ease. Plus, Dayna wasn't shy about mentioning her own carnal history with me, which in turn let Amber spill some of the dirty details of our whirlwind romance (read: sex life). And I felt my ears burning as the girls swapped stories of my bedroom prowess.


For the next hour, the girls bonded over being busty, blonde, and even being bisexual. And from the way the two girls were flirting with each other, I figured that Amber and Dayna would find a way to seduce each other before the weekend was out. It was almost like re-watching Dayna meet Adrienne three years ago.


Not that Brandi had been left out of the conversation. My sister was the more cautiously protective one, asking pointed questions about the nature of our relationship and even some probing questions about Amber's long-term intentions toward me, especially since Amber was three years older and already in graduate school. Brandi got Amber to explain about her history, ranging from her very serious ex-boyfriend in college to her lack of close relationships since coming to Stanford.


But once Brandi's initial interrogation was over, she left the blondes in the backseat to flirt with each other and instead catch up with me. She pointed out that I seemed happier than I'd been in a long time. And she seemed relieved to know that I was still good friends with Lynne, Kady, and Noelle.


"Maybe you moving to Stanford was the best thing that ever happened to you," she'd commented.


"Hear, hear!" Amber had chirped from the backseat when she heard.


"Boo! Cal Bears all the way!" Dayna protested.


That just got the girls all laughing.


But after about two hours of chatting, the drone of empty freeway passing us by lulled all three girls to sleep. Brandi woke up about an hour later as we neared Redding and offered to drive the rest of the way, but Dayna and Amber were still out cold. After commenting about how much sexual exercise I was likely to get this weekend, Brandi checked the backseat again to make sure the girls were well and truly asleep. And then she leaned over, putting a hand on my arm.


"So really, little brother. Are you happy?"


I glanced over at her and smiled. "Yeah, really happy."


"But ... Dawn. You still haven't seen her since the breakup, have you?"


Trapped in a car, with nowhere to run, I just stared straight ahead and focused on the road. Taking a deep breath, I thought about my soulmate and the vast ... uncertainty ... between us. In just a few short weeks, we would both be back at school. I didn't think Dawn was going to drop out just to avoid me, and since we were both in the same Business program, we would be sharing a number of classes together. Sooner or later, we would have to figure out just how we would ... be ... with each other.


"I'll cross that bridge when I get to it," I said quietly. "Right now, I just want to enjoy what I have."


Brandi shook her head disapprovingly. "The longer you put her off, the harder it will be. Dawn has always been an extremely important part of your life. For you to just not deal with her ... it's not healthy."


"Not my fault. I've tried to contact her. She took off on that road trip instead."


"She's back from that road trip. She's been back for weeks now. And you haven't even called. Dayna told me."


"I called once; she hung up on me," I protested. "And I've been busy."


"Clearly. But you can't just keep yourself 'busy'. It's not fair to that pretty girl in the backseat. You've told Amber that you and Dawn are broken up; that's true enough. But you haven't told her that you and Dawn aren't truly resolved yet. There's been no closure," Brandi pointed out while giving me a sharp look. "And you can't really move on to the new until you've really dealt with the old."


Pinching my lips, I didn't say anything for a long while. An RV was backing things up, and I focused on passing it for a couple of minutes. But once we were back on open road, I could feel Brandi's expectant gaze boring into the side of my head. And after glancing at her, I sighed wearily. "I will deal with Dawn before getting back to Berkeley, okay?"


"When?"


I rolled my eyes. "After this trip, alright? Let me at least have this one weekend in peace about this. It's going to be weird enough for me bringing Amber to see Mom and Dad, not to mention the Evanses. Alright?"


Hearing the defensive tone in my voice, Brandi sighed. "Alright." And for a moment, she seemed willing to let things go at that. But then patting my arm, she leaned in and whispered, "I'm going to hold you to that."


I sighed. Seemed a good time to get some gas.





Only a half-hour outside of camp, we stopped again for fast food. Knowing the camp schedule, it was too late for us to join dinner anyway. I'd gotten an hour-long powernap, and took over driving for the last stretch. And just as the sun was setting, we pulled up outside the familiar cabins.


Stepping out of the car, I felt a wave of sentimentality wash over me. I'd missed last year's trip, but the view was already etched into my memory. I looked at my family's cabin, and then I looked at the Evans' cabin right next to ours. For a fleeting moment, I could envision my Dawn already waiting for us outside, leaning against the railing and looking at me with a warm, welcoming smile.


But she wasn't here. In fact, the Evans' cabin was completely dark, although there was a light on in ours.


"Bring back memories?" Dayna chirped, standing on the other side of the car.


"I can't believe we haven't been here in five years. The place looks exactly the same," Brandi replied from directly behind me.


"I like it," Amber offered from the front passenger side of the car. She'd sat up front to have the view as we approached. "When you told me to expect rustic and quaint instead of the Four Seasons, I was half-afraid it would be a canvas tent in the middle of nowhere. This is really nice."


I nodded and resumed my reminiscing, but then Brandi told me to pop the trunk. The four of us went back and retrieved our small roller suitcases that would keep us for two days and two nights. And then we approached my family's cabin since it had the lights on.


"Do you think we maybe should have called and warned them we were coming?" Brandi asked in a worried tone.


Dayna smirked. "Nah, that would ruin the surprise! What's the worst that could happen?" Reaching forward, she turned the unlocked door and swung it open.


"Unnnghhuuuhhh..."


My eyes popped open wide in utter and absolute shock. The first thing I saw was a very nice pair of big tits – creamy white, round, and capped with pretty pink nipples – swaying back and forth pendulously. The gorgeous blonde woman had her head down as she knelt on the sofa with her hands braced on the backrest, but she picked her face up in surprise to see the door opening. Gasping, Deanna Evans' body went rigidly still. And still with his dick fully imbedded, my Dad stopped plowing her from behind and dropped his jaw.


To my left, I saw Jack Evans' bare butt thrusting back and forth, oblivious to what was going on at the front door. Though I couldn't see her face, I heard my own mother's voice groaning "Oh, Jack ... Oh, Jack ... Oh, ohhh..." as he pounded her into the sofa cushion with her legs thrown over his shoulders.


"Jack! Jack! Jack!" Deanna started squealing in alarm, grabbing a pillow off the couch to cover her front. My dad backed out of her in shock, his nicely-sized dick coming into the open air and still glistening with moisture. And before I could even blink, I felt an arm slam against my chest to propel me backward before the door slammed in my face.


With wide eyes and a gaping mouth, Dayna stood across the door with one hand still on the knob and the other splayed out to her side, as if she were defending the entrance like a castle guard.


"Holy shit!" Brandi was the first to wheeze.


Amber glanced at Brandi and then Dayna, taking careful note of the differences in their hair color and uniquely distinct facial features. Eyeing the door once again and perhaps remembering the view she'd just had, she popped her eyebrows and commented, "So your parents are swingers. Cool."


Not exactly how I'd intended to introduce my girlfriend to her potential in-laws.


Chapter 18: Summer Camp


-- FRIDAY, JULY 29, 2005, SUMMER CAMP --



To be fair, I wasn't completely surprised by what I'd just seen. There had certainly been enough hints over the years that my parents and the Evanses played around with each other. And Dawn and I had discussed this very possibility a couple of years back when we speculated on just what our parents did with all their time together while we kids ran wild all day across the camp grounds.


But none of us had gone out of our way to catch them in the act, choosing instead to remain blissfully ignorant. As far as I knew, no one ever actually confirmed it was happening. And to now see it with my own eyes ... my own mom... ugh.


The four of us stood just outside the door for a long minute, gawking at each other and wondering what the hell to do. It was Brandi who first motioned us away from the porch; and stepping down onto the dirt road, we all moved back to the car.


Amber eyed us carefully. "So I take it you guys didn't know?"


Dayna and Brandi looked at each other and shrugged. "We suspected..." Dayna began.


Brandi took a deep breath. "But we didn't think about it too hard, you know what I mean?"


"Good for them," I pronounced, forcing myself to get past the queasiness in my stomach over the vision of my mom getting porked. I wanted to be mature and rational about this, and I reasoned, "This certainly explains a lot of things about our two families."


Dayna and Brandi nodded in agreement, Dayna commenting with a smirk, "It also helps explain just how ... permissive ... Mom and Dad are with Ben and us girls."


Brandi's eyes shot over to Amber for a moment in alarm, worried that Dayna had just spilled the secret. But Amber's eyes were still on Dayna as the eldest Evans girl continued, "They certainly let Ben get away with far more than any other boyfriend any of us had. Can you imagine Dad letting DJ have any other boyfriend spend the weekend?"


Amber cocked an eyebrow. "DJ?"


Dayna nodded. "My baby sister. Ben dated her for a few months two years ago."


Amber blinked at me. "You dated Dawn AND her little sister?"


I blushed and scrutinized my shoes.


Amber smirked and looked over at Dayna. "So when's your turn?"


Dayna laughed and held up her hands. "No, we're not like that. Just occasional fuck-buddies."


We all laughed at that, and a few more stories were tossed around about the things our two families had done together over the years. Dayna and Brandi told Amber about how our mothers were roommates in college and stayed best friends ever since. None of us kids knew all the details, but we all knew about the weddings just a few months apart and then of course, the matching children from Dayna and Brandi down to DJ and Brooke.


The longer Dayna and Brandi talked, the quieter Amber became. Part of it was because she was just listening with great interest to this story of two families so closely intertwined. But I caught her making several significant glances over to me – questioning glances. And I was a little nervous, noting that nearly all of those glances came when the girls were mentioning my history with Dawn.


But before the conversation went any further, the door to our cabin opened up. Fully dressed, Dad stood in the doorway, glancing around before spotting us standing by the car. And with an almost sheepish grin, he waved us over and commented, "Uh, nice to see you kids."


Wouldn't you know it, Dayna jut a hip out to the side, put a hand on it, and gave my dad a flirtatious smile. "Nice to see you too..." she drawled with a world of innuendo in her voice.


Brandi smacked her friend on the arm, shaking her head. And the four of us went up into the cabin.





All four parents were dressed and decent, any traces of their sexual activities completely gone. The Evanses sat on one couch and my mom on the other as Dad let us in. And all four of them looked at each other nervously for a moment.


"Before you guys try to explain anything," Brandi began as soon as we got in the door. "We just want to say that you don't need to."


We kids exchanged our own glances before Brandi continued. "What you guys do is your own business, and we'll happily stay out of it. We just want to apologize for busting in at an inopportune time."


"Thank you," Mom replied with relief in her voice.


"With that out of the way," I said, stepping forward and going over to hug my mom and forcing myself not to think of her womanly body beneath the clothes. "It's good to see you guys."


"Oh, it's good to see you too," she replied, hugging me back warmly. At the other couch, Dayna was hugging her parents as well. And I switched parents with Brandi to exchange further family hugs.


"Mom, Dad, this is Amber," I introduced, stepping back and pulling my girlfriend's left hand into mine.


She extended her right hand and shook with each parent. "Pleased to meet you."


"I'm sorry it had to be under these circumstances," Dad said apologetically.


"Don't be," Amber replied. "Every parent deserves to have a good sex life."


Mom and Dad blushed, but didn't comment further. There was brief moment of tension in the room as everyone acknowledged what had happened. But then collectively, we all seemed to exhale and let that tension evaporate. Thankfully, parental embarrassment at getting caught was outweighed by happiness to see their children. And although they'd seen Dayna and Brandi on the way up to camp four weeks ago, both sets of parents were just tickled that their eldest daughters were actually here for the first time since graduating High School in 2000.


"And you too, Ben," Mom added, hugging my side once again. "We missed you on the way up."


I blushed and looked down. Mom and Dad had wanted me to join them at the Evans house back on July 2nd. Rather than drive up separately, they had simply picked up Jack and Deanna and driven the rest of the way together. But even though Dayna and Brandi had taken the time to stop by and visit them for lunch, I had made up some lame excuse and skipped out, not wanting to face the Evanses in the aftermath of Dawn's breakup.


Amber noted my mood and squeezed my hand, a question on her lips. I just shrugged and shook my head.


From there, we all sat down and we had a good long conversation. A lot of it centered around my new girlfriend, as you would expect it would. Amber got the usual boyfriend's parents' grilling in duplicate, since the Evanses were especially curious to know more about this new girl who had swept me off my feet. But perhaps still caught off-guard by their own recent embarrassment, both sets of parents went surprisingly easy on her, with none of the really probing questions they might have otherwise given to a prospective boyfriend or girlfriend of one of their children.


In the end, our parents beat a rather hasty retreat. The evening was still young when they declared that they wanted to turn in for the night. And what's more, with our arrival, they decided that the four of them would spend the night in the Evans' cabin.


"Now that you responsible young adults have arrived," Dad explained. "You can babysit the twins."


"And now that the secret's out," Deanna Evans added. "There's no reason to pretend you don't know what we're going to do over there."


"Mooom," Dayna whined.


Deanna just giggled. "Your fault. You kids interrupted us before I got my cookies."


"Mom!" Dayna barked even more shrilly.


"But what about the twins?" I asked. "They don't know about you guys, do they?"


Mom and Dad exchanged a quick look. There was a tightness in their expressions that made me speculate that they weren't so sure themselves. Could the twins have figured it out?


"No-no-no," Brandi interjected. "As far as they know, our parents are just a bunch of old sexless geezers playing cribbage and drinking wine tonight. Got it?"


I nodded and smirked. "Got it."


Mom grinned. "Not that we're actually playing cribbage."


I groaned and Brandi urged, "Go, go. Before you gross us out even further."


Laughing, the parents took their leave. The four of us then started unpacking our luggage, and as we did so, Brandi suggested, "Hey, why don't you two take the Master Bedroom?"


I glanced over at Amber, who got a little sparkle in her eyes at the notion. I had to admit, I rather liked the idea of having a nice queen-sized bed in which to snuggle with my girlfriend instead of staying out in the communal bunkroom on a hard twin mattress while Amber slept on a completely separate bed. But I had to weigh that pleasant concept against the squick idea of making love in my parents' bed, flush with the recent knowledge of what my parents did in that room.


"Good idea. But I'm changing the bedsheets," I finally stated.


Brandi just threw me a knowing wink.





As usual, the late evening was spent with a good chunk of the camp residents around the big bonfire. Hand-in-hand, I led Amber down to the area and quickly met up with a bunch of old friends. Gary Wong was there with his college girlfriend Erica, and we caught up on the past couple of years while the two girls bonded over being new to the whole camp thing. Erica had been here for three weeks already, and she chatted amiably with Amber about all the different things there were to do around here, even though Amber explained that we'd only be here for the weekend.


Dayna and Brandi likewise caught up with some old friends. Barb Hemingway told the girls her little brother Andrew wasn't at camp due to his own internship, but that he was also still desperately in love with Brooke. Dayna told Barb and Tina Nguyen that Felicia was missing camp because of her blossoming modeling career, and Tina gushed that she remembered seeing Felicia's FHM cover. And the camp girls explained that Lucia Ramirez and her little sister Ana weren't coming to camp anymore.


I was somewhat surprised that the older girls were chatting with Amber and me. In all of my camp memories, Dayna, Brandi, and their friends always kept themselves quite separate from me. It wasn't because I was male or unwanted or something. Really, it was a basic fact of age. When I was 12, Lucia was 14, Barb was 15, and Tina was 16. The gap was enormous, and apart from admiring the developing bodies of the older teenage girls, I had nothing to do with them.


Now? These hot older babes were flirting with me, girlfriend be damned. In fact, a couple of them seemed to be flirting with Amber as well (or maybe that was just Dayna). I supposed that since I was now 21, I was just as much of an adult as them, and Amber was the same age as Barb.


But casual flirting aside, half of the conversation revolved around catching us up on the things we'd missed having been away from camp for a few years, and the other half was reminiscing about the old days when we were young. Amber huddled against me and listened to all of us chatting with old friends about things gone by. After a while, I realized I was ignoring her, and apologized for it. But she just squeezed my hand and told me she liked hearing about my past. "I like getting to know more about you, period," she assured me.


But all the conversation also made me nostalgic for the old days. I watched the teenagers roasting s'mores and handing them out to little children the way Dawn and I used to. I held my girlfriend's hand and couldn't help but recall how this month at camp used to be the one chance Dawn and I could re-connect after eleven months away from each other. And I couldn't help but be acutely aware not only of Dawn's absence from camp this summer, but of her absence from my life.


Maybe it wasn't such a good idea to come on this trip.


But just as I began to feel that rock sinking into my heart, I heard the high-pitched squeal of an excited girl followed a split-second later by its echo. And turning my head to see what was going on, I was just in time to brace myself for the blur tackling me off my log.


"OOF!" I grunted as my back hit the dirt and a heavy body landed on my chest.


"You were supposed to catch me!" Eden whined.


"You're a lot bigger than you used to be!" I groaned automatically.


Giggling, Eden leaned over to hug me before finding her footing and hopping up. I found that Emma was right next to her, reaching a hand down to help me up. And once I was back on my feet, my other baby sister enfolded me in a warm hug. "What are you doing here?" Emma asked.


"Surprise?" I shrugged and then waved over to Dayna and Brandi. Our older sisters had noticed the commotion and were already coming over. One-by-one, they each hugged the twins in greeting. And then suddenly all of us were staring at Amber.


"Hi, I'm Amber," my girlfriend said with a nervous wave.


"You're Ben's new girlfriend?" Eden gawked.


Amber nodded.


Emma just looked over at me. "How is it that you manage to hook up with the most beautiful girls on the entire planet?"


I blushed. Amber both blushed and smiled at the compliment. She stepped forward, looking each twin in the face before sticking a hand out and saying, "Nice to meet you, Eden."


Eden gawked even further before shaking hands. Amber then turned to Eden's identical twin and said, "Hi, Emma."


"How do you know?" Emma just asked in confusion.


Amber grinned. "I'm smart like that."


"She's a doctor," I commented.


Eden smirked and elbowed me in the ribs. "I like her."


I just patted my sister on the shoulder and replied, "Me, too."





-- SATURDAY, JULY 30, 2005, SUMMER CAMP --



I woke to the sweet scent of Amber's fine blonde hair in my face. I lay flat on my back, with my girlfriend's head pillowed on my left shoulder. My left arm cinched around her body, holding her against my side. And as consciousness flooded my brain, I slipped my palm beneath the waistband of her pajama pants to cup her tight ass and fondle it gently.


Apparently Amber had awoken before me. She was already lightly petting my morning wood with her left hand outside of my pajamas, tracing its outline with two fingers and rubbing it with the heel of her hand. When I caressed her ass, she tilted her head up to look at me. And finding that I was now awake, she leaned over to give me a sweet kiss. "Good morning," she whispered.


"Morning," I replied. "How did you sleep?"


"I always sleep well when I'm in your arms," she hummed happily.


I smirked. "Even though we're in a strange bed with my sisters in the next room?"


"Even though." Amber smirked, and then gave me an apologetic look. "I'm sorry about last night."


"Don't be." Even though we'd been in the relative privacy of our own room, the walls of this cabin were paper thin and we could still hear Dayna and my sisters puttering around in the main bunkroom. Amber reasoned that if we could hear them, then they could hear us. And being quote 'in a strange bed with your sisters in the next room' had put quite the damper on Amber's libido.


I think it was mostly the twins' presence that bothered her, more so than Dayna and Brandi. But whatever the reason, she wasn't into it. And for the first night since we'd gotten together, we'd gone to sleep without making love.


Once again, I wondered if it wasn't such a good idea to come on this trip.


But my girlfriend continued rubbing my cock, and as a small smile crossed her face, she changed positions and slid her hand inside my pajamas instead. Now wrapping her warm fingers around my rod, her sparkling blue eyes shot up to mine again. And with a smirk, she asked, "Promise to keep quiet?"


I blinked quickly. "If you're about to do what I think you're about to do, then I damn well promise to be quiet."


Amber grinned and then slid herself into the covers like a turtle retracting its head beneath its shell. Covered almost entirely by our blankets, she drew both my pajamas and boxers down to my knees before propping herself up by her elbows above my prick. And stroking it firmly, she opened her mouth and lowered her head.


Five minutes later, I grit my teeth to fight down a groan as my hips surged off the bed. With sparkles shooting off behind my closed eyelids, I sprayed a heavy load down my girlfriend's throat.


So I kept my promise. I stayed quiet. Not a sound.


But then after Amber swallowed my load, she grinned up at me and remarked, "You know, Dayna's made it pretty clear she wants to get into my panties – and into your shorts at the same time. What do you say we do this again later today, but when I make you cum, I pull off and shove you into Dayna's mouth so I can watch her drink down your sperm? Hmm?"


So then I had to break my promise and grunt, "Oh, shit!"





Breakfast was quite amiable. Amber professed amazement at the spread, and commented to my parents that, "Ben had been giving me all these dire warnings not to expect the typical life of luxury I had been accustomed to."


"Well, it's not exactly the Four Seasons." I shrugged and gestured around. We were sitting in rows of wood-plank picnic tables under an open sky, grabbing food from a buffet line by the main lodge. "You were the one who told me you were just a spoiled little rich girl who always got your way."


"Stop it." Amber slapped my arm and pointed to her ceramic plate, complete with silverware, and a glass of orange juice. "You had me thinking we'd be sitting on rocks over an open fire eating canned oatmeal."


"Okay, I might've undersold it a bit. This is a 'camp', but we're not 'camping'."


"Clearly."


"Disappointed, Amber?" Dad put in.


"Not at all. But I guess I was expecting some hiking around, maybe some nice views or an obscure, secluded pool somewhere. From what I saw last night and what the girls were talking about, there's a lot to do right here around camp. Those zip-lines running into the lake look so exciting. There are water slides and a volleyball court and everything."


I sat up. "We can still go hiking if you want. Think you can keep up? Might get a little muddy."


She rolled her eyes. "I'm not some delicate flower who can't get a little dirty. I can keep up with you guys."


"Hey, why don't we go to the Garden of Me?" Eden chirped.


"'Garden of Me'?" Amber queried.


I smiled and just waved at my baby sister. "It's the Garden of Eden..."


"Ah."


"It's about an hour-long hike each way."


"But the pool there is spectacular," Dayna enthused. She elbowed Brandi and said, "Count us in."


"Hey! I was looking forward to just sunbathing and relaxing for a bit," Brandi complained. "I didn't drive all this way just to hike for two hours."


"Aww, c'mon. It'll just be the six of us. Family bonding time," Dayna prodded. She glanced over at Amber, and I swear I saw her eyes sizzle as she stared at my girlfriend.


Brandi glanced at the twins, who were nodding, then at Amber and me. And finally sighing to her best friend, she nodded in agreement. "Fine. But just until lunch. And this afternoon I'm parking myself in a lounge chair and not moving until dinner."





True to her word, Amber kept up. Hell, if she'd known the way to go, I think she'd be leading everyone. The girl was in excellent physical shape, probably from all that long-distance running. She'd told me more than once that it took a lot of work to get her looking as incredible as she did, and she certainly could give Adrienne a run for her money in the high-maintenance department from time to time. But all that exercise paid off in Amber's sexual endurance, and it seemed to be paying off for hiking as well.


Likewise, Eden and Emma were regular energizer bunnies. The 15-year-old twins had already made this hike several times this month, and knew the route like the backs of their hands. They were also full of boundless teenage energy and did most of the leading, leaving me and the two 23-year-olds lagging behind.


"Hurry uh-uup, guys," Emma whined, stretching the word 'up' into two syllables. Her fists perched on her hips as she stood atop a boulder further up the trail.


"That stopped being cute when you were eleven," I grumped.


Beside Emma, Amber just turned around and put her hands on her hips. "Hurry, uh-uup," she mimicked.


I rolled my eyes and shook my head.


Amber then stood up straight, raising her left foot onto a boulder beside her. She wore well-traveled hiking boots and tight khaki cargo shorts that had been rolled above her knees. Her top was a cropped Nike running shirt in stretchy, moisture-wicking neon green and white fabric that left several inches of her belly bare. And the halter top of the bikini she wore underneath was obvious around the back of her neck. Reaching to the hem of her shirt, she ripped it up to her neck, dragging her bikini top along with it. And proudly thrusting her big bare tits at me, she called again, "If you can catch me, you can have me."


I glanced at Dayna and Brandi, with whom I'd been casually chatting for a good chunk of this hike. Dropping the backpack I'd been lugging onto the ground, I offered an apologetic, "Sorry, ladies." And then setting my jaw, I took off up the trail at a dead sprint. Amber may have me beat in long-distance running. But I was sure I was the faster sprinter.


I was wrong. Gawd damn that girl could run. Uphill, downhill, it didn't matter. Her footing was sure and she scrambled past tree roots and stray rocks with ease while I managed to stub my toe and nearly fall off a cliff. And I realized that the longer I tried to chase her, the further and further away she would get.


But I managed to outsmart her with a little trickery. The trail to the Garden from here was fairly straightforward, and we were only about ten minutes away. But noticing that Amber sprinted past a little used intersection, I yelled ahead, "Missed the turn! You keep going and you're going to get yourself lost out here!"


Suddenly realizing how dangerous it would be for her to get lost in a completely unfamiliar place, Amber skidded to a stop and then stared back at me. I had stopped myself at the intersection and gestured off to the right. Groaning, my girlfriend returned and willingly came into my inviting arms.


"Gotcha," I growled as I wrapped her up, trapping her against my body. One hand immediately dropped to fondle her tight ass.


Amber figured it out immediately and tried to push away, to no avail. Instead, she started beating my chest while screaming, "Rat-cheating-bastard!"


"I caught you. Now I get to have you," I growled. My blood was pumping from the chase, and hers had to be pumping as well. Breathing heavily, we just gazed into each other's eyes for a second, and then red lust took over. Her hands went around the back of my head, my tongue was in her mouth, and then her legs were suddenly wrapped around my waist as I held her up off the ground. We pretty much did our best to devour each other, not caring one whit who might see us.


I think we would have started fucking right then and there on the trail if the other girls hadn't come. We hadn't made love since I left for work more than 24 hours ago, which was easily the longest amount of time we'd gone without getting into each other's pants. I was hot and desperate to sink my dick into my girlfriend's willing body, only the morning's blowjob taking the edge off my lust. Amber had received no such relief, and as her own right hand dug down the front of her shorts while my right hand slipped underneath her shirt to fondle a large breast, we almost got her an orgasm.


But the sounds of feet shuffling up the trail reached our ears, and no matter how close we were to getting her off, panic had already set in. Amber yanked my hand out of her shirt and fixed her shorts. I made sure my own clothes were in order. And we were quite presentable by the time the other girls arrived.


"He actually caught you?" Brandi wondered in amazement.


"He cheated. Told me the Garden was that way," Amber explained, pointing up the little used turn.


Dayna grinned and slapped my butt. "Atta boy."


I smirked and we all pushed ahead for the final leg. With the increased pace, we actually made it to the Garden in about 45 minutes total. We spread our towels and the two backpacks we'd carried. The weather was just starting to warm up, and the girls all quickly stripped down to their bikinis.


The twins had thankfully worn relatively modest two-pieces. I still remembered Brooke and DJ dressing provocatively to show off their developing bodies by the lake when they'd turned fifteen. But to my great surprise, Eden and Emma wore matching conservative suits that looked more functional than titillating, Eden's blue and gold while Emma's was black and teal. Similarly, Brandi wore a red bikini that she'd owned since High School. Her curves had filled out a little since then, but it still wasn't anything too extreme.


Dayna, on the other hand, was Dayna. Her big Double-D's were put on full display by the fabled itty-bitty teeny-weeny yellow polka dot bikini. The bright yellow material called attention to itself, and the small black polka dots just added texture to show off the curvature of her chest mounds. The triangular tops were each scalloped like a crescent moon to expose even more skin. And the bottoms were cut in a thong pattern that left her perky buttcheeks out in the open air.


But even that yellow polka dot bikini couldn't draw my attention away from Amber. Like that one time by the pool at our Stanford apartment complex, my girlfriend had found a way to be supremely sexy without showing as much skin as the others. Her hot pink bikini with black trim actually covered the majority of her upper chest. Like a single large triangle, it left her shoulders completely exposed and came together at her neck. But at the base of the bikini was a triangular cutout that exposed the lower curvature of her cleavage, with only the black trim connecting beneath her breasts. For some reason, that open expanse of flesh beneath the hot pink fabric seemed to call to me, inviting me to slide my dick up into the valley of her cleavage from below, fucking my girlfriend's tits and making the top of her bikini fabric bulge every time my cockhead pushed at it from the inside.


The matching bottoms also had triangle cutouts at each hip, so that I had an expanse of creamy skin to view, broken only by two black strings that held each side together. And even though her bikini had more fabric than Dayna's, I couldn't help but think Amber's was the more sexually alluring outfit.


"Holy crap, the view is beautiful," Amber said in amazement as she looked over the picturesque pool with 10-foot waterfalls feeding into it, and lush foliage all around.


"Yes, the view really is," I murmured, staring right at her.


The twins started giggling when they saw where I was looking, and whispered something amongst themselves.


Meanwhile, Dayna and Brandi quickly ran up behind Amber. Grabbing her arms, they dragged her forward toward the pool while my girlfriend began to yelp. "Time to initiate the new girl!" Dayna crowed.


"Ben! Ben!" Amber shrieked for me while laughing.


"Be there in a minute, honey..." I drawled. Ten seconds later, my girlfriend splashed into the water while Dayna and Brandi stood on the bank, wiping their hands and feeling quite proud of themselves.


They never saw me coming.


Four seconds after Amber had gone into the water, so did Dayna and Brandi. In order to make sure they both went in, I couldn't let go of them, simply wrapping my arms around both girls' waists and then vaulting all three of us forward. Amidst a hail of high-pitched shrieks, we splashed down and then almost immediately shot back up, standing on the sandy bottom and wiping water out of our eyes.


"Be-ennn!" Brandi whined.


"Fucking asshole!" Dayna complained loudly.


"Shh, there are children here," I chortled, jerking a thumb back at the twins.


"My hero, you have avenged me." Amber swam into my grasp and wrapped her arms around my head, planting a firm kiss on my lips.


We finally broke for air, and then settled our feet on the sand while beaming at each other. But just as I started to lose myself into my girlfriend's gaze, Amber's eyes popped wide open and she squealed in surprise. "Eek!"


Simultaneously, I felt my swim trunks being dragged down to my knees. I whirled around to find Dayna underwater, jerking me off my feet so that she could drag my trunks the rest of the way off my legs. Off-balance, I fell into the water and kicked out reflexively. But all I managed to do was help Dayna pull my trunks off completely and stand up triumphantly, holding them aloft. "Got 'em!"


Likewise, Brandi held aloft Amber's bikini bottoms. That caused Amber to dive after Brandi, and me to go after Dayna. And within two more minutes of water-fighting, all four of us were buck naked in the water.


"Settle down, children," Eden called from her spot, reclining on a towel spread across the grassy knoll.


Brandi and I took one look at each other before breaking into wild grins. And then my baby sisters were shrieking as we older siblings sprang out of the water, grabbed their arms, and physically dragged them into the pool as well. Well, Brandi dragged Emma. I just threw Eden over my shoulder, spanked her butt a few times, and then marched the both of us into the pool and tossed her in. Dayna and Amber made quick work of the girls' bikinis, and now all SIX of us were skinny-dipping in the exquisitely beautiful pool, the crystal clear water doing absolutely nothing to impede my view.


Some things that did impede my view were the waves of water being splashed in every direction. Eden splashed me in revenge for tossing her in, forcing me to turn my head away. I sprang after her, chasing down my little sister and wrapping my left arm around her waist while using my right hand to tickle her ribcage. But then someone else was tickling ME from behind, and I whirled to find Brandi laughing and wiping water out of her face. So then I went after HER, but soon found my feet kicked out from under me as Emma jumped on my back and tried to dunk my head.


Someone grabbed my cock, half-hard from all the nubile flesh around me but not quite erect since I needed that blood to give strength to my limbs for chasing girls around the pool. Several times my hands cupped a boob here and there, sometimes by accident but often on purpose. It didn't matter that these were my sisters. I'd been intimate on some level with all of them and I was so caught up in the situation that I didn't care. The surrounding canyon walls of our quiet little garden echoed with the sounds of girls laughing, water splashing, and even a feminine moan.


Wait, feminine moan?


Turning my head, I saw that Dayna had sat Amber up on a little rock ledge just beside one of the waterfalls. The flat ledge was just a few inches beneath the surface, and we would often clamber onto it as a short jumping-off point before working up the nerve to climb higher up the 10-foot rock face. Right now, Amber didn't appear to want to jump off. Instead, her legs were spread and she hunched over as Dayna cradled her cheeks. And with the waterfall spraying droplets all over the pair of busty blondes, their faces moved together in erotic harmony as their tongues carved out the insides of each other's mouth.


"Whoa..." Eden remarked in surprise.


"Dayyum..." Emma sighed.


"Get a room!" Brandi cat-called.


The older girls completely ignored us. They continued making out, hands now roving across each other's body. Dayna's fingertips walked up Amber's flat tummy before cupping my girlfriend's heavy boobs. She tweaked the nipples, causing my girlfriend to gasp and tilt her head back. And Dayna took the opportunity to kiss her way down Amber's neckline and chest until she could suckle one of those erect pink nipples into her mouth.


My girlfriend moaned and then cracked her eyes open, having to keep them nearly shut against the spraying waterfall beside her. I saw her sapphire eyes pierce out at me, an almost questioning look on her face.


Wordlessly, I nodded my approval. And then closing her eyes again, Amber moaned while grabbing Dayna's head and directing it lower.


I'd never been to the Garden completely alone with a lover. There were always other people around, most often my baby sisters. So I'd never actually had sex in the pool or tried to figure out the best places to accomplish such a feat. Now whether Dayna had planned this or not, she'd found a near perfect place to do this, as Amber's body was elevated just enough so that she could munch on my girlfriend's pussy while keeping her nose just out of the water and being able to breathe.


Amber's legs ended up over Dayna's shoulders. My girlfriend was able to recline with at least some comfort against the smooth water-worn cliff face behind her. And her head lolled to the side as she moaned and groaned in Sapphic ecstasy.


The whole time, I was still standing next to Brandi. Without really thinking about it, I extended my left arm and wrapped it around my sister's waist, drawing her against my side. She came willingly, her mouth open as she panted in obvious arousal, although her gaze remained on the two blondes by the waterfall. I pulled her body half in front of me, my left hand sliding off her waist and rising up to fondle one of her perky breasts. My right hand slid up her inner thigh before probing with a finger into her wet snatch, finding that she was lubricated with a warm liquid that most certainly had not come from the pool. And at the same time, her right hand reached behind herself, wrapping around my dick and giving it a few experimental strokes.


"Oh, Brandi..." I groaned, feeling her supple hand jack me. "Are we sure this is a good idea?"


Immediately, her hand stopped. She shuddered slightly in my arms, her pussy clenching down around my fingers. But then a second later, she reached down to my wrist to pull me out of her. And she craned her head around to look up at me. "Not in front of Amber. She doesn't know."


My voice was tight with desire. "She'll be okay with it."


"How do you know?"


"I just do." I felt it deep inside.


Brandi took a deep breath, but after leaning back into me for just a second, she took a full step forward and turned around. Shaking her head, she said apologetically, "I'm sorry. But we can't. We're not like that anymore."


I felt my heart tighten. "This is camp. It doesn't count," I pleaded.


She pinched her lips together, and leaned up to my face as if to kiss me. But again, she stopped her initial impulse and instead reached up with two fingers, pressing them against my lips. "Everything counts," she stated quietly. "You had the right idea a few months ago, turning down that birthday orgy. I would have done it then, but when the day passed, I was relieved I didn't. I love you, Ben, but as a brother. We're not like that anymore."


Hearing the sincerity in her voice, I swallowed my disappointment. True, I was horny for my sister, but I understood. My dick may have wanted in, but my brain knew this was for the best overall. And I nodded my agreement.


Just then, Amber came to a screaming climax. Brandi and I both turned to watch as her head pressed back against the cliff face and twisted left and right. Her thighs vibrated around Dayna's head. And after a few more seconds of shrieking and wriggling, her body slowly came to a stop.


The whole garden was silent. Brandi and I just stared, as did Eden and Emma a few feet away from us. Amber slowly unwound from her climactic high, then dropped her legs off Dayna's shoulders. She bent down, putting her forehead against the Evans girl as she whispered something we couldn't hear. And then after sliding off the ledge and standing up face-to-face with Dayna, the two blondes exchanged a sweet, tender kiss.


A minute later, Amber broke away and looked over at me with heat in her eyes. With Dayna staring at her ass the whole way, my girlfriend swam back over to me. Not saying a word, Amber then drew me into her arms and gave me a kiss every bit as sweet as the one she'd just shared with Dayna. She hummed in obvious arousal, doing her best to inhale my soul. And when she pulled back, her sapphire eyes sizzled with an energy that told me her hesitations about being around my extended family had been just about overcome by her arousal. Staring at me dreamily, she sighed, "This place is fucking magical."





The magic didn't stop there. Taking me by the hand, Amber blushed at my sisters and said, "Excuse us for a minute. I need to take your brother behind some bushes and fuck his brains out."


"You don't need to hide behind any bushes," Eden chirped.


"Eden! Give them a little privacy!" Brandi scolded.


Amber led me out of the water, my dick pointing at her body as if it were a compass needle and she the North Pole. But once we got our feet on dry land, she turned around and called out to Dayna, "You coming or not?"


The busty blonde Evans sister had worked her way to the middle of the pool when Amber called to her. Her expression sprang up with delight and immediately she began splashing her way after us. Laughing, Amber snatched up our towels and a blanket, and then I led her by the hand a little further up the canyon to a grassy clearing I had used before.


The blanket and towels were hastily spread, not perfectly straight, but just good enough. My girlfriend tackled me onto my back and then quickly knelt between my legs, wrapping her hand around my prick and jacking it furiously before bending over and inhaling me into her mouth. She only sucked me a few times before Dayna arrived, throwing her own towel next to ours and then rolling Amber off me and onto it. The busty blonde landed atop my girlfriend, crushing their tits together as their mouths found each other once again. And as I rolled onto my side and began jerking my own prick, Amber pulled her head away and gasped, "Get behind her and stick it in!"


Worked for me.


Dayna and I were old friends. We didn't need pleasantries like tender foreplay or even a kiss hello. She quickly propped herself up on her knees and spread her legs in invitation. I grabbed onto her hips and swabbed my mushroom head through her cleft. And without so much as a by-your-leave, I lurched forward and speared the first four inches of my dick into the blonde bombshell's cunt.


"Oh, fuck yeah!" Dayna crowed before putting her head back down and nursing at Amber's tits. She actually toppled onto her left side, so that I wound up straddling her left leg and fucking into her at an oblique angle. But that left her own right hand free to fingerbang my girlfriend while continuing to suckle at Amber's right boob.


Amber herself lay there and enjoyed the sensations for a couple of minutes. But she then rolled away and twisted herself around, returning in the opposite direction so that the two blondes could come together in a sideways sixty-nine, me spooning up behind Dayna and pumping her pussy while Amber shoved her head in to tongue at the sandwiched girl's clit.


"Hooollllyyyy shiiiit..." Dayna moaned. "You know I've been waiting for this for fucking months..." But then Amber impatiently hooked her right calf around Dayna's head, yanking the other girl's face into her pussy. And Dayna stopped moaning to concentrate on eating my girlfriend out.


A few minutes later, Amber slapped my ass and gestured to me. I obediently pulled out, letting her suck my dick a few times and slurp off Dayna's honey before she shoved me back into Dayna and slapped my ass again. We repeated this a couple of times, with Dayna whimpering that she was sooo close to cumming and that she'd already gotten Amber off in the pool and that this was so unfair for us to keep teasing her.


Amber and I smirked at each other, and then I rolled onto my back, pulling Dayna up with me so that she was more or less lying on her back across my chest. Setting my feet, I drilled myself up into her body and reached around to grab and squeeze the soft pillows on her chest. And Amber settled between our legs, really going to town as she licked the busty blonde's cunt.


"Oh, Amber!" Dayna screamed. "Lick my pussy. Suck on my clit and make me cream so good! Ben! Ben! Fuck me! Fuckme-fuckme-fuckme! Cum inside me. Spurt your hot jizz into my cunt and let me feel your girlfriend slurp it out of me! Fuuuuck!"


Her inner muscles clamped down as she came. I shoved her tits back into her own chest with my hands, trying desperately to keep her spasming body pinned on top of me lest I lose control and have her roll off me before she was done.


Amber tongued Dayna throughout her orgasm, and just when it began to wane, she switched lower and sucked one of my testicles into her mouth, rolling it around with her tongue while I switched my hands down to Dayna's hips and used the poor post-orgasmic girl as a masturbatory tool to get myself off. After only a minute, I grunted and indeed spurted my hot jizz into her juicy cunt. And when I was done filling her up, I lifted her body higher onto my belly so that my dick could come free and my girlfriend could lean in to slurp out the creampie.


"Mmm ... my first time getting to do this with you, in either direction," Amber hummed happily.


"Really?" I wheezed, slightly out of breath.


"Uh-huh. You can't cum in either Kady or Noelle, and you know they wouldn't want to suck it out of me. Same goes for Lynne. So ... my first time!"


"Wow..."


"Well, it won't be the last," Dayna gasped, moaning as Amber's tongue resumed drawing out little globs of spunk. "Let's get him to spunk in you, and then I'll get to suck out the creampie."





We did as Dayna suggested, and after getting a cock-cream injection, Amber crawled onto Dayna's face and sighed happily as the rivers of cum leaked out of her down to the Evans girl's waiting tongue. With two rounds under our belts, we were all pretty satisfied. We might have gone for a third, but Dayna suggested that we get back to my sisters.


Coming back up the trail, I briefly wondered just what I might find. I figured that Brandi wouldn't do anything sexual with the twins, but I thought it possible that Eden and Emma had snuck off for a little fun of their own. Hell, I half-thought they would have come to spy on us.


Instead, I found that all three sisters were still bare buck naked and lounging on the grassy knoll. Emma lay on her side with her head propped up on her hand, and I drank in the sight of her cute ass and developing hips. I couldn't see her front, but if I wanted to know what it looked like, twin sister Eden was facing up, her breasts looking full and firm despite the reclining back on her elbows. In fact, I found myself surprised by just how developed my little sisters looked.


Unlike Brandi and Brooke, the twins had always been early bloomers. We had a height chart in the family house, and Eden and Emma had always seemed to be two years ahead of their older sisters. Whatever height Brooke had been at 12, the twins had been at 10. Brooke's height at 15, that was the twins' height at 13. And now, as I thought about it, Brooke's fully adult height stopped around my mouth, but when I'd last hugged the twins they both came up to my nose, even at their tender young age.


Indeed, I vividly remembered taking Brooke's virginity at this camp four years ago. My little sister had then been a gawky girl, with still-developing curves and a gangliness like a newborn colt.


By contrast, Eden and Emma looked ... well ... like young women. Their tits were now at least full-B's, if not C-cups. Their hips had flared wider. The baby fat was almost entirely gone from their cheeks, leaving them with remarkably high cheekbones compared to their older sisters. And even though I had just cum twice with a pair of busty, bodacious blondes – not to mention my own firm commitment to not have intercourse with my baby sisters – I found myself getting flushed to run my eyes over their nubile, young adult bodies. Quite simply, I'd seen them naked this past winter break, but they'd done even more growing up in the past seven months, and they were turning me on.


I had sex on the brain, and as I walked hand-in-hand with Amber, I briefly thought about tugging her back and running away for another round, lest my hormones start pushing me toward the 15-year-olds. But just before I did that, Brandi looked up at me with such a serious look of shell-shock that I instantly lost my wood.


Frowning, I hurried up, with Amber trailing behind me a bit. Dayna jogged to keep up as well, and as the three of us arrived, I asked my older sister, "What's wrong?"


Brandi blinked a few times and gave me a weak smile. "Uh, nothing's wrong per se..."


Despite her words, I was anything but calmed down. I looked at Eden and Emma, who exchanged furtive looks. Adrenaline started pushing into my system and I scrutinized my baby sisters, all sorts of worst case scenarios beginning to fill my brain. But before I could burst out, Brandi reached over and patted my hand. "Uh, Ben? Relax a second and take a look at the girls. Take a hard look."


I stared at my sister as if she'd asked me to jump off a cliff, not quite understanding.


She gestured me back to the twins and asked, "Who do they look like, Mom or Dad?"


"Mom," I replied immediately. Everybody knew that. They'd always had Mom's eyes and mouth, although the nose had been up for some debate.


"Okay, uh, Dayna?" Brandi gestured her best friend over. "Can you sit next to them?"


Dayna frowned, but went along. The twins looked at themselves and then at the busty older girl. There was obviously a vast difference between the sky blue-eyed blonde and the younger, brown-eyed brunettes. I didn't get what Brandi was getting at.


"Look at their cheekbones. Look at that nose. Look at their ears."


I still didn't see what Brandi wanted me to see, but a second later my rational brain clicked into what Brandi was suggesting. Whirling my face over to my sister, I asked harshly, "WHAT are you implying?"


Brandi shook her head. "I'm not implying anything. The girls just told me five minutes ago."


"Told you what?"


Eden took a deep breath, drawing my attention. My baby sister squeezed her twin's hand and then gave me a serious look. "Uh, what the parents told us a few weeks ago."


Seriously? Seriously?


And then Eden confirmed it. "Mr. Evans is our biological father."


Amber gasped. I rocked backward and sat down flat on my ass. I imagine I must have looked as shell-shocked as Brandi did. But at the same time, my brain was still whirring and a whole host of other things began to click: the knowledge that our parents had been swinging for a long time, the lighter hair and eye color than their sisters, their stronger cheekbones and physically more developed bodies. The twins looked strongly like our mother, but it just made sense that there were some tall, blue-eyed, blonde genes in the mix there somewhere.


"Holy shit," Dayna grunted as she backed away, gawking at first Emma then Eden. Her eyes clicked back and forth as she analyzed both their faces. And then slapping both hands over her mouth, she gasped breathlessly, "You guys are my sisters!"


Eden and Emma shrugged and then nodded, small but hopeful smiles on their faces. "Half-sisters," Eden clarified.


"Ohmigawd!" Dayna gasped and then instantly wrapped up the twins in her arms. She hugged them fiercely, tears beginning to roll down her cheeks in waves. Brandi cracked just then, crying as well as she dove on the three of them, hugging them all. And I just sat back, still completely shell-shocked.


Amber sidled up against me, wrapping an arm around my waist and putting her head on my shoulder. She didn't say anything, not wanting to spoil the moment. But she squeezed my shoulder to remind me that she was there for whatever support I needed at a time like this.


My brain was still racing. I had so many questions, so many new theories. Without really thinking, I just blurted, "So wait, is that why your names don't start with 'B'? 'E' for Evans or something?"


Dayna glanced up at me and started laughing. Eden blushed and shrugged. "Uh, maybe. You'd have to ask Mom and Dad. Mom just said that all four of them agreed on the names collectively."


"How did this happen? Was it..." I blushed, not sure if I should finish the question.


"An accident?" Emma finished for me. She took a deep breath. "We asked the same thing. Mom was quite adamant that we were not an 'accident'. She won't use the word. But she did admit that we were unexpected. They all thought they were done at three kids each."


"There were you two," Eden chimed in, gesturing to Brandi and Dayna.


"Then you and Dawn," Emma pointed to me.


"And then Brooke and DJ," Eden finished. "Both dads got vasectomies. But I guess Mr. Evans' didn't quite take. Something about how they just clamped things off back in the day instead of cauterizing. Three and a half years later, we showed up. They weren't even sure which one was the father until they did a test."


Brandi was now recovering. She'd had more time to process. "And they kept it a secret all this time?"


Eden nodded. "Mom felt the time was right to tell us, since we were fifteen and also the only kids on the trip. She also said it would give us some time to bond a little with Mr. Evans."


"'Dad'," Emma corrected. "He said we could call him 'Dad'."


"He said we could, he didn't say we HAD to. I know who my dad is," Eden humphed firmly.


"There's been a lot of sharing back and forth in taking care of us. You remember how Mrs. Evans always used to say that I was actually hers? We just thought it was a joke," Emma added.


"Wow..." Dayna was still in shock, and she hugged the girls again. "I have two more sisters." She started crying again, which got Brandi crying again, and soon all four girls were hugging and crying together.


But not me. I don't know why it happened, but in this remarkable moment of discovery, I had one strong, extremely self-centered thought:


The parents don't need Dawn and me to unite the families. They've always been united, through Eden and Emma.



And all of a sudden, I felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. Fair or not, I'd always felt some pressure to marry Dawn and bring our two families together. Everyone expected it, after all. It wasn't that I'd been against the idea, not at all. Indeed, I had LOVED the idea of bonding our two families through marriage. I had loved Dawn, period. To be with her together for all eternity was ... special ... And I liked feeling special.


But that destiny could also be a burden. Mom wanted it to happen. Deanna Evans wanted it to happen. They'd pushed us and prodded us for our entire lives in that direction. And in a way, I felt obligated to satisfy their desires. After all, it wasn't like any of my sisters could have children with an Evans girl, not biologically at least.


But it didn't matter, not anymore. The twins were already the link between our two families, an irreversible link that could not be broken by divorce or the passage of time. Sure, me marrying an Evans girl would be the cherry on top of the cake, but it was no longer ... required.


Destiny no longer mattered.


I was free.





Lunch was a very interesting affair. Brandi let our parents know that Eden and Emma had told us the secret on our hike, and after the initial moments of trepidation, they seemed to relax when none of us outright complained about them hiding it for so long. Also, the topic of conversation didn't seem fit for the lunch tables with so many other people nearby, so we agreed to hold off the majority of our questions until we got somewhere private.


Mom and Dad were then surprised when we turned down their offer to stay at the cabins and let them spend the afternoon explaining.


Brandi said it best. "We get it. A kid's life is daunting enough without the complications of questioning your parentage. Dad, you never treated Eden or Emma any differently from the rest of us, and the girls themselves affirmed that they know who their dad is, even if they aren't yours biologically. Really, it doesn't matter. All five of us are YOUR kids. The extra dose of DNA from Mr. Evans just makes the twins that much more ... unique. Now, we really ARE all family."


"But we wonder if we should have told you sooner," Mom sighed.


I shook my head. "This wasn't about Brandi or me. This was only for the twins, and you waited until they were mature enough to handle it. Makes perfect sense."


"You don't love us any differently," Emma then chimed in.


"We've had a few weeks to digest this," Eden added. "And we've decided that this is a really good thing, actually. We still have our family: always have, always will. But now we have an extra family, too. And how can that be a bad thing?"


That got both Mom and Deanna Evans misting up, which got Brandi and Dayna wiping fresh tears from their eyes as well. But after hugs around, the girls collectively decided that they still wanted to head down to the lake for the afternoon. "Nothing's really changed," Emma declared. "We have only one day of camp left before going home tomorrow, so we're going to enjoy it while we still can."


"Now shoo." Dayna gestured for the parents to all leave us alone, or at least go back to the Evanses cabin. "Last day at the lake; it's time to show off. And I don't think the dads want to know exactly what our bikinis look like."





I missed the old ritual of hanging outside the cabin, watching the girls emerge one-by-one in their latest itty-bitty outfits designed to stir the male libido. Eden and Emma proved that conservative two-pieces weren't the only weapons in their arsenal, and today they wore identical black strapless bikinis that emphasized their growing boobs and willowy bodies. With the mature cut, black material, and the way they posed, I could have believed the twins were now 18-year-old grown-ups.


Likewise, Brandi had switched to a baby blue halter and thong, with her butt cheeks completely bare. She wore a sarong wrap in a darker blue around her hips for modesty, but the material was sheer enough to be completely transparent and let the world see she had a world-class ass anyway.


On the other hand, Dayna wore her same itty-bitty teeny-weeny yellow polka dot bikini with the scalloped bra cups. Her bosom was front and center, and I decided then and there that I hadn't spent nearly enough time motorboating myself in her breasts this morning.


And then Amber finally emerged. The last couple of bikinis she'd worn had been about doing more with less skin. The yellow one by the apartment pool had clung to her like body paint, and the hot pink one from this morning had been semi-supporting like a sports bra. But she wasn't doing any hiking today. And my girlfriend stepped out of the cabin wearing a baby pink bandeau bikini that was effectively a perfectly even strip of 3-inch cloth that wrapped around her upper body like a ribbon. 3-inches wide all the way around, no less and no more, left both the upper slopes AND lower slopes of her breasts exposed, with a firmness that would have made me think her tits were fake if I didn't know better myself. The material stretched taut across the front of her breasts, leaving a vertical channel between her breasts that just called to my dick even more than the triangle cutout of her bikini top this morning. And her bottoms were another even strip of pink cloth, a little wider this time to ensure that her crotch remained covered. But it was brief enough that I thought I might see her pussy if I could just duck my head low enough, while from the back the top of her asscrack was exposed.


The whole ensemble fit her so perfectly that I knew it had to be custom-made. She looked so fucking edible that I grunted like a caveman and lurched forward to grab my girlfriend and carry her into the cabin so that I could mindlessly fuck her through the floor. But just as I got to her, she stuck her hand out and jabbed her palm against my chest, stopping me in my tracks. "Settle down, loverboy."


I grunted and whimpered with need, the sexual animal taking over.


But she just tsked me and waggled a finger in my face. "Save it. Let the anticipation build."


Fuck anticipation. I wanted to fuck NOW. But Amber sashayed past me, letting me admire her ass as she moved. And I sighed dreamily and followed after. Hell, I'd follow her anywhere.


As it was, I just had to follow her, Dayna, Brandi, and the twins to the lake. We found a nice grouping of lounge chairs and spread ourselves out. The guys immediately swarmed, as was typical. And soon my collective sisters were flirting and laughing the afternoon away.


Eden and Emma soaked up the attention like sponges. I felt a twinge of protectiveness in the back of my head and made sure to keep an eye on my baby sisters. But they seemed to be doing a more than capable job of defending their honor while keeping enough boys on leash to entertain themselves.


Brandi was recently single, and from the way she flirted I thought that she wasn't above having a one-night stand for fun. But Dayna did have a boyfriend waiting for her back home, and while she enjoyed the tease, whenever things got a little intense she would actually back up and hang around me.


Amber, on the other hand, was just completely all over me. She shared my lounge chair, spooning herself against my front and rubbing her barely clad ass against my crotch. My fingers found that there was actually a thin strap underneath the band of her pink bottoms that covered her pussy and asshole from being lewdly exposed in the wrong position. On the other hand, there was absolutely nothing but pink spandexy material in her top, and I found myself sliding my fingers through the gaping hole between her breasts as if I were in a trance, at least until some mom with a 10-year-old kid wandered by and gave me the stink-eye.


I told Amber I didn't mind if she wanted to flirt. I believed she would come back to me. But turning around and kissing my nose, she just stated quite warmly, "All I need is you, all I want is you, and I don't need any flirtation with anyone else to get me sopping wet at the thought of having you inside me. Okay?"


I gulped. "Okay."


But after a half-hour of lounging, Amber decided that just lying around with me wasn't quite enough. Pulling on a spare T-shirt and shorts just to make sure she didn't give anyone a free show, my girlfriend grabbed my hand and dragged me after her to show her what all the playground equipment was about.


We swung off the rope swing, skying fifteen feet into the air before letting go and splashing down into the cool water. We rode the waterslide on foam mats. And we cruised down the zip-lines that dipped us into the water, sending our bodies skidding across the surface for a good thirty feet.


One time, Amber ended up awkwardly enough that her bikini top was dislodged and her T-shirt dragged up to her neck, giving me a flash of boob before she could get everything fixed. We looked around to find that three other guys must have also gotten a glimpse as they hooted and hollered quite admirably. But Amber shut them up pretty quick when she just wrapped her arms around my neck and shoved her tongue down my throat.


She decided that was enough zip-lining, and we returned to our towels and lounge chairs. Amber stripped off the wet T-shirt and shorts to dry while lying on her belly and unhooking the back of her bandeau top to get an even tan. I delighted in rubbing sunblock into her back ("Finally got you to do it, since you never did by the apartment pool," she remarked.) And I copped a few feels of some side-boob as well.


Then I got roped into rubbing sunblock into Dayna and Brandi as well. And yes, I copped a few feels of side-boob again (even Brandi [grin]).


But before I could settle down and relax alongside my girls, nature called, and I trotted off to the bathroom. While I was sitting in a stall, I overheard a couple of guys walk in and head over to the urinals.


"What the fucking fuck, man? Did you see that chick?"


"The new girl? Of course. I overheard Dayna call her 'Amber'."


"And you know who she's with, of course."


"Ughhh ... That fucking 'Ben' guy. I give up. I just don't get it."


"Yeah, man. What the fuck? What's the count now: Dawn, Adrienne, Felicia, DJ, and this new chick Amber?"


"Fuck, yeah. And even Dayna looks pretty chummy with him. Why the hell not, right? He's already banged her little sisters. Might as well get a piece of the action, right? And he's so clearly together with Amber, can you imagine him porking them both at the same time?"


"Fuck man, I'm trying to pee here."


"Just picture it: being the meat sandwich between two hot blondes like that? Just imagine them making out with lots of tongue, squishing those big fuckin' titties together. I'll bet that punk could just slide his twelve-inch dick between those tits and-"


"Will you shut the fuck up! Why the hell do I even bother coming in here when you keep trying to give me a woody?"


"I'm giving you a woody?


"Fuck you, fucker."


"We've been over this, dude. I'm not fucking you so stop suggesting it. Fuckin' dipshit."


"Fuck off."


"That's more like it. I'm outta here. You coming?"


"No, I'm not cumming, fucker. I'm just standing here, waiting for my hardon to go down so I can fucking pee. Now fucking fuck off and leave me the fuck alone."


"Whatever, man."


The room went quiet. I still didn't hear the sound of urine slapping porcelain. By now, I was done with my thing and just waiting to get up and leave. I planned to wait until the guys were both gone, but since I had no idea when the second guy would finally leave, I just decided to hell with it and stood up. Flushing the toilet, I opened the door and stepped out.


The punk at the urinal turned around and gawked at me with wide eyes, his jaw gaping open. I shrugged as I headed for the sink, and as I started washing my hands, I just sort of commented off-hand, "I don't have a twelve-inch dick or anything. You want some advice? Learn to love going down on a girl and be willing to just park yourself down there all night instead of worrying about when you're going to get yours. No matter what you do, a dick in the cunt can't match a tongue wrapped around her clit. And if you figure out how to ring her bell, believe that she'll find a way to return the favor."


Without waiting for a word of response, I just dried my hands and left. I do hope he eventually got to pee.


Me? I trotted right back to my girlfriend, reaching down and grabbing the sides of her bikini top, closing it around her back.


Stirring as if I'd woken her from a nap, Amber gave me a blank stare behind her sunglasses and arched a manicured eyebrow above the lens. "Ben? What?"


"Anticipation over," I growled before reaching over and fastening Dayna's bikini top as well. I still had the imagery of being the meat sandwich between the two busty babes, having them squish their tits together and sliding my cock between all four of their breasts and fucking away to my heart's content until they separated enough to give me a dual blowjob. Fuck yeah.


Taking both girls by the hand, I stared up the pathway that would lead us back to our cabin and grinned. "There's something I wanna try."





"C'mon, honey. It's time for sunset."


"Ooh, you got some romantic little hideaway with a spectacular view, too?" Amber grinned as she slid her hand into mine.


I snorted. "Spectacular view, check. Romantic, maybe. Little hideaway? No. Everyone at camp knows about this place."


Indeed, there were a few other couples walking along the same trail up to the ridge. We paid them no mind, just holding hands and carrying on an amiable conversation about nothing in particular. It was a short hike, though uphill quite a ways. But once we got up to the naturally-forming ledge, we had a picturesque view across the valley where we could see the sun coming down as if to disappear into the winding river far on the horizon.


Given that this was our only night to see the sunset, I made sure we arrived early enough to get one of the best seats. A couple of extra benches had been erected in the last few years, and seating my girlfriend on one, we looked out across the expansive vista.


"Wow," Amber breathed. "This place really is magical."


I smiled and squeezed her hand tighter, enjoying that she was enjoying this. There was nothing above us but open sky, darkening quickly in the twilight. There was no smog, like back home in Orange County. There was no fog, like Berkeley. There wasn't even the glow of city lights surrounding us. Up here, high on the ridge, I felt like I was on top of the world.


Up here, I felt like I'd climbed above all my problems. There was no school, no work, not even any other people in the world. It was just me and the girl I loved, holding hands and enjoying the peace and serenity of a summer evening.


"We could stay here forever, you know. I saw a poster down at the main lodge. They're hiring ranch hands."


"Ranch hands?"


I nodded. "I'm sure the pay sucks, but you get to spend all year up here: looking at clear skies, swimming in crystal pools, getting away from all the suburban hassles of life..."


"Shoveling horse manure, doing the dishes for guests, picking up condom wrappers off cabin floors," Amber drawled with a smirk. "I have servants. I'm not going to be a servant myself."


I rolled my eyes. "It's not like that."


"Oh, I know, I know..." Amber sighed. "It does sound nice, actually. Getting away from it all. Sometimes I feel like I gave up ... well... everything to pursue this dream of becoming a doctor. Left my friends, my family ... my boyfriend ... all to come to Stanford. Now I work forty hours a week and study for another forty. I'm always tired, always running short on time. Some nights, I would just collapse onto my bed at the end of the day, still wearing my clothes, wondering if I made the right choice."


She went quiet, and tucked her cheek against my shoulder. I hugged her warmly and just stroked her shoulder as she collected herself.


At last, she exhaled and tilted her face up to mine. Her blue eyes were shimmering with moisture, and she gave me a brave smile. "If I hadn't come here, I never would have met you. If I hadn't moved into that apartment, I never would have met you. If you hadn't moved into that apartment with Lynne, I never would have met you. But I did. And you did. And we did."


I nodded and squeezed her tighter, knowing exactly what she meant. "We did."


"I feel like I was meant to be with you."


"Like destiny," I said quietly.


"Yeah..."


We both went quiet. The sun continued its descent, and as it got closer and closer to the horizon, the chatter from other couples around us also quieted.


"Have I told you 'I love you' today?" Amber said quietly out of the blue.


"Uh, not in the last half-hour, I think."


"Oh, I'm so sorry..." She wrapped her arms around my neck and brought us together for a sweet kiss. Amber let her lips linger on mine for an extra few seconds, and even when she pulled away, her eyes were closed and her tongue snaked out as if to taste what was left of me still on her mouth. A few seconds after that, her eyes finally opened, gorgeous sapphire orbs that gazed upon me with an expression of infinite adoration. And she smiled so perfectly that I couldn't resist leaning in to kiss her again.


"I can't believe this is all happening so fast," she sighed when we broke for air once again. "I went years and years without feeling ... anything ... serious for anyone. Medical school is tough. It's a hard, hard grind, and I never felt like I had time for a relationship. Heck, I still don't think I have time for a relationship. But then you came along, swept me off my feet, and now I can't imagine living the rest of my life without you."


"Neither can I," I agreed. "Hey, what do you think about having a wedding up here? Nothing huge, of course. But there's enough room for some portable generators and to string up some lights if you want to do a sunset wedding."


Amber grinned and leaned her cheek against my shoulder. "That a proposal?"


"Uh ... well..." I stammered.


She giggled and rubbed my arm. "Relax. I'm not pressuring you or anything. It sounds nice. To be honest, I've never given a whole lot of thought to my wedding. I know some girls plan it meticulously from the time they're 10 and watching Beauty and the Beast on VHS. Me? I'm kinda cool with whatever."


"Good to know."


We went quiet, and Amber looked out across the valley. The sun was just now dipping into the horizon, about ten percent of the bright disk now out of view. She rubbed my forearm, breathing deeply. And then out of the silence, she said quietly, "I'd say 'yes', you know."


I blinked quickly and glanced down at her. "What?"


"If you asked me..." Her eyes tilted up to look into mine. "I'd say 'yes'."


I was blinking quickly again in surprise. A great part of me was already rejoicing in delight. She's going to marry me! She's going to marry me! But that joy was tempered with just a hint of reason. It wasn't that I was against the idea, but I wasn't so far gone into my infatuation that I lost all sense of rationality. "We've only been together for ten days."


She nodded. "I know. And even if we did get engaged this quickly, my brain tells me we'd have to wait a long while before actually getting married. You've got to finish school, I want to get my M.D., and there are a million other things that would have to happen first. But it doesn't change the way I feel."


"And what do you feel?"


She beamed up at me. "I thought my heart had shut down completely. I dedicated everything to this career. I left behind my home, my friends, my entire life. This was my dream, to come here to Stanford Medical School. I gave up everything, believing that I only had room in my life for this dream."


"But you don't believe that anymore?"


Amber smiled at me and shook her head. "Not anymore. I see a life with you. I see the kind of man I never thought I could have while still maintaining this career. We have this glorious summer, and then you're going to go back to school. I'll work my crazy 80-hour work weeks for a while, and we'll visit each other on weekends. I'll always know that you're nearby if I really need you, and you'll always know that I'm saving myself for you."


I smiled and squeezed her body against my side.


And whispering so quietly I could barely hear, she mumbled, "It's the dedication I should have made a long time ago."


Glancing down, I saw that Amber's eyes had become unfocused again. Knowing that she'd come back from her space trip in a few moments, I just rubbed her arm and waited her out. And sure enough, she looked up at me and let out a little happy sigh.


Someday, I'd bring Amber back here and propose for real.


Someday, but not today.





-- SUNDAY, JULY 31, 2005, SUMMER CAMP --



"Oh shit, Dayna," I groaned as she pulled me out from between her tits and swallowed me whole. I could actually feel her massaging my shaft with her throat muscles, the same way she'd first done to me five years ago. I whimpered when she pulled back just enough to wrap her tits around my rod and give me another few pumps, and then she was handing me off to Amber, who similarly enfolded my cock between her fleshy mounds and gave me a few strokes before taking me into her mouth and pushing her nose further and further down until her lips were wrapped around my base with my mushroom head denting out her throat from the inside.


A knock sounded off at the door, and Amber quickly pulled me out of her mouth. We all looked over at the door just as Brandi cracked it open and pushed her head through. She took one look at us and smirked. "Hurry it up. We're gonna be late for breakfast."


"Go on without us," Dayna urged. "It's my last time with him and I wanna enjoy it."


Brandi rolled her eyes. "Fine. I'm heading down with the twins. Don't take forever!" And then she pulled back and shut the door.


Dayna just grinned and shoved me into her throat again.


Amber, meanwhile, came up to my head. Smirking down at me, she remarked, "You know, your sister's really cool about your sex life. It's really rare to see that."


I blushed, replying, "Brandi and I have a unique relationship."


Amber stared into my eyes, her gaze becoming a little more probing than usual. I actually started to get nervous, my attention being drawn away from Dayna still slurping on my knob. Does she suspect?


"Ben, answer me honestly," Amber ordered quietly. "Have you and Brandi ever... ?" Her voice trailed off.


I was a horrible liar, and I'd been asked a very direct question. Typically in this situation, I would just give a non-answer. I was better at deflecting than outright lying. But this was Amber. If I was seriously thinking about spending the rest of my life with her, how could I possibly keep secrets?


Plus, I really did feel deep inside that she'd be okay with it.


Behind her, Dayna had gone absolutely silent. Almost comically, she still had my dick in her mouth, but she was listening intently, not moving a muscle. I glanced over at her, our eyes meeting for a brief second. And then bringing my gaze back to Amber, I took a deep breath and replied, "We did, once upon a time. But we're not like that anymore."


Amber spaced out again a bit. I hadn't seen her do it in a while, and I wondered just what was going through her head. All of these little moments, staring at me but looking more like she was seeing right through me, always unnerved me a little bit. But just like always, she quickly returned to Earth and gave me a warm smile. "I understand," she stated warmly. "Sometimes, a sibling bond goes beyond social convention. I've only known one other set of siblings like you, and they're some of the most incredible people you could possibly meet."


Blinking slowly, I started to relax. Amber beamed at me and then bent down to give me a soul-tingling kiss. And when she pulled away, familiar lust was back in her eyes. "How do you want us?" she asked Dayna.


The busty blonde Evans girl sat up and furrowed her eyebrows. "Huh?"


"Like you said, this is your last time with us. Well, I'm sure we'll find a way to get together in the Bay Area, but this is the last time at camp. How do you want us?"


Dayna grinned and then glanced to the door. "I've got a double-ended strap-on and some lube in my suitcase. Can I fuck you while Ben does my ass?"


Amber giggled and jerked a thumb at Dayna while looking at me. "I really like your family."





We weren't that late to breakfast, but we'd had to rush enough that Dayna didn't have time to wipe the silly grin off her face. And she grimaced a little when she sat down, my semen squishing around inside her bowels. Brandi gave her a knowing look, and since I'd decided to pay attention to the parents, I saw Deanna giving her daughter a knowing look as well.


My ears suddenly burned.


After the meal, we returned to the cabin and dressed for a short hike. By plan, we wouldn't be leaving camp until after lunch, and I planned to spend the entire morning alone with my girlfriend for a change.


"Don't be late," Mom cautioned me as I hoisted the backpack over my shoulders. "You kids still have work tomorrow."


"Yes, Mom," Amber replied without really thinking about it. She'd intended to make a joke, but when Mom stiffened with wide eyes, Amber got the innuendo and blushed.


"I'm sorry, Mrs.-"


"Don't be," Mom cut her off and then smiled warmly. "I'd be quite happy to have you for a daughter-in-law."


Amber blushed even pinker. I just took her by the hand and led her outside.


The path was automatic. It was after breakfast, I wore my familiar pack, and I knew the route by heart. It wasn't that I'd intended to come here, but after about thirty minutes, I left the trail and led my girlfriend across a hundred yards of tall grass until we rounded some bushes and saw a familiar sight.


It was just like I remembered it. The fifteen by ten foot flat clearing was shaded and blocked on two sides by trees, with the bushes behind and the creek before us. We had a view of the canyon beyond and a constant but gentle breeze. It was quaint, and calm, and perfect. It was our private paradise.


"Wow..." Amber breathed as she squeezed my hand. "This is beautiful."


It was our private paradise. The problem was: "our" meant "Dawn and me".


Maybe I was overemphasizing the "specialness" of the clearing. After all, it was just a patch of grass, a hedge of bushes, and a few trees. But I couldn't do this. Not here.


"C'mon," I said, tugging on Amber's hand.


"Mmm..." She resisted, tugging back and drawing me back to her. She put a hand to my chest and leaned up to steal a kiss from my lips, murmuring on the way, "This looks like a comfortable, private spot to get naked."


"It is," I replied, backing my mouth out of her reach before she kissed me. "But not here. C'mon..."


Amber sensed my disquiet and frowned. But she let me pull her out of the clearing and back to the trail. And wordlessly, I started leading her off somewhere else.





I forgot about Dawn by the time my rock-hard erection lay into the furrow of Amber's pussy. My girlfriend was on her back, thighs spread wide in invitation as I lay atop her body, slowly dragging the underside of my cock and balls across her unhooded clit.


The gorgeous blonde whimpered beneath me, her nipples diamond-hard points that scratched my chest. Her mouth opened willingly to accept my tongue each time it ventured inside, raising her own to meet it with friendly tickling touches. Her hands held onto my shoulders, not caressing or stroking but really just holding on as she focused inward on the sensations I was producing in her body. Amber may have been the medical doctor, but I'd long ago proven I didn't need a degree to understand her anatomy.


A gentle breeze whisked away the heat and the droplets of sweat that beaded along my back. Our bodies were shaded from the sun by the thick covering of leaves from the tree overhead. And our nudity was covered from view by a nice hedge to my left. This clearing was another fifteen minute hike further away from mine and Dawn's, and it wasn't quite as picturesque, but it was still beautiful enough. I could see myself bringing Amber back here again and again.


My cock glided smoothly along a layer of wet lubrication. I was sure the big vein running beneath my shaft was stimulating Amber's clit with a very unique rubbing motion. And when her fingertips dug into my shoulders and her mouth gaped open in a silent scream, I retracted my cock before dipping the head down and gently inserting it into her wet, orgasmically-spasming box.


"Ohhh, gawd, Ben," Amber whimpered as I entered her, her lower lip quivering. "You make me feel like I'm losing my virginity."


That put a little smile on my face, and remembering the pain with which most girls tear their maidenhead, I concentrated on being as gentle as possible as I slowly sheathed my cock in to the hilt. Amber's vaginal canal was exquisitely tight as she clamped up in orgasm, but as the moment gradually passed, I felt her tightness receding. Her climax complete, the 24-year-old blonde beauty dropped her head back onto the blanket behind her, and then rubbed my shoulder in encouragement to continue.


I pulled back until the ridge of my mushroom cap was just barely holding onto the insides of her labia. Amber moaned, "Ohhh..." as she felt me withdraw, that same ridge scraping all of her inner nerves along the way. And after the briefest of pauses, I pushed all the way in once again.


"So good, Ben..." she sighed, her eyes closed and her head lolled back.


"So exquisite, Amber..."


"I love you..." she moaned.


"I love you, too..." I groaned.


Taking a deep breath, Amber's chest expanded. Her perfect breasts pushed up and into me, and opening her eyes, she gave me a sapphire sparkle and a heavenly smile. "Make love to me," she hummed.


So I did.


The mechanics were unimportant. I didn't think about technique. I didn't think about user manuals. I'd learned over the years that there was a very important difference between making love and fucking. And there was just as important a difference between physical and emotional pleasure.


The most important part of sexual satisfaction for a girl is not orgasm; it's the connection to the person they're with. And I was making damn sure Amber felt how emotionally connected to her I felt.


The euphoria was intense. Really, it was incredible. I couldn't believe how good it felt to move in and out of her body, even though I wasn't consciously aware of pumping her. Our motions were automatic. Our actions were in perfect harmony. We were truly making love, and at the same time, we were being "in love", the way they talked about in the movies. It was easy. It came naturally. It was ... perfect.


She clutched my heavier body to hers, crushing herself beneath me in such a wonderful way. My elbows dug into the blankets, keeping my chest above hers, but she kept pulling on my back until I was literally pushing her whole body down with my entire being with every thrust. Our mouths were joined together as firmly as our loins. Her legs were intertwined with mine, her heels digging into my calves as if desperately trying to bring us even a fraction of an inch closer. And as we sped up our urgent humping, I felt both her and my orgasms building together.


This would feel so good. It would feel so perfect. I was making love to an angel. And this carnal act would be a symbol of the enduring passion we would feel for each other for all eternity.


"Mom" she'd called my mother. It was just a matter of time.


I could scarcely believe that we'd only been together for 11 days. 11 DAYS! Seriously? At a time when my life had hit rock bottom, when even my emotional rebound with Lynne had fallen apart, she had come into my life. Her timing had been perfect. Her love had been intense. In such a short time she had come to mean so much to me. It was like we had always been meant to meet each other. Heck, that first day when we'd run into each other at BioGen, she'd summed it up perfectly:


It must be destiny.


I opened my eyes, ready to see my true love. And indeed as I opened them, I saw my Dawn.


My head jerked. Dawn? Wait, what? Not possible. She wasn't even HERE. But there was no mistaking the face. Her fine blonde hair haloed behind her head, drawing one's attention to the pure white of her face and her piercing blue eyes. Michelangelo could not have sculpted a finer face. Delicate shoulders and prominent collarbones framed a slender torso, where the firm mounds of her large breasts remained firm and upright with minimal support, and they were all real. I could feel the hint of her ribcage before Dawn's taut tummy took over with just the delicate ripples of her abs. Her hips perfectly circled around a pretty pussy, her shaven labia surrounding the moist, pink center, a center I was currently thrusting through. And her legs seemed long enough to wrap over my shoulders and down all the way to my ass as she drummed her heels against my spine, urging me to pump her even harder. She was exquisite.


Truly, I was making love to my Dawn.


I didn't know how it was possible. Really, for a moment I didn't care. My hips surged with renewed power as I found I was once again making love to my perfect angel. And I realized that she'd been with me all along.


There was no Amber. Amber was a myth, a figment of my imagination. Amber was a fresh start with my true love, the one whom Destiny truly meant to give me. New name, new identity, same face, same perfect body.


Same heart.


None of the baggage.


We began again.


Who was it who'd told me that the emotional connection was more important to a girl than physical orgasm? Who was it who'd told me the advice of a tongue around the clit being far superior to a dick in the cunt? Dawn. Those were her words, her wisdom.


"I love you!" she moaned, her body thrashing beneath mine. "I've always loved you! And I will always love you!"


Those were Dawn's words. I remembered when she'd said them to me, four years ago when I'd realized that while I could cheat on dear girls like Megan and Cassidy, while I could cheat on even someone as wonderful as Adrienne, I couldn't cheat on her. When Felicia Clarkson had pushed me to my limits, I'd turned her away to be true to my Dawn. I had never cheated on a girl since then, and I never would. She was my all. She was my Dawn.


"I love you," I groaned. "I know it feels like it's been forever, but I still love you. I've waited for you to come back. I've dreamed about this day in desperate hope. But you're with me now. I'm with you now. And we'll never be apart ever again."


"Yes! YES! YES!" she crowed beneath me. All four of her limbs cinched around my body as the earthquake began deep within her core. I felt the heat radiating out of her, heat borne both from temperature and love. Like a warm blanket, that heat washed over me, drowning me in her love. And I rejoiced to feel it once again.


Her body sucked me in. My body poured out my soul into hers. And together, we scaled the heights of both physical and emotional ecstasy and mentally exploded into the stratosphere of tranquil bliss.


Sometime later, my body had gone still atop hers. She cradled me, holding my weight down against her. She was crying, tears of ecstatic joy that sent shudders throughout her entire body beneath me. And still squeezing her eyes shut, she cried out in utter and complete relief, "David, I love you. I've missed you so much!"


Wait ... David?


Chapter 19: Starting Fresh


-- SUNDAY, JULY 31, 2005, SUMMER CAMP --



Amber seemed to realize the name she'd whimpered about a second after I did. Her naked body froze beneath mine, every single muscle tensing at once. I felt her pussy clamp down around my dick, still fully imbedded inside her. And her arms held fast around my back so that I couldn't have pulled away if I tried.


I did actually try to pull my head back. My face had been in the blanket beside her, but I now wanted to look at my girlfriend and ask what was going on. But the instant I tried, her hand went to the back of my head, holding it down. "Ohmigawd..." she gasped in shock, still pressing down on my head. I got the distinct impression that she wasn't yet ready to look at me.


But after a few more seconds, she released my head and I raised it enough to look down at Amber's face. She was still crying, but the expression on her face was anything but joyous. If anything, she looked absolutely terrified. And when her lips curled downward into such a deep frown of shame, for some reason I suddenly felt like some kind of evil rapist.


Can you imagine bedding down with someone you believe to be your true love, only to open your eyes and find yourself being violated by a total stranger?


That's how Amber looked at me, and I couldn't pull myself out of her fast enough. She finally let go of my back and legs, allowing me to withdraw and drop onto my belly beside her. Instantly, I locked eyes with her and raised a hand to brush sweaty bangs away from her forehead. And now that we were no longer coupled, the terrified expression left her face.


But the shame remained. "Oh, Ben. Ohmigawd. I am SO, sooo sorry."


"Shh..." I soothed, my white knight desire to protect her momentarily outweighing the turmoil I felt inside over having my girlfriend call me a different name. My brain was racing a mile a minute, still caught up in my own momentary fantasy that I'd been making love to Dawn. I similarly searched my memory trying to figure out who the hell 'David' was. And at the same time, I tried to focus on soothing Amber.


"I'm sorry," she blubbered, sobbing uncontrollably. Grimacing as if in pain, Amber turned her face away from me and raised her arms over her body as if to cover her nakedness.


Quickly, I grabbed the end of the blanket and wrapped it over her. It hurt to think that my loving girlfriend, who had been such a nymphomaniac over the course of our brief relationship, couldn't bear to be naked in front of me. But I saw enough anguish in Amber's current mental state to let it pass. This was far bigger than mere nudity.


The cycle then repeated itself several times. Amber cried, tried to apologize, and then I told her it was okay and just tried to calm her down. But she wouldn't have it, and after about five minutes of watching her break down, I finally just took a deep breath and said, "Amber, just now, I thought you were Dawn."


That stopped her short. Turning her face to mine, Amber's jaw dropped open and she stared at me with red-rimmed eyes. Her anguish at betraying me was momentarily washed away by anger at being ... used ... But then her anger melted beneath the guilt over her doing the same thing, and the end result was that she just shut up and gawked at me.


"I take it that 'David' is your ex-boyfriend? The one you told Brandi you'd left behind when you came to Stanford?"


Biting her lower lip, Amber hesitated for a moment before giving me a nervous nod.


Grimacing, I screwed up my face and asked, "Have you fantasized about him before while making love to me?"


Immediately, she shook her head vigorously in the negative. But then a guilty look spread across her face, and she admitted, "But there have been moments ... not lovemaking ... when I had to stop and think about how much you remind me of him. Like that thing you did with the waitress and the tip at our anniversary dinner. Or the barista at Starbucks. And even ... uh ... your relationship with your sister."


I nodded. "When you go off on your little space-trips?"


She furrowed her eyebrows in confusion. "Huh?"


I shook my head. "Nevermind."


Now it was Amber's turn to fix me with an inquisitive glare. "How about you? Fantasize about Dawn a lot?"


I shook my head immediately. "No, this was the first."


"But you said before that I look like her."


"Superficially. You're both tall, beautiful, blue-eyed blondes. Kind of my weakness. But you really do have two completely different faces. Both beautiful, but different."


"Which one of us is prettier?"


"Amber!"


She pouted and looked away.


I rolled onto my back, staring up at the leaves above us. The gentle breeze coming off the creek cooled me down, sucking away not only the excessive July heat but also the anger and tension over our situation. But it didn't take away ALL the tension, and after a minute of silence between us, I asked, "So now what? Was this a momentary lapse for both of us? Was it just one extreme break with reality where we both imagined we were with a past love?"


"Well, the sex WAS quite incredible," Amber sighed. "I don't remember the last time I floated away so completely like that."


"But what does this mean? Am I not over Dawn? Am I just rebounding?"


"Am I not over David? Am I still truly in love with him? Hell, am I rebounding?"


Pinching my lips, I mused on my situation. It felt like an eternity had gone by since Dawn broke up with me and ran away. But in reality, it had barely been more than two months. I remembered reading in a magazine somewhere that a person needed one week for every month they'd been in a relationship to get over it. Technically, Dawn and I had been together for an exact year, so I still needed another two weeks of mourning at least. But then if you considered that I'd spent a lifetime being in love with her ... well ... that meant I wouldn't get over her until I was like fifty or something.


"It's only been two months," I sighed.


"It's been more than two years for me," Amber sighed as well. "And I still love him. Gawd-fucking-dammit, I still love him."


Grimacing, I looked over at my girlfriend. Taking a deep breath, I looked over at her and asked, "So where does that leave me?"


Her mouth curled down into a frown again, but this time was matched with furrowed eyebrows and soft eyes. "Oh, Ben ... I'm sorry," she moaned apologetically. "I love you. I do!"


But I took a deep breath and thought about my own situation. I thought about DJ from two years ago, after Adrienne had dumped me. I thought about Lynne, and how I'd so desperately clung to her. I wanted to believe this was real, but even I had to admit that eleven days was an awfully short time to go from near-stranger to discussing marriage. "Do you?" I asked critically. "Do you love ME? Or do you love that I remind you of him?"


"Ben..."


I sighed. "You said it yourself: you were immediately more honest and open with me than with any other guy you'd known since coming to Stanford. As much as my ego wants to take credit, you opened up because I reminded you of him. You started falling in love with me because I reminded you of him. And up on the ridge last night, you pretty much said that I was your second chance."


She didn't respond immediately. Biting her lip, she looked supremely guilt-ridden over what she'd done. And whimpering, she began again, "Ben, I'm-"


"You don't need to apologize." I sighed. "I sort of did the same. I think I tried to warn you that I wasn't completely over my ex. I told myself we had to take this slow, to let our relationship build naturally over the time that we shared together. But we didn't take things slow. I let myself see Dawn in you, and you let yourself see ... David ... in me. We both saw what we wanted to see, and we loved what we saw. But it's just an illusion. I'm not him, and you're not her. And if we went any further along this path, someday we'd have figured out that we weren't marrying the person we thought we were."


Amber stewed on that for a long while. So did I. Together, and yet separately, we just stared off at the tree above us, lost in our own thoughts. I wondered where Dawn was right now. I wondered what she was doing. I wondered if she still thought about me.


"So where does this leave us now?" Amber finally asked.


"I don't know." I exhaled slowly, turning things over in my mind. I then turned my head so that we could look at each other. "Certainly, I don't think we can continue believing each other is a second chance at the loved one we've lost. If you keep dreaming that I'll be David 2.0, I'm only going to end up disappointing you and breaking your heart."


Amber sighed, pinching her eyes shut and turning her face upward again. But a moment later, she looked over to me and said, "But I still... like you. I still have butterflies in my stomach when I look at you, a giddy happiness that spreads throughout my whole body. I know you're not David. Really, I do. And in the short time we've been together, I've come to know that you're a wonderful man. I don't want to lose you."


I smiled and reached a hand out, feeling an electric sizzle shoot up my arm when she took it. Amber was gorgeous, and warm and intelligent and funny and sexy and so many wonderful, wonderful things. She wasn't Dawn, but... "I don't want to lose you either."


"So what do we do?"


I took a deep breath and shrugged. "We start fresh, I guess. We have to. As much as I want to just build from our current relationship, I don't think we can truly know how much of the foundation is made up of memories of Dawn and David."


"Start over?"


"Yeah." I nodded. "That way, when we fall in love again, we'll know it's because of each other and not because of Dawn or David."


"Is that even possible?"


"We can try. I want to try."


Amber suddenly sat up then, the blanket falling away from her body. My eyes immediately yo-yoed down to her naked breasts, big, round, and spectacularly firm. But I quickly brought my gaze to her smirking face, even though she jiggled her bosom enticingly. And with a warm smile, she extended a hand. "Hi, I'm Amber. I'm a third-year medical student at Stanford who is already married to her job. I work crazy hours and I don't have a whole lot of personal time. But I like the way you look and if given the choice, I'd prefer to spend that limited personal time fucking your brains out whenever possible. Emotionally, I'm a wreck inside. I've locked away my heart and thrown away the key ever since I abandoned my beloved boyfriend to pursue this dream career. I'm not entirely sure if I can ever really love again without thinking of him. I don't want to get your hopes up thinking that we'll be together forever. But I'm willing to find out what we can be for at least now."


My mind was blown. I couldn't believe she'd just come up with that off the cuff, but taking a deep breath, I took her proffered hand and shook it. "Hi, I'm Ben. I just got my heart broken barely two months ago by the girl I thought was my soulmate, and I know I'm an emotional wreck inside. There's a gaping hole inside me, and I'm desperate to fill it and recapture the intimate closeness I just lost. I'm a romantic at heart, always wanting to see the good in people and perhaps wishfully believe that a relationship can last forever. I want to be in love, and people say I measure every girlfriend I'm with for a ring. But I'm going to try and work on that. I don't want to overpressure you. Maybe our relationship will last forever. But maybe it'll only last for another 11 days. I want to find out. And I want to find out with you. I just have to warn you that you'll probably have to be the one stepping on the brakes now and then to make sure we don't again go off the deep end."


She took a deep breath. "I think I can do that. I lost my head a bit with you, feeling the flood of romantic emotions I'd kept buried inside for so long just overwhelmed me a bit. But really, I'm coming from a pattern of uncommitted casual affairs while you're coming off a breakup with a long-term soulmate. Maybe the two of us can meet in the middle."


"I hope so." I nodded.


"So what now?" Amber asked with a shrug.


Involuntarily, my eyes dropped back down to her naked breasts. They were so luscious, so inviting. And as I've said before, not since Adrienne could a woman so instantly inspire lust in me. "We could seal our new relationship with some casual, early-relationship getting-to-know you fucking," I suggested. "Just to get past the deep, soul-tingling lovemaking we just finished a few minutes ago."


Amber smiled, which I took as my cue to lean in and kiss her. But just as the passion of our liplock intensified, she abruptly pulled back and put a hand to my chest. "Not so fast. I'm stepping on the brakes. We need to take this slow, for real this time."


I frowned in disappointment.


Amber just started looking around for her clothes. "C'mon. We should get back."





"You two okay?" Brandi asked as I drove her Camry past the Morris Camp gate and got back on the highway. "You've been awfully quiet ever since you got back from that hike."


I glanced in the rearview mirror, my eyes meeting Amber's for a brief moment. But before I could respond, she exhaled slowly and said, "It was an incredible weekend. That camp of yours is truly magical. But the weekend's over and it's time for Ben and me to get back to reality."


Our eyes met once more in the mirror. And right then, I noticed the difference in Amber's eyes. They used to glow with an inner fire, a light of excitement and passionate love that flared up whenever she looked at me. That fire was gone, replaced by a look that was still quite pretty, but subdued.


I felt my heart sink a bit into my stomach just then. Oh, Amber and I would still try to make this work. We were still quite fond of each other, sexually-compatible, and very much committed to staying boyfriend and girlfriend. But there's a reason people always say that you can't uncross a bridge. Amber and I had pushed our relationship to the limit, to the very edge of proposing marriage for real. But we'd stepped back from that limit upon realizing we were both projecting our lost loves onto each other. And really, there was no returning.


We might be a romantic couple for a long time, to the end of Amber's Medical schooling in two years even. Heck, we could be friends and lovers until we were geriatric old fogeys. But right then and there, I knew that Amber and I would never reach the dizzying heights of passionate love again. Someday, eventually, we would go our separate ways.


But not today.


I glanced back into the mirror, a smile spreading across my face. "Hey honey? What time do you have to be back at work tomorrow?"


"Uh, not until noon. Why?"


I tilted my head and glanced over to Dayna, who was watching us speculatively. "Hey Dayna, the camp may be behind us, but the vacation isn't over yet. How about Amber and I stay with you guys for a night?"


Dayna sat up straight and broke into a wolfish grin. Her eyes ran appreciatively up and down my girlfriend's body in the seat beside her. And she practically buzzed with excitement as she said, "There's something I wanna try."





-- TUESDAY, AUGUST 2, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



It was just before 7pm when the doorbell rang. I was quickly on my feet and over to the door. And when I opened it, a sigh of relief ran through me.


"Hey there, boyfriend," Amber greeted me, looking tired.


"Hey there, girlfriend." I opened my arms and she immediately stepped into my embrace, hugging me warmly. "Feels like it's been an eternity."


"It has. We've never been apart for this long before," she replied. I'd gone off to work Monday morning, and Amber's shift at the hospital went from 12 to midnight. By agreement, I had not stayed up waiting for her, instead catching up with Lynne and talking to my dear friend about the revelations I'd learned about my own rebounding from Dawn and Amber's lost love David. I'd gone to sleep in my own bed and gone off to work again this morning. And this moment was the first time I was seeing Amber in nearly 36 hours.


She seemed to relish the hug as much as I did. Neither of us wanted to let go, just feeling the cosmic flow of energy pass back and forth between us and lift up our heavy hearts. I had worried just how she would react to seeing me again, wondering whether we could ever recapture a piece of the magic that had brought us together so intimately in such a short amount of time, or if our relationship had truly died.


Thankfully, whatever was between us was closer to the former than the latter. I didn't feel the giddy rush of brand new love where everything she did was magic and I couldn't imagine taking a single future breath without having her nearby; but I did feel the warm affection I'd held for other dear people close to my heart.


Still hugging her, I stroked her spine and pecked her forehead as she buried her face against my neck. "How was work?" I asked. She'd gone back in at 8am and just got off at 6pm today, returning home to change and then come down to have dinner with us.


"Work is work. Nobody died on me today, which is better than I can say for a lot of days."


I grimaced. "Don't you work at the Children's hospital?"


She nodded. "Yes, kids die too, especially the gravely ill ones; and we get a lot of those."


I pinched my lips together. Not exactly a high note to start off the evening. But thankfully, new blood arrived in the form of Kady and Noelle arriving outside the door. I pulled away from Amber and gestured all three girls in. And then Noelle went into the kitchen to help Lynne finish up our dinner.


"Hey there, stud-muffin." Kady fist bumped me. "How was your weekend?"


I glanced at Amber with mixed feelings. "It was sort of like going on the most spectacular vacation of your life. You're absolutely thrilled with how wonderful it was, and simultaneously dejected knowing that it's all over."


Kady held a hand over her heart, giving me a stricken look. "Whoa, dude. That's a little too deep for a girl who hasn't gotten her first beer yet."


I chuckled and shook my head, waving her toward the refrigerator. "You know where they are."


Dinner itself was pleasant enough. The food was excellent and the conversation light. Even though it felt like an eternity had just passed, it had only been a few days since we were all together like this. And as far as Kady or Noelle knew, nothing much had changed.


But they still picked up on the different vibe in the room. "So ... Looks like the two young lovers finally settled down," Kady commented, looking speculatively at Amber and me.


I frowned and glanced at my girlfriend. "What do you mean?"


Noelle pointed with her fork. "Amber's eating from her own plate."


Amber looked down as if surprised to find that indeed, she was.


"And you two aren't all over each other body language-wise," Kady pointed out. "You still lean into each other and exchange little smiles when nobody's looking. But it's not nearly as gag-inducing as it used to be."


"Gag-inducing?"


"Ohhh-migawd," Kady drawled like a valley girl. "You two were so cute and fluffy and cuddly and aaaack." She mimed shoving a finger down her own throat.


We blushed and Amber just reached onto the table to pat my hand. "Still decompressing from the trip, I guess."


"I'll bet. Guess you guys must be getting old."


Amber then waggled her eyebrows suggestively. "If you girls want, we can follow you upstairs tonight and show you we old fogeys still know how to have a good time."


Noelle quickly looked down at her plate and pinched her lips. Kady glanced over to her girlfriend and took a deep breath. And all of a sudden, I could feel the tension in the room thicken a hundredfold. I knew Amber's suggestion was all in good fun, but for some reason the girls weren't reacting as such.


"I'm sorry," Amber apologized immediately. "Did I say something wrong?"


"No-no..." Noelle replied right away, giving us a nervous smile. She looked at Kady again, who reached over to her girlfriend and squeezed her hand.


"Guys, uh, Noelle and I did some talking over the weekend," Kady explained nervously. "We've really enjoyed the ... playing around ... the four of us have been doing for the last couple of weeks. But..."


"It's time to stop?" I interjected with a raised eyebrow.


Noelle blushed and Kady nodded, adding, "It's really nothing against you guys. The sex has been... phenomenal."


Noelle finally found her voice as she sat up straight and looked at me. "Ben ... I'm very grateful you've been so gentle with me. But we've talked about this before, and I think my curiosity about straight sex has been satisfied."


"Me too," Kady explained before blushing sheepishly at her girlfriend. "Well, I might've been able to go a couple more times, but the novelty has mostly worn off. You're like a really great vibrator, Ben. The sex feels good and all, but I'm just not attracted to you. And with Noelle ready to stop, so am I."


"What am I, chopped liver?" Amber teased.


"Sorry, chickie," Kady explained and then got a wicked gleam in her eye. "The deal was that if we wanted him, we HAD to take you..."


"Aww..." Amber mock pouted. We all knew Kady was just teasing.


"Seriously," Noelle smiled. "I really enjoyed playing around with you, Amber. More than Ben, actually."


Amber elbowed me in the ribs with a smirk.


"But I love my girlfriend and we've agreed to go back to monogamy," Noelle continued. "We had our fun, but that was it. I'm sorry if we're disappointing you."


Amber and I both independently started shaking our heads. "No, no," Amber said first. "There's no need to apologize. It was fun. We're fine with leaving it at that."


"Ah, Ben?" Lynne then said softly. She'd been so quiet during this whole exchange that I'd nearly forgotten she was here. Fixing me with an apologetic look, she took a deep breath and then sighed, saying, "The same goes for me."


I frowned, furrowing my eyebrows. "You too?"


She nodded slowly, then stared at her plate and got a guilty expression on her face. "It's not that the novelty has worn off or anything. In fact, I spent most of Saturday morning masturbating in my bed hoping you'd come back from your trip sooner than later."


"Aww, honey..." Kady reached over to pat Lynne's hand. "If you wanted relief, I could have come downstairs to give it to you."


Lynne rolled her eyes and Noelle slapped her girlfriend's shoulder. Kady just grinned.


But then Lynne took a deep breath and got serious once again. "I, uh ... I just think that the time is right for us to go back to being just friends. The 'benefits' part has certainly been ... incredible. But you're with Amber now and if I'm going to move on from you, if I'm going to get over the feelings I've been developing for you, the sex part is something we're going to have to stop."


I nodded, disappointed but understanding. "I get it."


Lynne then blushed a brighter pink. And rather sheepishly, she then added, "I, uh. I also kinda met someone."


"Wait, what?" Kady jerked upright in her seat.


"Really?" Noelle leaned forward excitedly.


"How the hell is this the first I'm hearing of this?" Kady complained. "When did you meet him? That trip to San Francisco on Saturday?"


But Lynne just stared right at me. "I, uh..." she began nervously again. "I really hope you're okay with this."


I blinked. "Lynne, we're just friends. I have absolutely no hold preventing you from going out and meeting a new guy."


"It's not that. It's the specific guy."


"Huh?"


Lynne blushed even pinker. "It's, uh ... It's Bert. Your friend Bert? Pecan pie... "


My jaw landed on the dining table.


"It was a total fluke meeting. My big sister came to town for work on Friday, and she stayed over an extra night to see me. I went up to visit her on Saturday in San Francisco and we were at Ghirardelli Square getting chocolate and toasted almond ice cream when Bert found me. He was there with his parents and little sister and we just sorta got to talking."


"Oh my gawd..." I drawled in amazement that this was happening.


"He, uh ... He asked for my number before we separated. Then he called me Sunday night. We talked until like 2am."


"Oh my gawd..." I repeated. But the initial shock was wearing off and as I looked at Lynne, I realized she was still feeling really guilty about this. Instantly, I smiled broadly and reached over to touch her arm. "Lynne ... I'm really happy for you. Bert is a great guy."


"Yeah," she sighed, curling her shoulders inward and tittering cutely. "I think so, too."


"Didja sleep with him?" Kady suddenly asked.


"Kady!" Noelle admonished harshly.


"Of course not. He went back home after San Francisco and I went with my sister. "We still haven't even gone out on a date."


"C'mon..." I shook my head. "Give the kids some time."


"Kids?" Lynne drawled. "I'm older than you."


"Yeah, well Bert's not. His birthday isn't until October."


Kady put in, "I guess you already know what to get for his birthday, then."


"Kady!" Noelle barked again, but giggled nonetheless.


All five of us laughed for a good long minute.


But when things quieted down, I took a deep breath. "So that's it, huh? I go from being able to bang any hot chick at this table anytime I want to being left with just one."


Amber kicked my shin beneath the table and scolded, "And if you want to continue with your 'just one', I'd better hear an improved attitude."


I chuckled and rubbed my girlfriend's hand. "On the contrary, I was starting to get worn out having to satisfy all of you. Now, Amber's just going to have to deal with four times the workload."


"Poor me," she sighed dramatically, although the devilish grin on her face belied her words.


Laughing, I gestured across the girls and said, "Seriously, it's fine. I'm glad we're all able to stay friends about this, even if we're never again lovers for the rest of our lives."


"Oh, I don't know about 'the rest of our lives'," Kady then said quietly, a new wicked gleam in her eye as she stared right at me. "My first assfucking was pretty intense. I'm not saying today, and I'm not saying tomorrow, but ... well ... I just might want you to do that to me again someday."


I glanced at Amber and we both shared a smirk. I just shrugged and flashed Kady an impish grin, replying, "Anytime."





"Fuckme, fuckme, fuck my slutty asshole!"


Amber's body locked up and her ass clamped down while her orgasm swept through her. Her butt muscles squeezed me so tight that I couldn't continue my steady pumping, instead just keeping my cock buried at full depth within her vise-like grip. But even though her ass remained relatively still, the rest of her torso shook and shuddered as the climax took over.


"Oh, fuuuuuck," Amber groaned as her moment passed. Her arms slowly buckled beneath her and she lay her cheek down on the mattress, her knees still keeping her butt up in the air and skewered on my prick.


Feeling her anal muscles relaxing, I got a new grip on her hips and slow-dicked her from behind. I didn't go too fast, letting my girlfriend enjoy the afterglow of her orgasm. But after spending a few seconds with my eyes closed to concentrate on the exquisitely tight sensations emanating from my prick, I opened my eyes again and drank in the intoxicating sight of a gorgeous blonde bombshell bent over with my dick nearly 8 inches up her rectum.


Between the view and the feelings, it didn't take me long to pump my way to ejaculation. She hummed, willingly taking each thrust and even rocking her hips back to meet me. And after another minute, I groaned and poured my hot spunk deep into her bowels.


Now letting her knees spread out to the sides, Amber's body lowered flat against the mattress with my body atop hers and my dick still up her butt. She was a puddle of jello, not a single tense muscle in her body. She was drooling, covered in sweat, and leaking semen from both of her nether orifices.


"Mmm, we still got it in the bedroom department, honey," she sighed in deep satisfaction.


I groaned and closed my eyes, pushing my face down into the mattress beside her head. "Yes, we do."


Spineless, the pair of us just lay there for what felt like an hour. Somewhere along the way, my cock shriveled up and slipped from Amber's stretched anus. I shifted off her body to lie beside her, one leg thrown over her hip and an arm around her back. Silently, we cuddled until our bodies cooled down and the orgasmic ecstasy evaporated. But still, neither of us moved and neither of us spoke, not wanting to initiate the next step that we both knew to be necessary.


I'd told Amber she'd have to be the one to put the brakes on our relationship, but tonight I was the one stepping up and saying, "I should probably go."


"I don't want you to," she replied quietly. "Last night felt like the loneliest of my life."


I knew the feeling. After spending every single night with Dawn in my arms, I'd hated having to sleep alone for those couple of months. Getting together with Amber had filled me with such relief, and I was loathe to return to a single life. But it was exactly because I still wanted Amber's close intimacy as a replacement for losing Dawn's that I should leave. "Didn't we agree that we need to take a step back and let our relationship develop naturally from the ground up?"


"We did. But ... One night won't really kill us, will it?" Amber turned her face to mine, pleading with her eyes.


I didn't need any further convincing. "Of course not." And then I leaned in to softly kiss her lips.


So I didn't go to my own bed downstairs that night. And I didn't go back to my own bed the whole rest of the week, either.





-- FRIDAY, AUGUST 5, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"We're not doing a very good job of this 'starting fresh' thing," Amber sighed as she pulled her lips away from mine and turned her face away. That just gave me an opportunity to kiss her neck, nuzzling my nose against her ear before rising higher to nip at her lobe with my lips.


I didn't bother to respond, enjoying myself too much. Our corner booth in the darkened restaurant seemed made for clandestine makeout sessions.


She continued, "We're supposed to be getting back to the 'Dating' phase of a relationship, doing all the getting-to-know-you things that we skipped." She sighed when I started sucking on her neck again. But a second later, she grabbed my head and pulled me away. I tried to return to kissing her, but Amber just held my cheeks and twisted my head left and right until I finally locked eyes with her.


"Ben, I'm serious," she pouted.


I sighed and shrugged. "The point of dating is to develop a comfortable familiarity with the other person so that we can build a bond of trust and intimacy. We already have that."


"Because I see so much of David in you."


I shook my head. "That may have gotten you to drop your defenses in the beginning, but I think you trust ME now. Don't you?"


"I do." She took a deep breath and nodded. "Okay, maybe there's no going back to the Dating phase. If nothing else, I've already met your parents and your sisters and been let in on this really intimate secret about who the twins' father really is and ... Okay, I guess we're really well into the Relationship phase already."


"Always have been."


"Hey, you were the one who said you wanted to try starting fresh."


I shrugged. "Do you love me?"


Amber blinked. Her face went through a riot of emotions: warm happiness, sweet love, doubt, frustration, and finally confused indecision. "I ... I think so. But again, how can I be sure that's not me projecting David?"


I thought about it for a second. "What are my sisters' names?"


"Uh, Brandi, Brooke, Eden, and Emma. Oh, and Adrienne."


"And David's sister?"


"Danielle."


"Just the one?"


"Uh-huh."


"Is Danielle at all like my sisters?"


"Uh, not really. For one thing, Danielle's a lesbian."


"Oh, well there's that." I took a deep breath. "Now keep thinking about my sisters. Think about the time you spent with them at camp. Now look at me again. Still remind you of David?"


Amber blinked. "Uh ... maybe not as much."


"And do you love me?"


She gave me a half-smile. "I certainly like you a helluva lot."


"Well, it's a start. Maybe there really isn't any going back and starting fresh. Our relationship is what it has become up to this point. I certainly don't want to sleep alone at night."


"Neither do I."


"At least we're both upfront that we each left a piece of our heart with someone else. Maybe that will never change, or maybe it will change, but only with time. But we need to get it firmly implanted in your head that I'm NOT David, and I need to understand that you're not Dawn."


"It seems so obvious. It should be so easy."


"And yet, it's not. But you're right about one thing: you've gotten to know my family a bit. Maybe that's the key. The more you get to know me as ME, and not as your David-replacement, the easier it'll be."


Amber looked skeptical. But she shrugged and nodded. "I guess that makes sense."


"And it goes both ways. I need to get to know more about you as YOU. It's just too bad that your family and closest friends are all out of state."


Amber giggled. "Maybe I should have E-Beth fly out to visit us. I'm sure she'd love to make your acquaintance."


I arched an eyebrow. "Surely in the last two years you've picked up a couple of friends nearby."


"My social life for the last two years has been limited to short-term affairs and getting drinks with co-workers, remember?"


"Well, maybe you can let me tag along the next time you go out for drinks with co-workers."


Amber frowned. "Not likely. The group I spend most of my time with is very ... insular. No boyfriends or husbands. The girls just want to bitch about work without any outsiders."


"You're not making this easy. I'm trying to see 'Amber' in her natural environment, so I can help myself see you being YOU."


She started giggling. "I'm not so sure you want to see me in my 'natural' environment. Before you, I was ... well, let's just say I got into a fair amount of trouble."


"Mmm, sounds exciting," I hummed.


"No-no. My past is truly history, at least where it comes to this. There's a lot of stuff I've put behind me, people who weren't very good for me that are better left forgotten. I'm not in that scene anymore."


"You realize you're doing nothing but piquing my curiosity. C'mon, the whole reason we went to camp in the first place was because you wanted to meet the other people in my life who are important to me."


"I do. And we're still doing that. Tomorrow, Lynne's bringing her new boyfriend by the apartment, right? And he's your best friend at school."


"Bert? Yeah." I sighed. "At this point, he's kind of my only friend."


Amber frowned. "Charismatic, sexy guy like you?"


I sighed. "Hard to make friends when every guy around you worries you're going to seduce their girlfriend."


"Ah."


"So you've met my family, and now you're going to meet Bert. When's it my turn to find out more about the people closest to you?"


Amber stared off into the distance, her eyes unfocusing once again. But she quickly came back to me and sighed. "One thing at a time, okay?"


There was such a note of pleading in her voice that I just couldn't press her. So I sighed and nodded. "Okay."





-- SATURDAY, AUGUST 6, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Pecan pie..."


"No, no. Pecan pieee."


"Pecan piiie."


Bert and Lynne just cracked up into a giggle fit, ending with wrapping their arms around each other's back and grinning at us like idiots. The pair of them had just finished explaining to Amber how they'd first met, at that house party Dayna and Brandi had arranged at the very beginning of my freshman year.


"You know, there's something else about that night I'll never forget," Bert said once he got his voice back. "When I first met you, I just thought you were an ordinary guy with a hot girlfriend. But then I got into that house and it was wham: hot chick, wham: hot chick, wham: hot chick. I had no idea then that you were such a babe magnet. And ... well ... here you are again..."


Amber blushed as Bert gestured dramatically to her. She elbowed me in the ribs and asked, "Who were the girls?"


I shrugged. "My roommates: Brandi, Dayna, Adrienne."


"Oh, and that Felicia. Nom, nom, nom."


Lynne slapped her boyfriend's chest. "Pervert."


"Pervert for you," he drawled, running his eyes rather obviously up and down the comely brunette's body, also sliding his hand up and down her back.


She laughed and blushed pink all the way to her ears. Then looking over at me, Lynne remarked, "There's something else I remember about that night. You were covered in bruises."


Amber picked her head up in alarm. "Bruises?"


"It's nothing," I assured her.


Lynne gave me a look. SHE remembered just how I'd gotten the bruises. But when I waved her off, she shrugged and continued. "Anyway, I asked Ben about the bruises and you know what he told me?"


Bert laughed and stated, "Quote: 'My girlfriend is kind of wild in the sack.'"


I blushed. Lynne tilted her head back, scratching at an empty patch of skin on her neck and mumbling, "Guess the same is true today."


I blushed even deeper, raising one hand to cover the hickey Amber had left on my neck just this morning. "Can we please stop talking about any girls I might have been with right in front of my girlfriend?"


"No, no," Amber interrupted. "This is great. Half the point of meeting up with your friends is for me to get to know you and your history a little better."


I rolled my eyes and drawled sarcastically, "You mean the way you've been opening up to me?"


Amber pursed her lips and pouted. I immediately wished I could retract the comment. Instead, I settled for gesturing across the couch. "Well, Lynne you know. And now you're meeting the infamous Bert. Hope his antics aren't dragging down your opinion of me."


My girlfriend just smiled and patted my arm.


"So you guys have been going around, getting to know each other's friends?" Bert inquired. "That sounds like a good idea, actually."


"Who've you guys met up with so far?" Lynne asked.


"Well, I brought her up to camp to meet my family, so that's a big one."


"She met Adrienne yet?"


I sighed. "No, actually. Adrienne's been crazy-busy and hasn't even come back to California for a couple of months. New girlfriend in New York."


"Ah." Lynne nodded. "Well I'm glad to know A.D. hasn't come back to town and not visited me. I swear I haven't seen that girl in forever."


Bert chuckled. "Get in line, sweetie. Word on the Net is that everyone and their best friend want to meet her."


I gestured over to Bert. "Have you brought Lynne home to meet the 'rents? Or vice versa?"


"Dude, it's been less than a week." Bert rolled his eyes. "Gimme a minute to breathe, will ya?"


"Technically, I already met his family at Ghirardelli's," Lynne offered.


"But they know you're dating now, right?"


Bert nodded. "Of course. But I think we've got a few months before they start demanding I bring her home for the formal interview."


"You mean interrogation," I laughed.


"Shh! Don't scare her!" Bert stage whispered.


Lynne laughed.


"Actually, I'm more afraid of my formal interrogation," Bert sighed. "My last one with Robin's parents didn't go so well."


Lynne giggled and patted her boyfriend's knee. "Well don't worry about my parents just yet. For one thing, they're in Orange County. For another, you're not even going to get that far if you don't pass the 'friends-test'."


Bert looked at her dumbly and pointed at me and Amber.


"Oh, Ben and Amber don't count. These guys are pushovers. Maybe I should go upstairs and bring down Kady and Noelle. Those two will really work you over."


Bert's eyes waggled with innuendo. "Work me over, huh? Didn't you say those two were lesbians?"


Lynne slapped Bert's shoulder. "Not that kind of 'work over'."


Everyone laughed, and I waved a finger between the two of them. "HOW long have you two been together? Because you're sparring like an old married couple."


Lynne giggled, making eyes at her new boyfriend. But then with a sigh, she turned back to us and asked, "So who else are you meeting? I have to admit, I'm curious about Ben's other friends, too. Haven't really met any of them other than Bert here."


"You guys are the first." Amber arched an eyebrow at me. "So who else are we going to visit?"


I shrugged, looking at Bert. "Uh, if you think about it ... you're it, dude."


He laughed. "No way, Mr. Popular."


"I'm serious. After losing Dawn, there's really no one else I can say is a real friend. Sure, I've got a lot of acquaintances-"


"And a LOT of conquests," Bert snarked with a smile.


I sighed. "That's kind of the problem."


"Some problem."


"No, I'm serious. In High School, I had a crew of kids I'd known since fifth grade, well before I ever became a sex god." I gestured over to Lynne, who gave me a shrug and a smile. "But in college, I got the Big Ben reputation right away. Guys don't want to be friends with me because they worry that I'll take all the girls. And girls ... well..."


"The sex part gets in the way?" Lynne offered.


"Yeah." I nodded. "That's a 'When Harry Met Sally' reference, isn't it?"


Bert shot me a look. "You actually know?"


I rolled my eyes. "Megan loved the movie. But she's long gone. Story of my life so far. I make some casual friends here and there, but in the end, they go their way and I'm just ... It's just me..."


My voice trailed off. For a second, everyone actually looked sorry for me. Hell, I felt kind of sorry for myself. Dawn had left me, and Gwen and Robin went with her. The Tri-Delts were only fuck-buddies. Dayna's and Brandi's older friends had graduated. Sasha was just a teammate. Chevelle was long gone. I had the Stanford girls, but in a few weeks, Lynne, Kady, and Noelle would be back to their circle of friends while I headed across the bay to Berkeley. Sighing, I picked up my glass of water and started drinking rather than try to say anything.


Bert got a funny look on his face. And in a quiet voice, he asked, "When was the last time you talked to Kim?"


I was in the middle of drinking and choked on the water. With that reaction, everyone turned to stare at me. And Amber in particular asked quietly, "Who's Kim?"


"Uh," I sputtered for a moment. "She was the fifth roommate in our house. She was also on the project team with Bert, Dawn, and me."


Bert didn't say anything verbal, but the way he looked at me clearly indicated more. I shot him a look and he quickly backed up, averting his eyes.


Amber looked over at Lynne. "Do you know Kim?"


Lynne shook her head in the negative. "I don't remember a Kim from that first party."


Amber stared down Bert, as if he would suddenly explain. But then my girlfriend fixed me with an intense stare. "Something you want to share?"


I sighed. "Like you don't have things from your past you're not proud of?"


Amber grimaced at that, and I instantly felt bad. Sitting up straight, I set my glass back down on the coffee table and looked over to Bert. "Have you seen her lately?"


He nodded. "We've kept in touch the past few months. She's really hurt, you know. You broke her heart."


I sighed, rubbing my face. I was suddenly aware that all three of the others in the room were staring at me pretty intently. Taking a deep breath, I weighed my desire to protect Kim's privacy against the need to be open and honest with my girlfriend. Even if Amber wasn't 100% forthcoming about her past, that didn't mean I needed to keep secrets from her. And shaking my head, I finally picked my head up and explained, "Bert said it best: I broke her heart."


"How?" Amber asked quietly.


"I actually had two girlfriends for most of the last semester. Dawn, you know. She broke up with me. End of that story. But Kim ... Kim was really sweet. She was really dedicated to me."


"She would have jumped off a cliff for you," Bert commented.


I felt a tightness in my heart at his words, but couldn't deny them. "Yeah ... Well, when Dawn dumped me, I got really, really torn up. I always cared about Kim, but I didn't love her the same way she was in love with me. And just when she was trying to comfort me after losing Dawn, I dumped her and told her to go back home. I pushed her away, and I haven't seen her since."


Everyone went quiet for a long time.


Amber reached over and squeezed my hand. And taking a deep breath, she said, "Well it's settled then. We're going to visit Kim."


I shook my head. "No, not yet."


"What?" Amber pulled her hand away from mine in surprise.


I pinched my lips together and gave my girlfriend a serious look. "You've met my family. You've met my best friend. I still have yet to meet anybody from your life."


Amber gave me a pained look. "I'm not trying to hide people from you. It's just that ... there are... issues with the people in my past. These things are deeply personal."


I nodded. "And this thing with Kim is pretty personal, too. I'm willing to share that. These personal issues are the things that make us who we are, and if we're going to be together in the long run, you do deserve to understand them. But this has got to work both ways. I'll take you to see Kim, but you've got to let me meet some of these people from your past as well."


Amber sighed, sagging against the backrest. But she then picked her head up and said, "You know what? Fine. I'm going to call up a friend from the 'old days'. I haven't seen her in a few months, and we're due to catch up. You keep wondering who I spent time with before you? Really, she's it."


I exhaled in relief and let out a smile. Finally, we were getting somewhere. "Sounds great. Let's give her a call."





-- SUNDAY, AUGUST 7, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Amber! It's been an eternity..." Amber's friend gracefully glided forward and opened her arms for a welcoming hug. My girlfriend grinned and embraced the taller woman, and the pair exchanged cute air kisses just off each other's cheeks before settling into girlish giggles.


Standing back, my jaw was on the floor as I gawked at the strikingly gorgeous brunette. She was six feet tall and wearing heels on top of that, towering over Amber's 5'10" height. Her face was exquisite, with angular emerald green eyes that pierced anything they fell upon, a sensuous mouth, and strong cheekbones. And 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.


I myself was ignored, nothing but background noise. She gazed into Amber's eyes with a totality of focus that was simultaneously intimidating and reassuring, letting a person know (or warning them) that they had her complete and undivided attention. But then Amber was saying something and gesturing in my direction. And this brunette's glittering eyes fell upon me, simultaneously sending a chill and a thrill down my spine.


"This is my boyfriend, Ben," Amber introduced cordially. "And Ben, this is-"


"Cameron," I breathed.


Amber frowned. "Um, yeah. Have you two already met?"


For a second, it looked like Cameron blinked without closing her eyelids. There was a visible flash of something in those sparkling green irises: one moment she stared at me vacantly, as if I were nothing more than an irrelevant waste of space, and the next moment she recognized me.


"In a manner of speaking," I replied quietly, my mind suddenly awash with imagery. I remembered standing with Bert outside an isolated Berkeley Hills mansion. I remembered standing behind a one-way mirror, watching Elyse Laughton get triple-penetrated in the other room. And I remembered watching this spectacular example of femininity kneeling on the floor, swallowing rapidly as Carter Sheridan spewed his load down her throat.


I honestly thought I would never see her again. Although Carter had sent me a few emails and left me a few messages inviting me to some party or another, I had politely declined them all. While the guy was certainly entitled to live his life the way he wanted, that lifestyle of crystal meth and just... using women didn't quite sit right with me. I felt guilty enough over my part in it, fucking Jillian and Rebecca for his voyeuristic pleasure. But I told myself I'd only done it because of my anguish over losing Dawn, and once I got back to my senses, I swore to never go back there again.


And yet someone from that world had come to me. A sly smirk spread across Cameron's face, and locking that supremely intense gaze on me, she silently approached like a panther stalking its prey.


"Small world..." Cameron muttered in a cool voice that felt like it made my spinal cord vibrate.


My feet were rooted to my spot. My heartbeat sped up just as fast as if Amber were giving me a lustful, seductive look designed to turn me on, but my pulse wasn't racing out of arousal. Instead, I actually felt nervous fear. Cameron's countenance was just so still and impassive that it was a little disquieting. I couldn't tell if she was pleased to recognize me or silently weighing the different options available for eviscerating my intestines and then making my dead body disappear.


My spine tingled. This girl could give Viktoriya lessons in icy cool.


But after walking up just to the edge of my personal space, a little closer than perhaps she needed to be, Cameron extended a hand palm downward and with a limp wrist, uttering in a smokily-seductive voice, "Pleased to meet you again, Prince Charming."


I suddenly came to life at the old Halloween nickname. I could scarcely believe it had been so long since meeting Carter my freshman year. And with an old swagger coming back into my body, I flashed Cameron a lopsided grin and sketched a bow while taking her hand, kissing the back of it theatrically. "The pleasure is all mine, dear Princess."


Cameron cracked a genuine smile, and the icy façade broke away. Turning back to Amber, she asked, "You have to tell me how you two hooked up."


"Fine," Amber shrugged, still gawking at the two of us. "As long as YOU tell me how in the world you two know each other as well."


"Deal."





We'd met at an upscale restaurant in San Francisco, apparently one of Cameron's favorite places. Everyone ordered cocktails along with our meals and everyone got carded. And when we got our licenses back Cameron asked, "So you're 21 now? My how time flies."


"It hasn't been that long."


"But you're still a student."


I nodded. "Starting my Senior year in a couple of weeks."


"And this old broad can keep up with you?" Cameron jerked a thumb back at Amber with a teasing grin.


"'Old broad'," Amber spat with a smile. "You're a year older than me!"


"No matter your calendar age," I put in. "You both are gorgeous and will continue to be so for many, many years."


"Silver tongue," Cameron commented. "Is that how he got you?"


Amber laughed. "Actually, no. He got me because the girl downstairs left her bedroom window open. I had to hear her screaming bloody murder as he wracked her with orgasm after orgasm after orgasm all fucking night. You wouldn't believe the stuff my boyfriend is capable of."


"Actually, I would," Cameron replied quietly, flashing those emerald eyes at me again.


"Wait-a-minute," Amber said while frowning. She sat up straight, eyes darting back and forth between me and her friend. "Did you two ever-?"


"No-no-no," I cut in immediately. "Nothing like that."


Amber looked like she didn't believe me and stared at Cameron, looking for confirmation. The brunette shrugged and gave Amber a serene look. "No. We've never been intimate in any form."


"Then how would you know?"


"Ben came to one of Carter's parties a couple of years ago. Made quite the impression."


Amber's eyes popped and she stared at me as if in a completely new light. Unfortunately, her gaze wasn't exactly pleased. Actually, she looked rather upset. Furrowing her eyebrows, my girlfriend gave me a serious look and asked, "Ben, is that true?"


I suddenly felt a little nervous. Amber was clearly unhappy about me attending Carter's party, but I didn't know exactly why. Still, I couldn't lie. "Uh, yeah."


"Relax," Cameron put in quickly. "Ben's not a part of that scene. He only came the one time, and he didn't even smoke."


Amber fixed her gaze on me, biting her lip. "Is that true?"


"Uh, yeah..."


Sighing, my girlfriend seemed to relax. She slid her hand down my forearm and intertwined my fingers with her own, squeezing my hand firmly. "Okay..." she began, taking a deep breath to calm herself down. And then more for herself than for me, she repeated, "Okay..."


I looked at my girlfriend with concern. Clearly she was unnerved by something, and I felt an overpowering need to comfort her. Just then, the waitress returned with our drinks and left again. And as soon as her drink was in front of her, Amber reached out with her free hand and practically chugged half of it in one gulp.


My eyes popped in surprise. Worried, I stroked her arm and asked, "Honey ... what's wrong?"


Amber sighed and then looked over to Cameron, pleading with her eyes.


Taking a deep breath herself, the brunette shrugged and then fixed me with a look. "Amber joined the scene a couple of years ago with her boyfriend Dexter. Crystal Meth is ... well its an addictive narcotic, period. Most of the people we hang with can keep it in check, but not everybody. Dexter started going off the deep end first. They broke up, but then Amber got pretty hooked herself."


Amber squeezed my hand tighter and frowned, staring down at the table with that spaced-out expression I'd started to get used to.


"We'd already started to become pretty close friends by then," Cameron continued. "I did my best to help her out. Meth can be fun, but I didn't want her to become a full-blown addict. There are a few of those around, and I'm telling you, it's not pretty."


I grimaced. But then a sudden horrible image entered my head, and pulling my head back, I stared at Amber and blurted, "Did ... did you ever end up in Carter's voyeur room?"


Amber blinked quickly, gawking at me in shock that I would even know of such a thing. She gave Cameron an accusing look, as if to say 'You TOLD me he wasn't a part of that scene'. But to my utter and complete relief, she quickly shook her head and explained, "No, never. Carter's got a thing for brunettes."


"I know," I nodded, but then noticed Amber still giving Cameron the interrogatory look.


"Well, then that's one thing your boyfriend's done you never did," Cameron sighed.


Amber's jaw dropped as she looked over at me. "You HAVE been in the voyeur room?"


I blushed and stammered. "Uh, well..."


"With Jillian and Rebecca," Cameron explained, grinning wickedly.


"No, shit," Amber swore.


"Well, you asked how I could believe your boyfriend is a super-stud in the sack. That's what I was trying to explain. He and a friend showed up, they smoked a little pot, and then Carter invited him downstairs. Prince Charming here never touched the Meth and he still screwed both those girls into oblivion. After that, he just grabbed his buddy and left. Wham-bam, goodbye-ma'am."


Amber started laughing. She squeezed my hand again, but this time I wasn't worried about her emotional condition. She seemed truly amused, and shook her head as if in disbelief. "Ah, man ... Jillian. Piece of work that one. And Rebecca? I still remember ... Wait, when was this?"


Cameron looked over at me and shrugged.


I thought back, knowing that it was right before Dawn and I got back together. "Uh, April 2004. Little more than a year ago."


"Shit," Amber laughed. "I wonder if I was at that same party."


Cameron giggled. "You probably were."


Amber laughed for a few more seconds, and then sighed, a smile still on her face. "It feels like forever ago."


"I know it's been a while since I last saw you," Cameron explained.


Amber turned to me and squeezed my fingers, reaching over with her free hand to pat the top of mine. "It was another life for me, honey. Crystal Meth kept me wired, kept me awake for those long study hours. It made me think I was smarter and a better student. And yeah, it made my sex life pretty crazy. I started going down a path that wasn't right for me, but Cameron here helped me get off that road. I got cleaned up, and I poured all my extra energy into school. Two months later, I had a completely clean slate. You've asked me a few times why I don't seem to have any friends outside of work. It's because I left most of them behind when I got sober. But then I met you, and the rest is our little Disney fairytale."


Cameron snorted. "Knowing how horny you get, and knowing Ben, I don't think 'Disney' is quite appropriate."


"Fine." Amber grinned. "Penthouse Forum fairytale."


Cameron leaned over, reaching up with her hand to run the backs of her fingers across my girlfriend's cheek. Gazing adoringly at Amber, and then flashing a sultry look my way as well, she smiled predatorily and remarked, "Don't mail off your letter just yet. I think this story still needs a happy ending."





You know, I did say I wanted to see Amber in her natural environment. For our entire relationship, I'd really only seen the sweet, madly-in-love and casually-discussing-marriage version of my beautiful, buxom girlfriend. Now maybe my perception wasn't all that skewed. Maybe Amber really was an attentive, considerate, playful young woman who was deeply in love with me. Then again, I'd seen enough hints of her bitchy, condescending side to know that there was much more to Amber's personality than what I'd seen in these few short weeks. And the recent revelation that she'd battled drug addiction for a little while before getting herself out and wiping her slate clean for a fresh start with me told me that she was a lot more fragile emotionally than her confident, almost cocky demeanor might lead me to believe.


Maybe deep down, Amber was a virtual clone of Dawn, or at least my perception of Dawn: the epitome of perfection, in a way that mere words could not describe.


Maybe not.


Maybe deep down, Amber was an unstable schizophrenic, changing her personality at will like a chameleon in whatever way she needed to suit her needs: druggie slut, seductive predator, or sweetheart angel.


Hopefully not.


I really didn't know who Amber really was, and that was kind of the point. We first met less than a month ago, and my life had been a roller coaster of emotions ever since then. Each day we spent together was a chance to see something new in her personality, understand something more about her character. It was a radically different experience than I'd ever had before with a girlfriend. I'd known Megan, Cassidy, Adrienne, Allie, and Lynne since moving to Orange County when I was 10. I'd obviously known Dawn and DJ for even longer. I'd known Kim for two years before becoming her Master. And I'd even known Paige and Cadence for several months before taking those relationships to the "girlfriend" stage.


Amber was the first time I'd ever given my heart to someone without truly knowing them, and sometimes she could take me by complete surprise.


But maybe I should have seen this one coming. After all, whatever versions of Amber I experienced, ALL of them were horny, bisexual cumsluts.


Being the designated driver, I'd stopped drinking after the first cocktail. Not Cameron and Amber. The girls matched each other drink for drink until they were giggly, playful, and quite horny. Amber's BMW convertible didn't have a very big backseat, but by shoving the front passenger seat as far forward as they could, the tall, leggy beauties managed to find enough room to be all over each other. And since neither of them was wearing a seatbelt as I cruised down the freeway back to Stanford, I had to remind myself constantly to focus on the road and not gawk at the two of them getting half-naked in the rearview mirror.


The girls managed to fix their dresses when we got back to Amber's apartment. Giggling excitedly, Amber took each of us by the hand and raced us up the stairs and inside. But we hadn't even managed to close the door when Amber slammed me against the wall and tried her best to shove her tongue through the back of my skull. Cameron was instantly behind her, kissing my girlfriend's neck and pulling Amber's dress down to bunch around her hips. And only when Amber's bra fluttered to the living room floor did my girlfriend finally break away and gasp for Cameron to "Shut the fucking door!"


Cameron did so, and then Amber left me to grab her old girlfriend just seconds after the door slammed shut. She pulled the smoking hot brunette over to the couch, sitting down and pulling Cameron's face against her chest. The sultry brunette obediently opened her mouth and sucked in an erect pink nipple. And while gasping in stimulated ecstasy, my girlfriend moaned my name and hoisted her other exposed breast.


I sank to my knees and nursed at my girlfriend's teat. Amber held both of our heads, moaning an aural aphrodisiac of ecstatic bliss before picking her head up and staring down at us. "I wanna watch you two kiss," she groaned excitedly.


Cameron's eyes did that blinking-without-blinking thing again, and I saw a sizzling electric energy in her emerald gaze. Wordlessly, she pulled off Amber's boob and took my head in her hands. And then bending me backward across the couch cushions, she hungrily devoured my mouth and speared a tongue between my lips to do battle with my own.


I knew right then that I was in a world of trouble tonight. So many of my sexual experiences had begun and ended with me in total control. It wasn't that I was a dominant-type, my Master-thing with Kim and Viktoriya aside. I just knew what I could do sexually, and most girls were perfectly happy to let me be in the driver's seat so that I could maximize their physical pleasure.


Not tonight. Cameron was taking charge of me, batting away my hands when I moved to hold her. She forcibly pinned me down and dictated the terms of my surrender with her mouth. She was not a heavy girl, but at 6'0" and with lean musculature in her limbs, she was strong enough to compete with me. And since she currently had a significant advantage in leverage, there wasn't much I could do.


At the same time, Amber had gone into her competitive sex goddess-mode. Putting all of her medical knowledge to use, she began to manipulate my body with an aggressive purpose I hadn't felt since that first night we got together. My ribs tickled. A finger wormed its way into my prostate. And of course, my dick got sucked. I don't know exactly what the girls did to me. But the point is: Cameron and Amber teamed up to strip my clothes, titillate my senses, and wring such a powerful orgasm out of me that I felt like my spine had been ripped from my body and tossed onto the floor as I lay flat across the couch.


The world spun in a lazy circle above my eyes and my ears felt like they had cotton stuck in them. I patted my lips together to remember the feeling of suckling at my girlfriend's teats while her gorgeous brunette girlfriend gave me the blowjob to end all blowjobs. I didn't actually remember much of the fellatio itself, my mind having exploded since it happened. And I found myself curiously disappointed not to remember it very well. Getting your first hummer from a woman as gorgeois (pronounced gor-ZHWAH) as Cameron is something that should be remembered.


At least I still had a perfect memory of watching Cameron bend my girlfriend backward across my own chest to drizzle my ejaculated spunk out of her mouth and all over Amber's face, coating her from forehead to chin. And I could perfectly remember the sight of Cameron then bending down to lick it all back up.


The girls were gone now. The room was still spinning and my ears were still muffled, but I could hear their ecstatic moans drifting over me from ... somewhere ... probably the bedroom. I floated around for a while, feeling as if my very soul was rocking back and forth like a boat in an ocean of eternal bliss. And as I drowsed lazily, just contentedly enjoying the fuzzy, post-orgasmic delight, I wondered if this was what some girls felt like after I'd had my way with them.


Eventually, my hearing cleared and the room stopped spinning. Taking deep breaths, I felt my brain awakening as if I'd been asleep and only dreamed that two women could do such a thing to me. But then Cameron moaned, "Ohhh Amberrr", and I knew that I hadn't just imagined it.


I was naked and felt dried sweat sticking to my skin. The sounds of Sapphic ecstasy continued to float out from Amber's bedroom, and with only one ejaculation for the night, my well-practiced cock was already half-hard in readiness for Round 2. Getting to my feet, I padded over to the bedroom. And once there, I simply folded my arms across my chest and leaned against the doorjamb with a pleasant smile on my face.


Cameron was even more beautiful naked than I had imagined. Her lustrous dark hair haloed around her head as she lay across our bed. Beneath perfectly manicured eyebrows, her emerald eyes were filled with lustful fire and her sumptuous mouth gaped open in an erotic moan. Her full breasts looked to be a C-cup and sagged only a bit, with dusky rose nipples extending half an inch outward and placed perfectly atop each rounded globe. Her tummy was taut and toned. And her long legs stretched for miles as they went up and over Amber's shoulders and down my girlfriend's back. Even better, Cameron wore a black garter belt that held up sheer stockings, and nothing else. And the pink labia of her pretty pussy were on full display beneath a neatly trimmed beaver, becoming visible as my girlfriend sank down to jab a stiff tongue against her rosebud anus.


"Ben! Ben!" Cameron waved to me urgently. "C'mere! I need your cock in my mouth!"


Blinking in surprise, I risked a single glance to my girlfriend. Amber's sapphire eyes twinkled at me mirthfully, and she gestured with her irises for me to hop on.


I wasn't going to ask twice. Moving forward, I swiftly climbed onto the bed and let Cameron guide me into a position with my knees beside her ears, my shins pinning her arms down, and my hands atop the headboard for balance. Her head was propped up on a pillow and at the perfect angle for me to feed her my dick. And with a groan, I pushed myself inside.


Gawd damn it was a beautiful sight. Cameron's bee-stung lips looked like they were made for sucking dick, and her electric eyes were so energetic that I felt my spine tingling just for her to look at me. She moaned sensually as she feasted on my meat, sucking with such delight that I wasn't sure who was getting more pleasure from this: me or her. And I was certainly getting a lot of pleasure. Her cheeks caved in with just the right amount of suction. Her tongue teased the nerves running beneath my shaft. And her lips bobbed back and forth along my rod with the skillful dexterity of a firm hand.


So what if I couldn't really remember Cameron's first blowjob? I was certainly going to remember this one.


And this was just the beginning.





The next two hours were kind of crazy. Alpha-personalities all round, each of us tried to take charge and none of us succeeded for very long. Every time someone got the upper hand, the other two ganged up on them and turned the tables.


We started with a pretty typical threesome pose. After sucking me up to full hardness, Cameron flipped over onto all fours and ordered me to pound her from behind. Amber moved up to the head of the bed, reclining back with her thighs spread so that Cameron could return the oral favor. And we pulsed back and forth quite amiably until both girls got nice starter orgasms. But then Amber reversed herself and slid beneath Cameron in a sixty-nine, tonguing the brunette's clit and ordering me to fuck the new girl harder. And sandwiching the willowy beauty between us, we drove her up and over the proverbial wall.


Thing is, I really started getting into the mood with Amber egging me on to fuck Cameron harder and harder, to the point where I started spanking the brunette's buttcheeks. She got off on the little flashes of pain, cumming even harder when I spanked her three times mid-climax. But as soon as she was done, Cameron growled, "Who the fuck do you think you are, spanking me like a little bitch?"


I was surprised by her vehement tone. And after grabbing me and flinging me onto my back, Cameron mounted my face and slapped my cheeks none too gently. I was still smarting from the sudden pain and surprise when she ordered me to eat her out. And when I obediently began tonguing her pretty pussy, she just grinned wickedly as if she'd achieved a great victory.


Amber then climbed aboard, sinking her tight twat onto my upright prick. She leaned forward to wrap her arms around Cameron's body, cupping the brunette's perfectly-formed tits and nibbling on her graceful neck. I concentrated on proving to Cameron that I could eat pussy just as well as any girl, and my girlfriend went for a joyride on my fuckstick until she had two screaming orgasms.


By then, I'd eaten Cameron to cascading orgasms, figuring out how to trigger an aftershock while she was in the middle of a climax. I did it to her once, almost by accident, when in the middle of her first orgasm I reached inside her pussy with a finger and scraped a nail across her g-spot, triggering the second. Cameron's eyes popped open wide when I did that, whimpering pitifully as the dual bodyquakes rocked her. She looked down at me in surprise that I'd done it to her, and I quickly set about replicating the achievement again.


She was getting close when all of a sudden, the lovely brunette's body went rigidly still above me, even though I hadn't done anything particularly special to her. But in that sudden stillness, I heard an electric buzzing sound. And as I lifted Cameron's body up just a few inches to look, I saw that Amber was grinning wickedly as she pushed a small cone-shaped vibrator just a fraction of an inch into Cameron's asshole.


I went to town on Cameron's clit then, munching her to a very quick climax. She was still jerking from her first one when the second hit, and then the third. And with her eyes shut tightly and her face stricken as if in pain, she muttered, "What ... the ... fuck?" before a fourth consecutive climax jolted her and she shrieked before falling off my face and sprawling across the mattress. Amber then threw me a wink as she held up the vibrator and twisted it to turn the little bugger off.


With Cameron out of the way, I was then able to concentrate on thrusting up into my girlfriend. Amber pitched forward, pinning my shoulders back with her hands as she athletically humped me like I was one of those mechanical bulls at a bar. Her eyes sizzled as she clenched her inner muscles with enough independent control to make me feel like she could clench the base of my cock first, then the middle, and finally the head, drawing out my spunk as if stroking my rod with a third hand. I threw my head back and bellowed as I launched spurt after spurt of hot jism into Amber's cunt. And when my body finally went limp, Amber stayed proudly mounted atop me, smirking proudly as the conquering hero.


"I win!" she crowed, the last one standing (in a manner of speaking).


But just as Amber relished her own victory, Cameron appeared out of nowhere and tackled my girlfriend off my body. The hot brunette pinned the smoking blonde beneath her in a new sixty-nine, smothering my girlfriend's face with her own juicy pussy while extending a long tongue down to scoop out great globs of spunk from Amber's. Somehow, she managed to produce the little cone-shaped vibrator in her own hand as well, and still suckling out creamy sperm, Cameron pressed it to my girlfriend's anus.


"Gaaaah!" Amber groaned feeling my cum being sucked out of her while the incessant buzzing pressed deeper into her ass. Perhaps trying to regain the upper hand, she then grabbed onto Cameron's thighs and started eating with a fury, causing the other girl to groan as well.


But then Cameron picked her head up, my sticky white cream smeared across her lips. "Give her something else to suck on," she ordered.


I just nodded and knelt next to my girlfriend's head. Amber frowned, momentarily focusing on Cameron's snatch. But I just reached down and physically pulled Amber's face over to my crotch, prying open her jaw with my left hand and guiding my semi-hard prick into her mouth with my right.


Amber then had to surrender to the dual-assault. Cameron's excellent cunnilingus had worn down her defenses and my girlfriend's muscles went slack, no longer fighting us and instead just soaking up all the sensations we were producing in her. My dick had also fully elongated, and after dismounting the bed, I pulled both girls' bodies over so that Amber's head was hanging off the edge upside-down, letting me fuck her face and push so far forward that I could actually see my girlfriend's throat denting outward whenever I reached full depth.


My dick now hard and soaked with Amber's drool, I then laid eyes on Cameron's well-shaped ass. Her buttcheeks were well-toned, like the rest of her body. But when I reached forward and caressed her pussy from behind before sliding a finger up her crack and buzzing her anus, she quickly spun off of Amber's body and held a hand over her butt defensively. "No. I don't do backdoor."


I smirked cockily. "I've heard that before."


Pulling out of Amber's mouth, I began crawling up the bed like a stalking panther over Cameron's body while she slowly reclined onto her back beneath me. There was defiance in her eyes and just before I kissed her, she reached up a hand and slapped my cheek again. With fire in her green eyes, she told me coldly, "I don't DO that." And her tone was serious enough that I knew she wasn't just challenging me.


"Fine, no anal," I stated as if I couldn't care less. "But I'm still gonna make you scream."


She fought me as I grabbed her head and kissed her, boxing my ears and thrashing her head as if to break free of my grip. But I noticed that she didn't actually try to buck my body off of hers. And when I let go of her head, allowing her to turn her face away from my kiss, she didn't resist as I grabbed her hips and centered her pussy in front of my waving prick. She grabbed my right shoulder and put her free hand against my chest as if to push me away, but she just closed her eyes and hissed as my thick meat entered her slick channel for the second time tonight.


"Fuck you," Cameron spat at me vehemently.


I grinned and replied, "As you wish." And then I slammed my hips forward, skewering her to the root.


Indeed, I made Cameron scream quite a bit for the next fifteen minutes. With two ejaculations under my belt I knew I could last for quite a while. Rhythmically I pounded her, digging my toes into the mattress and dropping my entire weight down to ensure that I got as deep as possible with every thrust. Our pelvic bones impacted rather painfully each time, so much that I was sure we'd both be bruised in the morning. But that challenging fire in her eyes continued to burn at me, and after a while, she even sneered, "That all you got?"


Pulling out, I turned Cameron onto her side and raised her left knee up to her chest before re-entering her. The sideways angle let me get an extra half-inch deeper. And sliding a hand up her body, I grabbed her throat and began to squeeze while grinning in sadistic delight.


Only then did a trace of fear begin to creep into Cameron's eyes. She gasped at the lack of oxygen, her emerald eyes flickering. But just when I began to release her neck and let her breathe, Amber slid up next to her friend, sealing her mouth over Cameron's for a wet kiss while simultaneously grabbing onto the brunette's left nipple and twisting it fiercely.


My left hand clamped down around Cameron's neck once again. My right index finger wormed its way into the willowy brunette's anus. And my left hand slid down, centering her clit between two fingers and then strumming that love button with an intense fury.


"Hrk!" Cameron gasped into Amber's mouth, desperately seeking oxygen that was not coming. Her eyes flew open, bright green panic clearly evident. And her spine twisted in a vain attempt to throw me off her body before twisting right back and curling inward as her entire body thrashed in the throes of a monster orgasm.


Amber finally pulled her mouth away as I released her neck. Cameron got one last gasp of oxygen before her loins contracted as if giving birth. "HNGH! NGH! UNNNGH!" she grunted as her body curled inward even further toward a fetal position. And she vibrated faster than I thought humanly possible as the climax shook her very core.


Those sonic tremors carried all the way down to her pussy, where my cock felt like it was literally inside one of the girls' vibrators. Roaring with my own sense of victory, I slammed myself fully forward and crowed as the dam burst, spewing what felt like gallons of sperm into the back of Cameron's womb and racing up her fallopian tubes. Over and over again I fired, generating a bigger load than I thought would be possible for my third ejaculation of the evening. But just when I thought I was done, my hips surged forward instinctively and I spat out one more glob to lodge deep within her cuntal walls.


Two seconds later, Cameron's eyes rolled up in her head and the vibrations suddenly stopped. As she lay on her right side, Cameron's neck went limp and let her head loll forward. And her mouth slacked open to let out a small but steady stream of drool.


"Dayyum," Amber breathed, her own crystal clear blue eyes wide as she observed her passed out friend from just a few inches away. "What the hell did you do to her?"


Grimacing, I slowly pushed on Cameron's hips until my soaking wet dick popped free of her sodden pussy. Reaching a hand up, I rubbed my cheek, which was pink and slightly puffy from Cameron slapping it a couple of times. "She dared me."


"That she did." Amber started giggling. Seconds later, my girlfriend got a fresh gleam in her eye and she rolled over to me, taking my limp prick in her hand and surrounding it with her mouth, sucking powerfully.


I'd thought she was just cleaning me up, tasting the fluids sticking to my cock before switching over to Cameron and hoovering out my jism. But Amber stayed right on me, sucking and using her tongue to tease my prick until it began to swell once again. "Seriously?" I groaned, the rest of my body's muscles aching from the aggressive pounding I'd already done tonight.


Amber pulled off and grinned up at me. "There's something I wanna try."





"Fuck, fuck ... I'm gonna cum," I warned.


"Do it!" Amber urged, slamming her hips back to meet me with every thrust. "Cum up my fucking slutty asshole!"


Gripping my girlfriend's hips, I pumped her three more times before holding my cockhead just a couple of inches inside and ensuring that it went no deeper. Amber stopped her own thrusting motions, keeping still and bending her chest down to the mattress as she sighed and panted for air after her exertions. And with my left hand keeping her body still and my right hand stroking the exposed part of my shaft, I groaned and let loose with my fourth ejaculation of the night, spurting ribbons of cum through my girlfriend's dilated sphincter and into the entrance of her asshole.


"Nnngahhh..." I groaned as I squeezed out the last drop. And then sitting back on my heels, I grinned and surveyed my handiwork.


Amber's gorgeous ass was thrust up into the air, her anus gaping open wide after being stretched by my prick for the past several minutes. Even with the exquisitely tight warmth of Amber's asshole, it had taken a little longer than either of us really wanted to get me off for a fourth time, but thankfully Cameron had remained unconscious. The still-drooling gorgeous brunette had merely rolled onto her back, her head turned to the side as she breathed heavily through a gaping open mouth.


"Turn her face," Amber told me as she moved herself into position. Dutifully, I reached out and gently picked up Cameron's head with both hands, turning it so that she was face-up before setting it back down onto the mattress. Squatting directly above her, Amber giggled wickedly. And then she groaned, clenching her butt muscles together and squeezing out several creamy droplets of cum that splattered all over Cameron's face.


The willowy brunette woke up halfway through the process, blinking awake just in time for a glob of spunk to land over her left eyelid. She winced and turned her face, another glob splattering against her cheek. And then complaining angrily "Amber! FUCK!" she reached up and spanked my girlfriend's buttcheek.


Laughing, Amber spun around and turned Cameron's face upright once again. "Hey, you did it to me to start the evening, drizzling it out of your mouth all over my face."


"That stuff did NOT come out of your mouth," Cameron bitched.


Amber grinned. "No it didn't. But that's okay. I'll clean you up the same as you did to me."


Indeed, Amber bent over and licked it all back up. It's a sight I'll never forget.





-- MONDAY, AUGUST 8, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



Recently drained, I sat back against the headboard with a self-satisfied smirk as I watched my girlfriend sucking every last drop of spunk I'd just deposited inside Cameron's red-worn pussy.


"I shouldn't have let him cum inside me," Cameron sighed. She bopped my girlfriend on top of her head. "Make sure you get it ALL."


"I am, I am," Amber mumbled with a mouthful of cunt. "Not your fault, anyway. You were kinda out of it when he spunked you last night."


"I was fully awake this morning."


Amber giggled. "Yeah well that one's on you."


"Just couldn't help it," Cameron sighed, and then shook her head. "Carter's gonna be pissed enough at me as it is for not coming home last night."


"Forget Carter." Amber pulled back and sighed. "The guy's an asshole who just uses people. I keep telling you to leave him."


"I can't."


"Why not? I keep asking but you still won't tell me."


Cameron glanced at me before frowning and shaking her head. "I just can't."


Frustrated, Amber shook her head. But she dutifully leaned back in and rather mechanically made sure Cameron's cunt was completely clean. Only then did the two naked girls roll out of bed and begin to get dressed. I probably should have put some clothes on too, but I was enjoying myself too much watching their nubile bodies slowly slink their way into underwear, bras, and Cameron's cocktail dress from last night. She skipped putting the stockings and garter back on, just stuffing those into her purse.


Amber herself donned a robe and then gestured for me to get dressed as well. By now, I'd already moved out of Lynne's apartment completely and re-stocked everything here.


A horn sounded off outside. Cameron sighed, turning to look at us. "That'll be my ride."


I glanced out the window and saw a black stretch limo in the parking lot. I whistled appreciatively.


Cameron quickly leaned into Amber, kissing her firmly on the lips. "I had a great time. Next time, don't wait three months before calling me."


Amber smiled sweetly. "I missed you, too." And then she leaned forward to give her friend a strong hug.


When the girls parted, Cameron then turned to me. Abruptly, she wrapped an arm around my neck and jerked me forward. Grabbing my chin, she planted a soul-sucking kiss on me that literally took my breath away. And almost as violently, she tore herself away and pushed my chest to send me staggering back two feet before I regained my balance. "Next time, I'm making you pass out," she growled challengingly.


"Next time," I shot back. "I'm fucking your ass."


Cameron merely smiled, her emerald eyes glittering. And then hoisting her purse over one shoulder, she blew a final kiss at Amber and went out the door.


"Whew ... there goes a wild one," I chuckled, looking out the window as Cameron hopped into the limousine. The instant the car door closed, it lurched into motion and headed out of the parking lot.


Amber just bit her lip nervously, staring after the departing vehicle. "Yeah ... I'm worried about her."


I was about to ask why, but before I could, Amber turned and quickly went back into the bedroom.


Chapter 20: True Feelings


-- WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 10, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I pulled the BMW into the long Atherton driveway and parked alone just in front of the house. After circling around the car, I helped Amber out of her seat. And as I closed the door, I gestured to the mansion and commented, "Sweet place, huh?"


Amber's eyes just glittered as she smiled at me. "Mine's bigger."


I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, well real estate is probably cheaper than the Bay Area."


"True."


Amber and I then walked hand-in-hand up the flagstone pavers to the large entryway and rang the doorbell. A second later, I thought about exactly who I was about to introduce Amber to and turned to my girlfriend. "Uh, you let me meet Cameron and shared with me a pretty intense part of your history. I just want to warn you that my own history with Paige is pretty complicated. I mean, I told you about her pregnancy and all. It's just ... Paige has a habit of being rather ... affectionate."


Just then, the door opened and a fireball of auburn hair and excessive energy burst through, hitting me right in the chest and nearly bowling me over. Expecting it, I simply took a step back to absorb the impact, sliding my hands down to catch Paige in my arms. "Hiya, Red," I greeted.


"Ben!" Cheerily, she nuzzled her nose against mine before stealing a quick kiss from my lips. A moment later, she realized there was a young woman standing beside me and immediately dropped her feet to the ground. "Oops. Uh, sorry about that."


Amber just giggled mirthfully. "Don't worry about it. I'm used to girls throwing themselves at him. And he did just warn me."


"I don't know if Ben told you our history yet. I feel like I owe him my life."


"Uh, he told me about taking you in after you became pregnant and caring for you until your Aunt and Uncle came by." Amber waved at the house in reference. "It takes a really special guy to do that."


Paige giggled and hugged herself against my chest. "So he didn't even tell you the hero part."


Amber popped her eyebrows. "Taking in a pregnant girl isn't heroic enough?"


Paige giggled. "First day we ever met, there were two guys attacking me in the street. I was sure they were going to drag me off into some bushes and rape me. I just knew it. But out of nowhere, this big lug comes swooping in and kicks the crap out of them. Saved my life. Saved my virginity, even. He'll always be my hero."


Out of the blue, Amber spaced out on me again. But unlike previous times, she didn't come right back to Earth a few seconds later. This time, she shook her head and immediately stepped away from us, walking off the front patio and across a few of the flagstone pavers before coming to a stop with her head down.


Immediately, I let go of Paige and went over to my girlfriend. I touched her arm, and she jerked a head around to me, tear tracks already evident on her cheeks. "Hey ... what's wrong?"


Paige was suddenly behind us. "Um, was it something I said?"


Amber quickly turned back to us, sniffling and wiping her eyes. "I'm sorry. That was terribly rude of me."


I shook my head. "It's okay. What just happened?"


"It's nothing."


"Clearly, it's not 'nothing'."


"I'm fine," she stated stubbornly. Sniffling, Amber took a deep breath. And then extending her hand, she said, "Let's start over. I'm Amber. Very pleased to meet you."


"Paige," the redhead replied, shaking the proffered hand. But then she still gave me a look of some concern.


Amber forced a bright smile, clearly seeking to change the subject. And gesturing up to the house, she asked, "Can I see the baby?"


Paige immediately grinned, always thrilled to show off April. "Absolutely. Come on in."





Eleven months old today, little April was by definition a toddler. She couldn't walk very much, but she could toddle forward about three or four steps before collapsing into an adult's arms, something she apparently loved to do.


Uncle Frank and Aunt Polly sat on the floor about six feet apart with their knees up like a corral. The baby girl with pretty dark auburn hair laughed delightedly as she wobbled forward, with Uncle Frank letting go of her waist so that she would stumble a few steps and then fall against Aunt Polly's chest. Falling made the baby laugh even more, and she joyously got back up to her feet, turned around, and toddled her way over to Uncle Frank for the return trip.


Amber and I quickly got down to floor level along with Paige and joined in. The five of us adults formed a ring, letting April bounce back and forth between us seemingly at random. If two adults were fun, five was even better. And April was having the time of her young life.


In the meantime, we all exchanged pleasantries. Uncle Frank flirted lightly with Amber, complimenting her looks and saying that Kady's description had not done her justice. Aunt Polly teasingly slapped her husband for letching, but then cracked that she'd probably get plowed extra hard tonight. Paige was properly scandalized.


At least we could understand where Kady's wisecracking came from.


But then it was time for April's dinner, and the parentals insisted that they take care of it and let Paige socialize with us.


"You don't get out of this house nearly enough, young lady," Aunt Polly scolded. "And you're going to have to learn to let us handle these things before you go back to school."


Paige sighed and acquiesced.


"So that answers that question," I commented. "You're coming back?"


Paige nodded. "Leave of absence is over. I'm already enrolled in three courses for the coming semester. Not a full load, but what I think I can handle while still being a single mom."


"So how is that going to work? Are you commuting? Staying up in Berkeley for the school week?"


"Commuting," Paige explained. "I can't bear to think of being away from April for even a single night. Don't get me wrong, there are some days I just want to hand her off to my Aunt and Uncle and disappear for a week. But after about an hour being away from her, I miss my little girl terribly."


Amber touched Paige's arm, and little Red smiled and nodded.


"How about you? How is this whole thing going to work out?" Paige then asked, gesturing to the two of us.


"Uh, well..." I hedged. "We're ... kinda just playing it by ear."


Paige wasn't the first to ask us this very question. Lynne, Kady, and Noelle had all weighed in on the subject with slightly varying opinions. Noelle thought that I should move in with Amber and commute to Berkeley since I had a semi-regular schedule and wasn't on-call for a hospital. But Lynne and Kady thought I should stay in my own house and let Amber stay here. We could visit each other on weekends or any nights when the drive didn't seem too much.


I felt obligated to stay at the Berkeley house. For one thing, Brooke and DJ were still returning, and I needed to be there to watch over them. I wasn't sure whether or not Dawn was coming back. The last time I'd asked Dayna if she'd heard anything, she'd told me that Dawn herself had not yet decided whether she could be in the house with me.


Moving in with Amber would solve that problem. Dawn could be in the house with our younger sisters, watching over them. My staying with my girlfriend would remove me from the awkwardness of living with Dawn. And being able to spend every night with Amber would help keep my mind and soul off of Dawn, period.


But so far, Amber had resisted that idea. Even though I'd moved in with her for now, and we were quite comfortable playing 'married couple' in her apartment, she had been adamant about my returning to Berkeley. "This summer thing is temporary. I love having you here, but you distract me from school and I don't want you to lose focus of your academics, either. We'll still see each other on weekends and that'll have to be enough for each of us."


Rationally, I had to agree. It would take a lot of effort and energy to commute, and I would have precious little time as it was trying to finish off my degree. But emotionally, well ... I didn't want to sleep alone.


Despite my telling Paige that we were playing it by ear, Amber shook her head and stated confidently, "Ben's moving back to his Berkeley house."


Paige looked at me skeptically, but I just shrugged and said, "Yeah, probably."


And that was the end of that. Paige smiled brightly. "Okay, new topic."





-- SATURDAY, AUGUST 13, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Are you SURE you're okay with this?" I asked as my girlfriend took hold of my collar and looked pensively at my chin.


After a moment's hesitation, Amber flicked her eyes up to mine and took a deep breath. "You were never in love with her?"


"No. But I did care a lot about her."


Amber shook her head, dismissing that concern. "You're not going to do anything with her?"


"Of course not."


Amber raised her eyebrows. "How do I know that?"


"Because I'm telling you I'm not. And if you don't trust that, then I really shouldn't be meeting up with her."


Amber took a deep breath. "No, no. I trust you. I'm just having a hard time wrapping my head around this, that's all. If Kim were just an ex-girlfriend, I'd get that. But the way you explained this whole Master/sub thing ... And the way you just walked away ... She really GAVE herself to you. And I can't help but worry that she'll want to give herself to you again."


I sighed. "I doubt that. Like Bert said, I broke her heart."


"But she's willing to see you again. She wants to see you again. And she specifically asked that you don't bring me. That sets off some warning bells in a girl's head, you know?"


I nodded. "She said she had some deeply personal things to talk to me about, things she can't discuss with a stranger around. I feel like I owe her at least that much for the way I dumped her. She didn't deserve that. And if she needs some closure, I think that's something I need to do. With any luck, we'll be able to go back to being friends, and next time I'll be able to bring you along and introduce you."


Amber nodded.


"But I'm not going if you're not comfortable with this."


"No, no. You should go," Amber insisted. "You're right; she does deserve that much from you at least. If I were in her shoes, I'd probably want the exact same thing: closure ... and with no new girlfriend lurking nearby."


I nodded. Wrapping my girlfriend up in my arms, I pulled her close to me and pecked her forehead. She hummed quietly before tilting her face up so that our lips could meet. And then with a final pat on my butt, Amber sent me on my way.


Twenty minutes later, I arrived at the chosen location, a Starbucks on El Camino in downtown Sunnyvale. Kim didn't want me to come to her house, explaining that her father would be home. She was waiting just inside the door when I arrived, sitting on a chair with two coffee cups already in her hands. Standing up, she handed me one of the cups, saying without preamble, "Just the way you like it."


Blinking in surprise, I took a sip. Indeed, in moments of nervousness I liked something sweet and warm to comfort me, and Kim had provided me with a caramel macchiato with just the right amount of sugar and cream. I smiled and popped my eyebrows in surprise, and instantly felt all the guilt of just coldly abandoning Kim back in May slam into me like a brick wall. Grimacing, I frowned and began, "I'm really sorry, Kim. What I did to you was unforgiv-"


Holding up a hand to stop me, she shook her head. She then extended the hand out the door and stated, "You're driving."


For a relationship that had been built on my supposed "Mastery" for nearly a year, Kim was certainly taking charge of the situation. I started to relax, realizing that she indeed would not want me to once again become her Master. And I felt even more proud to see that Kim was self-initializing quite a bit in order to orchestrate and arrange our meeting.


I led Kim to the parking lot, seeing her motorcycle parked nearby before she left my side to walk around to the passenger door of the Mustang. Once we were seated, she quickly rattled off directions for getting out of the lot and heading down El Camino. And after three quick turns, we arrived at a cute neighborhood park.


The moment I turned off the engine, Kim opened her door and got out. She led me away from the playground surrounded by little kids and their mothers enjoying the summer afternoon and toward an isolated park bench. Sitting down on it, she patted the seat beside her, and I obediently took my place.


Taking a deep breath, Kim exhaled and said, "Okay."


And then she went dead silent.


Having been led by the nose all this way, I waited for Kim to make the first move. She seemed to have meticulously planned every step for getting here, from the time and location to the coffee to the isolated park bench. But now that we were here, she simply looked at me blankly as if waiting for ME to speak first.


I hadn't said a word since that first aborted apology, having just obeyed her every direction on the way over. Now arching an eyebrow, I asked, "Uh, did you want to go first?"


Kim looked at me in confusion and replied, "You called ME and said you wanted to meet up."


I shrugged. "Actually, that was because my new girlfriend Amber wanted to meet up with my friends as a way of getting to know me better. But you didn't want her here."


She shook her head. "I wouldn't be comfortable around a stranger."


"Oh, I get it. I, uh ... I just thought you were taking charge of this whole conversation."


Kim cocked her head and gave me an inquisitive look, as if wondering why I would ever think such a thing. Only then did it really hit me: Kim hadn't actually been taking charge; she had merely been setting the stage. Kim didn't do spontaneous. When given a set of instructions, she was hyper-efficient. It was one of the things that made her such an excellent student. But off-the-cuff creativity wasn't her strong suit. So when told that I was coming by to meet up with her, she'd created her agenda ahead of time, planned out her route, and then executed her plan to get us into a quiet location where we could talk privately. After that ... the rest was up to me.


"How have you been?" I finally asked.


Kim shrugged and gave me a neutral look. "I've been okay."


"Your father?"


Now she gave me a faint smile. "He is my father. He will always be there for me."


"That's good, that's good." I nodded, not really sure what else to say. It was a relief to know that Kim had been taken care of.


"I missed you," she finally blurted, and the faint smile was now gone. In its place was an expression of confusion, an expression of hurt. Realizing she'd let out a burst of emotion, Kim quickly retreated back inside her shell. She looked at the ground and clasped her hands together, wringing her palms.


She was tense, I realized, far more tense than I would have thought. I mean, I was nervous; and I suppose I expected she might be nervous about seeing me again. Heck, I wouldn't have been surprised if she were angry, given the way I'd summarily dismissed her and walked away without so much as a backward glance. But she didn't seem angry, and instead just seemed ... wound up. Like a rubber band that had been twisted and twisted and twisted to the breaking point, Kim was on the verge of snapping. And yet her face was still neutral, almost serene. I had to look closely to see the tightness of her muscles beneath to recognize the strain she was under.


I leaned forward and hugged her just then.


Ever see a venus flytrap? I'm not saying that Kim was trying to kill me or anything, but the instant we touched, her arms wrapped around me so fiercely that I was dead certain she would never, ever let go. Like a dam had burst, the tears poured out of Kim's eyes. And suddenly she was bawling with her nose pressed up against my neck, squeezing me tight and crawling her fingers across my back trying to hold me even tighter. I felt my lungs being compressed by her unexpected strength. And I had to pat her back and wheeze, "Can't breathe ... can't breathe..." before she finally got the hint and relaxed her grip just a bit.


But she still didn't let me go. Kim's whole body began shuddering against me, and her nose remained buried in the crook of my neck as she cried and cried and cried. It was as if she'd held onto the anguish of me dumping her three months ago, trapping it inside and letting that pain build exponentially until it completely filled her up. And only now was she finally letting it flood out of her in the form of tears.


All I could do was continue to hold her and ride out the storm. She cried, and she shuddered. And then she cried and shuddered some more. I kept waiting for a lull in her sobs, a break within which I could say something that might help to calm her down. But there were no breaks for some five minutes, so I simply continued patting her back and shushing her gently.


Eventually, Kim began to calm down. As if the well of pain was finally starting to run dry, her sobs slowed down in both pace and force. And at last, she pulled her face off my neck and bleary-eyed, stared right at my chin. "I'm sorry," she blubbered.


"Whatever are you apologizing for?"


She wiped my neck, which was saturated with tears by now. My shirt was rather damp as well. I chuckled lightly, not worried about my shirt. And then before I knew it, her lips were pressed up against mine and my nose was filled with the scent of her.


It was a soulful kiss, an intense and yet tender liplock of pure love without lust. Kim held my cheeks and poured her heart into that kiss, and I felt such passionate energy radiating off her that I couldn't help but kiss back.


But she didn't linger. After kissing me for a good ten seconds, Kim pulled back and whimpered plaintively, "I love you."


The L-word snapped me out of my momentary trance. Blinking rapidly, I pulled back and took a deep breath. "Kim..." I began.


"I still love you," she stated before I could continue. "I understand what happened. I understand the pain you were going through after Dawn broke up with you."


The deep-rooted hurt in her eyes was obvious. I got the distinct impression that Kim 'understood' because she had felt the exact same way after I broke up with her.


"You feel like your world is coming to an end," she continued. "The very foundation upon which you've built your life is cut out from beneath you. It's shattering."


"Kim, I'm so sorry," I sighed, recognizing the anguish she was still in.


"There's nothing to forgive. You are my Master. You couldn't take care of me because you had to deal with your own problems. I understand. You apologized for making the decision you did. Knowing that you would be unable to properly care for me, you encouraged me to return home to my father. You knew he could still take care of me, and you were looking out for my best interests. It was the right decision."


I smiled, relieved that she wasn't angry.


"But I see that you are healthy again. You've moved on. You've found a new girlfriend. And Bert tells me she is a very nice person."


"Uh, yeah."


"So everything can go back to normal now, right? I still love you. I understand why you left me. But we can fix that now. You can take care of me again, right?"


I blinked in surprise. "Wait, what? You would want that again?"


She smiled hopefully. "Of course."


I frowned. "But I broke your heart!"


"You did. And it hurt." Kim frowned sadly and wrenched her hands together. "But I understand. And I still love you. I still want you to be my Master."


Ah, HELL. My mind immediately flashed back to this morning, with Amber expressing her concern that Kim would want to give herself to me again. I couldn't do it. The situation before with Dawn had been unique. My girlfriend was friends with Kim, and understood a bit about Kim's mental makeup. She had willingly accepted, and even encouraged, my taking care of the submissive girl. But that wasn't the case anymore. It's not like I'd asked Amber if she'd be okay with me being Kim's Master again, but in this case, I didn't need to.


"Kim..." I stated stiffly, and as she read the tone in my voice, the frown on Kim's face deepened. "We can't go back."


"Please ... I love you," she begged. "I need you."


Even the n-word didn't faze me. I shook my head, taking a deep breath before reaching forward and taking Kim's hands in my own. Holding them up between us, I made sure I had Kim's eyes on mine before taking a deep breath and saying as plainly as I could, "I told you before: I do not love you, not romantically."


She nodded and replied immediately, "You do not need to."


"I have a girlfriend."


"I understand that. You were with Dawn before. Things would be no different for you and me."


"I disagree. Dawn accepted you. Amber won't. Heck, she even predicted that you would do this, and I had to reassure her that nothing would happen between us before she let me go."


"And nothing has to happen between us. Please, I just need you to care for me."


"I DO care for you. I care about you."


"They are not the same."


I winced. Caring "for" her implied responsibility. It implied involving myself in her decision-making and day-to-day life. Just caring "about" her wouldn't cut it. "Okay, maybe they're not."


"Please, Ben," Kim begged, squeezing my hands. The tears were back, running in rivers down her cheeks. "I need you."


Gawd dammit this hurt. I felt an incredible obligation to her. Once upon a time, I had willingly taken responsibility for her. I had become her Master. How harsh had it been for me to abandon her? Was I really no better than someone like Grace?


On the other hand, how could I do this to Amber? She was my girlfriend. She was the person I was building a new life with. Maybe I could ask her to understand the unique relationship I had with Kim. Maybe she would understand that the girl wasn't a threat to our romance. Heck, maybe I could just care "for" Kim, like a beloved pet, without any physical intimacy that might complicate the relationship I had with my girlfriend?


Who was I kidding? I'd realized it over the course of last semester: there was no half-assing a Master/sub relationship. I couldn't just drop the sexual aspect of my control over Kim, given her lust and love for me. And I couldn't very well put any limits on our relationship knowing how deeply she felt for me.


Beloved pet? That was an insult to Kim. She deserved better than that.


Hanging my head, I whimpered, "Please don't make me do this. Don't make me choose between you and Amber. I want to be your friend."


Kim didn't reply right away. It took me a second to realize that she wasn't moving, and was holding our hands rather rigidly. And as I picked my head up to look at her, I saw that she'd stopped crying and instead stared at me with an almost ... pitying ... look.


Releasing my hand, she put two fingers beneath my chin and pushed upward, causing me to sit up straight again. Shaking her head slowly, she sighed and stated, "Do not hang your head. You must be strong."


Blinking in surprise, I arched an eyebrow.


Turning her gaze away from me, she took a deep breath and stated, "I will not make you choose. I will not be the cause of your anguish. I had hoped..." she choked up. "I had hoped that you would be strong again, ready to take care of me. I see now that you are not yet healed. And I will not be a burden to you."


"You were never a burden," I said quietly.


She looked back at me now, deep sadness on her face. "But now ... I am."


I sighed, feeling truly horrible, as if I'd rejected her again. But Kim was quiet, her emotions bottled up inside herself once again. And in a rather distant voice, she looked away from me and said, "Please take me back to my bike."





After parking the Mustang, I held up the nearly-full cup of caramel macchiato Kim had bought me. Exhaling wearily, I got out of the car. And feeling guilty, I tossed the cup into a trash can just off the lot.


Amber was waiting in her apartment for my return. She turned off the TV the instant I came through the door and stood up. Taking one look at my face, she frowned and came over to me for a big hug.


"You were right," I mumbled.


"Right about what?"


I sighed. "Kim wanted to me to be her Master again."


"And... ?" I heard the caution in Amber's voice, suspicion over what my decision had been.


I gave her a look of disappointment, a little hurt that she didn't trust in my loyalty to her. "I told her 'no', of course."


Amber relaxed and kissed me. I let her lips rub over mine, but when she moved to deepen the kiss, I turned my cheek. Amber wanted to be affectionate, but I just wasn't in the mood. Breaking our hug, I padded off for the bedroom. For some reason, I felt really dirty over what I'd done to Kim. She was a girl who had put her trust and faith in me, and I'd let her down ... again. I needed a shower.


Amber caught up to me as I began stripping out of my clothes. Standing at the doorway to our bedroom, she folded her arms across her chest and said, "Thank you."


"For what?" I asked, half-turning to face her.


"For not becoming Kim's Master again. I don't fully understand what kind of relationship that would be like, but I gather that it was pretty intimate."


I shrugged. "It is."


Amber came up behind me, rubbing my now bare shoulders. "I want to be a good girlfriend to you. We've had some fun, playing around with other girls. Casual sex is one thing, but ... with Kim ... there would be feelings there."


I nodded. "There would."


Amber frowned. Even though I was agreeing with her at every turn, she sensed that I was still upset about this, and perhaps even a little resentful that she wouldn't let me be Kim's Master again.


Perhaps I was a little resentful. After all, Dawn had been able to handle it.


Rubbing my shoulders more firmly, Amber turned me around and looked deep into my eyes. "Is it really so much to ask for me to be your only girlfriend?"


I shook my head. "Of course it's not too much to ask. But that's not what's bothering me. I'm perfectly content for you to be my only girlfriend."


"Then what?"


I sighed, turning it over in my head. "Kim wasn't just a girlfriend. She was a dear friend, someone close to me who knew my secrets and accepted me for who I am. I lost her today. We broke up months ago, but it was today that I really lost her. I've told you before that I feel like I have almost no real friends left. And no matter what context I try to put it in, losing her still hurts."


"I'm sorry."


I sighed. "Me, too."





-- WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 17, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"C'mon. We're going out." Beside me, Amber took off her wire-rimmed glasses and set down her notepad and ball-point pen, the cap looking fairly chewed to death.


"Out?" I queried as Amber grabbed the remote and turned off the TV. Mid-August like this, there was nothing on but re-runs and crappy reality shows, even during primetime. Dropping the remote, she then took my hand and tugged me off the sofa.


"Yeah. No more studying and no more watching bad TV. We're getting out and changing the scenery a bit." Amber suited action to words by grabbing her purse and nodding toward the door.


"It's almost 10pm. Aren't we going to bed soon?"


"Too horny to wait?"


I rolled my eyes. "I meant sleep. We've both got work tomorrow."


"I'm not sleepy. I'm a little bored, actually. C'mon, let's get out of here."


I shrugged and realized I could go along with things. I grabbed my phone and wallet and followed my girlfriend out the door. Amber led the way to her Beemer and pointed me to the passenger seat. She pointedly ignored my probing questions as to our destination. And even resorting to tickling her didn't work since she ordered me to stop lest she crash the car en route.


It was a short trip, and we pulled up outside a local bar on Emerson. Amber took my hand and led me inside. The place was about half-full, decent for a Wednesday night when Stanford's semester wasn't yet in session. Instead of taking a table, Amber led me to a corner of the bar itself. And hopping up onto the seat, she waved to the bartender at the other end. "Heyyy, Chloe," she greeted warmly.


"Amber? Hey! Haven't seen you around in a while." Wearing a tight black V-neck shirt that showed off her ample cleavage, the bartender sauntered over and dropped her elbows onto the bar top, giving me an even better view of her tits. The dirty-blonde had electric blue-green eyes that seemed to sparkle despite the dim bar lighting. And for the moment, she only had eyes for my girlfriend.


"Blame it on him," Amber jerked a thumb at me. "My boyfriend's been keeping me pretty busy the last couple of months."


"Wow, a boyfriend?" Chloe asked in surprise, now turning to evaluate me for the first time. Those electric eyes ran up and down my torso as she stood up straight and put a hand on her hip. And then with a smirk, she waggled an eyebrow at Amber and commented, "Didn't know you swung that way, too."


My girlfriend giggled and pointed to the rack of bottles. "Whatcha got for me?"


"I've got a new mojito mix. Wanna try it?"


Amber nodded. "Two."


Smirking, Chloe glanced at me again, looking me up and down for a good two seconds before turning back to the bar. I couldn't help but notice the way she swung her hips side-to-side. And I had to admit, the girl was gorgeous enough to make me want to buy drink after drink after drink, just so I could look at her a little longer.


But now that Amber and I were alone again, I turned to my girlfriend and asked, "So, a favorite place of yours?"


"One of. There are a couple of bars around her that I know pretty well."


"I'm surprised you never brought me here before."


"You didn't seem the barfly, type. We mix a few drinks at home, or maybe with dinner. But your idea of a good time seemed to be more about hanging out in Lynne's apartment enjoying nice conversation."


"You make it sound like I'm a homebody."


Amber giggled and shook her head. "I think you just liked having a bedroom nearby."


"Well, there's that." I grinned. "But what about you? I take it you were a bit of a regular here before meeting me?"


"Something like that." She shrugged and looked down at her fingers. "Before you, I spent a lot of time just thinking by myself with a cocktail in front of me. Chloe and the other bartenders here would look out for me, help keep the frat boys and overeager businessmen from harassing me too much."


There was such a melancholy tone in Amber's voice that I immediately leaned over and started rubbing her back reassuringly. She smiled and nodded to me. But then with a sigh, she added, "I've got a feeling that in a few weeks, I'm going to be spending a lot more time here again."


My eyebrows furrowed. "What do you mean by that?"


Before Amber could reply, Chloe returned with our drinks. Sliding one to each of us, the bartender turned her attention directly to my girlfriend. "It's really nice to see you again." With a Cheshire smile, she added, "I was beginning to worry about you."


Amber shook her head and then smiled. "Nothing to worry about. I've been out there, enjoying my life. Worry more about me when I come here too much, you know?"


Chloe nodded in understanding, then gave me a tight smile and turned away. There were other customers who wanted her attention.


Amber sighed again and stirred her drink before picking up the glass and taking a sip. Her shoulders were still slumped and she rather wistfully stared into the bottom of her glass after setting it back down on the bar.


"Hey ... What's wrong?" I asked, rubbing her back once again.


"Just ... thinking. I told you, I do a lot of my thinking here."


"But you haven't in a couple of months."


"Because I've had you."


"You still have me."


"But not for much longer."


My hand stopped on her back, and I swiveled on my stool to really look at her. "Is that what this is about? You're worried about me leaving?"


Sighing, she took another sip of her drink before glancing over at me and admitting, "Maybe."


I frowned. "I offered to stay with you and commute to school. You were the one who insisted that I go back to Berkeley."


"I know, I know. And my reasons are still valid. My clinical clerkships are going to get more intense in the fall, and I'm barely going to have enough time to study. Having you around would be a massive distraction, and you're going to lose far too much time yourself driving back and forth. We'll have the weekends. That'll be enough."


"And what, you're going to spend your weeknights here? Drinking yourself to sleep?"


She made a face. "You make it sound like I'm going to turn into a depressive drunk without you."


"You're the one who just told Chloe to worry if you come here too much."


"I know, I know." Gathering herself, Amber closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Holding it for a few seconds, she then exhaled and opened her eyes. And just like that, it was as if I were staring at a completely different woman. "I didn't bring you here to mope. I'm sorry. I just felt a flood of memories coming back to me the instant I sat down. But that's not why we're here."


"Then why ARE we here?"


Amber flashed me a smile. "You'll just have to wait and see."


I arched an eyebrow, wondering for a few seconds if Amber was going to explain anything beyond that. But she demurely returned to her drink, picking it up and raising it to me for a toast. "To a wonderful boyfriend I'm going to miss terribly."


Amber's eyes flashed with something, spacing out for the briefest of moments. If I hadn't seen her do it before, I wouldn't have even noticed it this time around. But I did notice, and I pulled my own glass back a split-second before clinking it against her in cheers. Setting my glass down on the bar top instead, I looked quite seriously at my girlfriend.


"Okay now, what gives?" I asked a little roughly.


"What do you mean?"


"I just feel like I'm getting a whole variety of mixed signals here. You don't want me to move in with you, but then you tell me you're going to be all depressed and drowning yourself in alcohol on the weekdays that you don't see me. You insist that I move back to Berkeley, but then you make this melancholy toast about how you're going to miss me terribly. What is it that you really want?"


Amber blinked, looking hurt. "I just want to have a pleasant evening out with my boyfriend."


"We have a lot of pleasant evenings. Most of them are right back in the comfort of your apartment."


"Is it so bad to want to get out of the house for a bit? Isn't it a bit early for us to be falling into a rut?"


I shook my head. "This isn't a rut. I just want to understand what's going on inside that pretty little noggin of yours."


"I..." she sighed. "I do have mixed feelings about this. Don't you? I do want you here with me. Really, I do. But at the same time, I think that's horribly selfish of me."


"Not at all. If you want me here, and I want to stay here, then why don't we just go with that?"


"I can't take you away from your friends."


"What friends? We've been over this. I don't really have any close friends left at Berkeley. Dawn's gone, along with Gwen and Robin. Kim's gone. Bert's the only one left, and he's going to be spending all his time coming over here to visit Lynne!"


"You have other friends."


"Nobody who matters nearly as much to me as you do. Really, if it weren't for academics, I wouldn't have any reason to go back."


Amber smirked. "You know, if I didn't know any better, I'd think you were seriously contemplating a transfer to Stanford."


I raised my eyebrows. "And what if I was?"


"Pssht." Amber rolled her eyes before snarking haughtily. "You're a smart guy, but Stanford is too good a school to transfer in from Berkeley."


I chuckled and shook my head. "Would it really be so bad? I could move in with you. We could hang out with Lynne and the girls on a more regular basis. You told me yourself that you haven't had comfortable, casual friends like them in a while, either. I think we all make a nice group."


Amber glanced at me for a second before returning her gaze to the street. "But don't you want to go back to your life at Berkeley?"


"I want to be with you."


"But your sister..."


"Brooke has been doing just fine without me. She has her whole group of friends, and it's not like I'm not close enough to visit. She's got Meli. She's got DJ. And she's been very adamant about proving that she can take care of herself."


Amber stared at me intently. She bit her lip nervously, and then reached over to cover my hand. "You'd really do it? You'd really drop your entire life: family, friends, your budding career ... to follow me?"


Now I broke into a wide smile. She made it sound like I would be giving up so much. But really, I felt like I'd lost all the things that were most important to me when Dawn dumped me. I'd fallen to pieces. I'd truly been broken. But not anymore. Lynne, Kady, Noelle, and Amber had put me back together. I was a new man, and if I really had to admit it ... I was a Stanford man.


Here was where I belonged.


"Yeah," I stated seriously. "I would."


I would have thought that my answer would have made Amber happy. But instead, she just looked even more stricken. "I can't ask you to do that. It wouldn't be fair to you."


"Let me decide what's fair to me."


"But how could you? We've talked a lot about starting our relationship fresh, but this would be asking you to start your entire LIFE over. A whole new campus. A whole new set of friends. You can't really decide that just for me, can you?"


"I can. And I am." I nodded seriously. "I want to stay here with you."


Amber's eyes softened, and she gave me a look as warm as she'd ever given me. Reaching up to my cheek, she held me tenderly and then gave me a soul-tingling kiss. And when we finally had to pull back for air, she murmured intensely, "I love you."


"I love you, too," I replied with just as much feeling.


Amber sighed. "We're being ridiculous, of course. There's no way you can actually transfer, not at this late date, even if you could get accepted."


"Of course not," I mourned. "But I've only got one year left anyway. I can plug away, graduate and get my degree. And after that, who knows where life will take us?"


"So you're really going to stay here with me?"


I nodded. "Absolutely."


"Even with the hellish commute?"


"I'll drive to the Millbrae BART station and do my homework on the train," I said with a shrug. "You're worth it. I told you already, Amber: I'll follow you anywhere."


She grinned, flashing me twin rows of pearly teeth. With waggling eyebrows, Amber then nodded across the bar to where Chloe was leaning forward, charming some other bar patron into buying more drinks than he perhaps originally intended. "Right now," Amber said, winking at me. "Just follow my lead."





"C'mon, stud. Fill 'er up!"


Staring at the heart-shaped ass before me, two perky buttcheeks divided by a narrow crevice with dusky rose anus and pretty pink pussy at the center, I found that my heart was beating a little faster than I expected. I was really excited tonight, and it wasn't from the alcohol still buzzing in my veins. Chloe was a scorchingly hot young woman – and she looked fucking amazing parked on all fours just waiting for me to impale her – but it wasn't because of her, either.


What had me so excited was the realization that this was truly the beginning of a new life for me. Amber and I ... we were really something special. And this time, we were committing to each other for real.


We'd tried committing once before, at Morris Camp. But we'd realized then that amidst our whirlwind relationship, Amber still wasn't over her ex-boyfriend David and I wasn't completely over Dawn. But we'd gotten those admissions out of the way. We'd taken a step back to re-evaluate our relationship. We'd paused to get to know each other's friends and really get to know each other. And then we'd come back to this point of intimacy once again.


There were no more roadblocks. There were no more hesitations. Amber was still putting her life back together after battling drug addiction, building new relationships with me and with a new set of friends. I was putting MY life back together after having the core of my Berkeley existence ripped away from me. And I was choosing to put it back together here, with her.


One might think we would choose to celebrate our re-confirmed devotion to one another with an intimate, one-on-one lovemaking. But hey, Amber and I are both sexual creatures.


"OHHHWAAAAGH!" Chloe screamed and threw her head back as nearly eight inches of man-dick skewered her in a single thrust. Almost ferociously, Amber sucked the dirty-blonde's clit into her mouth from her sixty-nine position below. And she proceeded to tongue-lash the poor girl's love button while I slowly pulled back and then re-thrust my way deep into the bartender's juicing cunt.


As requested, I'd followed my girlfriend's lead in the bar. Chloe and Amber clearly had some history with each other, and as the sexual innuendoes dropped I quickly realized that their relationship had crossed the bartender-patron line a time or two in the past. That certainly explained Chloe's surprise to find that Amber "swung that way" with me.


It wasn't difficult to entice Chloe into coming home with us at the end of her shift. The hot, busty bartender flirted with everyone, male or female. But she kept coming back to us and as Amber made her intentions clear, I found myself being evaluated as a sexual partner. Old habits quickly rose to the surface. I kept up with the conversational banter and gave as good as I got in firing flirtatious zings back and forth. I spoke with the confidence of a man who'd already bedded seventy women in his young life, without being cocky about it. And really, the deck was already stacked in our favor since Chloe really had a thing for my girlfriend.


Dozens of jealous eyes pinged the back of my skull just after midnight when Chloe zipped up her big hooters behind a light jacket and followed us outside. As the one person who did not drink a drop of alcohol all night, Chloe drove the Beemer back to Amber's apartment. The girls started making out on the front porch while I fished out the keys and let us in. And I swear their lips didn't separate until several minutes after they'd fallen across the king-sized mattress in our bedroom.


Continuing to follow Amber's lead, I sat down in an easy chair and just watched two gorgeous specimens of femininity strip out of their clothes and start going down on each other. Chloe's tits were just as big as Amber's. And with their similar builds and blonde hair, at times it was hard to tell who was who. But after my girlfriend shrieked out a starter climax, she rolled herself onto her back and parked our sweaty guest over herself on all fours. And then staring upside-down at me, Amber growled, "I wanna see you fuck her!"


I chuckled to myself, thinking of how desperately Amber had wanted to see me kissing Cameron. My girlfriend certainly had a voyeuristic streak in her. But hey, if she wanted to watch me screwing babe after hot babe into sexual euphoria for the rest of our lives, well I could learn to live with that.


Amber's eyes remained on me as I undressed and let my thick cock point the way home like a compass needle. Hungrily, she practically chewed on Chloe's clit in anticipation, and when I was finally ready, she broke away long enough to groan, "C'mon, stud. Fill 'er up!"


So I filled her up. It took a few position changes, including fucking my girlfriend's face and then re-inserting myself into the hot bartender before flipping her onto her back and pounding her missionary style. The actual filling took place with Chloe's legs hooked over my shoulders. And the dirty-blonde screamed out her third orgasm since my entry while feeling hot jets of cream filling splatter against her inner walls.


Amber sucked that cream filling out of her friend, snowballing it back to her in a sloppy, wet kiss. The two girls then teamed up to give me a dual blowjob, bringing me back to hardness so that Amber could sit on my lap in a reverse cowgirl position while Chloe knelt on the floor in front of us, tonguing at our joining from the other side.


After Amber climaxed, the girls traded places. But after Chloe had another orgasm with my dick in her cunt and Amber's lips around her clit, I lifted the busty bartender up, fucking her while standing until Amber got into position on her back. And then parking Chloe atop Amber's body so that the two blondes were face-to-face and tit-to-tit, I took turns screwing each of them for a few minutes at a time before pulling out and circling around to kneel beside them, letting both girls suck on my prick until it exploded in both their faces.


Tired for the moment, I flopped onto my back. The girls licked my spunk off each other's face, and then at Amber's direction, Chloe slid down the bed to suck my prick back to half-hardness before taking her D-cup melons and wrapping them around my shaft. I immediately got even harder, thinking of all the times this evening I'd seen the busty dirty-blonde bend over at the bar, enticing me with her cleavage. I was sure that a hundred men at the bar fantasized every day about what it would be like to stick their cock into this valley, and here I was living out that fantasy.


Holding her own mammaries, Chloe squeezed them together to create a tunnel of titflesh as she humped her entire chest up and down my length. And then giggling, Amber knocked her friend aside to show her how it was done.


I got passed back and forth between their breasts for a few minutes before Amber's eyes lit up. She glanced at me and said, "I forgot how much fun this was the last time we did this with Dayna."


Immediately, my girlfriend grabbed my hands and pulled me up into a sitting position. And then with both her and Chloe cupping themselves, they bent forward and sandwiched my prick with all FOUR of their tits around my shaft at the same time.


Life was good.


Newly inspired, I grabbed my girlfriend and flung her onto her back across the bed. I pounded her with my fresh erection for a few minutes before pulling out and throwing Chloe down beside her. Feeling as sexually charged with energy as if we'd only just gotten started, I hammered each girl one-by-one, sending them to screaming orgasm after screaming orgasm before switching back. At first, one girl would roll over to kiss and fondle the other while I fucked her friend. But after they each had two powerful climaxes, all they could do was gasp for air and try to recover before I returned and fucked them again.


And then it was time for the coup de grâce. Amber liked to throw in my face about how she was a medical doctor who knew twenty different ways to kill me with her bare hands and thirty other ways to make me pass out from pleasure overload. Well I may not have had a medical degree (technically, neither did she, yet) but I certainly knew my way around a woman's body.


One: I bit down on the pressure point at the base of Amber's neck where it met her shoulder.


Two: My left hand tickled the bundle of nerves just under her right 8th rib.


Three: Flexing my cock, I scraped it against her G-spot from the inside.


And Four: Just for good measure, I popped a finger in her ass.


Touchdown.


Jerking once, Amber's chest lurched up into the air as she threw her head back reflexively. I felt her pussy muscles clamp down around my dick. Her jaw flapped open like a fish out of water, gasping without air for three or four seconds before she finally realized she was orgasming. And a strangled scream finally tore its way out of her throat.


But the scream didn't make it very far. Immediately after her orgasm began, I covered my girlfriend's nose and mouth with my hand, cutting off her oxygen supply. Her eyes bugged out and stared at me murderously, although without any trace of panic. She knew exactly what I was doing to her, and she was more annoyed than anything else. But then the rest of her orgasm hit her, and her eyes rolled up into her head. And still twitching as if shocked by a police taser, my girlfriend's head lolled to the side as she passed out.


"Holy shit," Chloe breathed beside us, still panting heavily from the last orgasm I'd given her. "Is she okay?"


"Oh, she's fine. We do this all the time," I chuckled and grinned wickedly. "And you're next."


Panting, the dirty-blonde's eyes went wide. "I am?" she asked rather fearfully.


"Oh, yes. I'm going to do to you just about the same thing I did to her. But don't worry, it seems scary, but I'm told it feels sooo damn good while it's happening. You'll thank me in the morning," I explained while pulling out of my girlfriend and moving myself over the busty dirty-blonde.


"The morning?"


"And hey, since I'll be moving in here permanently, the three of us can get together again," I offered happily while sliding my cock into Chloe's buttery cunt. "Maybe next time, I'll even let you stay awake."


"N-n-next time?" Her lips quivered.


"Yes, next time," I confirmed, flexing my dick deep inside her pussy. "But this time? Nighty-night."





-- SATURDAY, AUGUST 20, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



The doorbell rang, and since Amber was in the bathroom, I quickly got up to answer it. Swinging the door open, I smiled as I took in the curvy brunette with big tits just bursting the seams of her blouse.


"Hi," I greeted the tits before forcing myself to look this girl in the eye. "You must be E-Beth."


"Hi," she replied, rather obviously letting her eyes run up and down my body to check me out. Hey, fair was fair. A second later, she grinned and replied, "You must be Ben."


I chuckled and nodded, reaching a hand out to shake. Rolling her eyes, the pretty girl just bypassed my hand and got up on her tip-toes to give me a hug. "Hey, any boyfriend of Amber's is practically family."


Surprised, I patted her back chastely. I knew my girlfriend was pretty casual with physical touches, and that seemed to extend to her friends. But I didn't want to presume and so I made sure my hands didn't roam while hugging back.


"E-Beth!!!" Amber shrieked from behind me.


"Amber!" the brunette squealed, letting go of me and racing across the room toward my girlfriend. Giggling unstoppably, the two girls literally hopped around in a wobbly circle as they embraced each other.


"Oh, I've missed you so much!" Amber sighed.


"Your fault. You could've come back to visit me any time you wanted!"


"Oh, I know. But school and the hospital have just kept me so busy and-"


"Yeah, yeah, yeah. Excuses, excuses ... Well, I'm here now."


"Thanks to him. It was Ben's idea to have you fly in."


"I like him already." E-Beth turned and flashed me a wink. "Now I'd love to stand around here and chat until the sun goes down. We have sooo much to catch up on."


"Catch up? We talk on the phone every week!"


E-Beth giggled. "Fine. Whatever. You know I just like to talk. But this body isn't going to maintain itself without a sufficient supply of calories, and the stupid airlines don't feed people anymore." She drew her hands up and down her hips and around to her belly, patting it gently. "So whaddaya say we continue this conversation at lunch? I'm hungry!"





"You're right. He does remind me of him," E-Beth drawled.


"Remind you of who?" I asked from behind her. We were at the tail-end of lunch, and I'd excused myself for a bathroom break. It wasn't that I was trying to eavesdrop on the girls' conversation, but that's what E-Beth had been saying as I returned to the table.


The pretty brunette blushed fiercely, as if she'd been caught red-handed stealing something. Giving her a curious look, I just circled the table and settled down onto the booth seat beside Amber and looked to my girlfriend for an explanation.


"Nothing really," Amber replied casually. "I had mentioned that you're a bit like one of E-Beth's ex-boyfriends. She was just agreeing with me that you did remind her of him."


"Ex-boyfriend?" I screwed up my face. "Hope I don't remind you in a bad way."


E-Beth flashed Amber a curious look before putting on a smile for me. "No, not at all. He was my High School boyfriend, actually. He was really special. I only have fond memories."


"And what did you think of the guy?" I asked Amber. "You two went to the same High School, after all."


Amber glanced across the table at E-Beth with raised eyebrows. "Ah ... To be honest, I didn't like him very much in High School. Thought of him as a dumb jock, actually."


We all chuckled at that.


"But enough about ex-boyfriends," Amber sighed. "You're here because I wanted you to meet my current one. And if I have my way, he'll be my last one."


"Oooh," E-Beth cooed. "That sounds serious."


"It is," Amber confirmed, looking over to me and brushing her fingers down my cheek. "I love him. I want to spend the rest of my life with him. And he's already decided to pick up everything, to leave his entire past behind, to be with me."


I smiled and nodded. "I did."


E-Beth's eyes couldn't have gotten any bigger. Her mouth gaped open slightly, and she blinked rather slowly. Looking back and forth between us, she stewed on that information for a little while before finally saying, "Wow, you guys sound pretty committed."


"We are," Amber confirmed. I nodded in agreement.


"Uh ... wow..." E-Beth breathed, still a little in shock. But she managed to recover and after taking a deep breath, gave us a smile. "I'm happy for you. Really, I am. But ... wow ... this just seems so sudden. How long have you been together?"


"Long enough," Amber assured her.


E-Beth gave us a skeptical look.


"One month, exactly," I explained. "Today's our one month anniversary."


"A month? And you guys are practically married from the sound of it?"


"Time doesn't matter when you've found your soulmate," Amber explained defensively. Unable to help it, I flinched at the term.


E-Beth quickly held her hands up. "I didn't mean it like that. I'm really happy for you, really." She tried to smile, but I got the distinct impression that she was still holding something back. For whatever reasons, E-Beth had her doubts. But faced with her best friend's insistence that it was for real, she was keeping them to herself for the moment.


I wasn't the only one to notice. "Spit it out, E-Beth," Amber sighed in annoyance.


Again, E-Beth gave us a half-smile. "It's really nothing. I haven't been here. I haven't seen the way you two are together except for this lunch. I want to believe that everything is as perfect as you're telling me. After everything you've been through, you certainly deserve some happiness. But you know me, girl. I'm a cynic. And the cynical part of me hears the words 'one month' and immediately gets cautious."


"A lot can happen in a month," I said, only now realizing just how short a time it had really been. It felt like a YEAR had already gone by.


E-Beth nodded agreeably. "I know a lot can. And I don't want to put a damper on your enthusiasm. That's not why I'm here today. I flew out because I missed my best friend and because I wanted to meet the new boyfriend you've been raving to me about on the phone."


"Well you're here. And we're here," I pointed out. "So let's stop trying to tell you about how happy we are together, and we'll just hang out so you can see it for yourself."


E-Beth smiled. "Sounds great."





The night did not go at all like I expected. Now perhaps I'm being greedy, but after what had happened the last two times Amber introduced me to a girl from her past (Cameron and Chloe), not to mention the stories Amber had told me about the sexual antics she'd gotten into with E-Beth throughout college, I sort of expected we'd all end up naked in our bedroom at the end of the night.


But for reasons I can only try to explain, the anticipated threesome never materialized. From the beginning, my encounters with Cameron and Chloe had involved heavy flirtation that eventually led us into bed together. That wasn't the case with E-Beth. While the buxom brunette was not above some playful banter with me, she seemed more aloof than the others in that she spent a great deal of time ... studying ... us.


After lunch, the three of us went for a walk around the campus. It was a very pleasant summer day, with people playing volleyball in the Oval Park. We also went on a mini-tour of Packard Children's Hospital. And when we returned to the apartment, we ran into Lynne, who invited us to hang out with her, Kady, and Noelle for a bit.


Once the other Stanford girls realized that E-Beth was in on the secret, they didn't hesitate to flirt with me. That got E-Beth to flirt with me, and after a couple of hours, I thought Amber and I did a pretty good job of showing the way we were together in our natural environment. My girlfriend and I were madly in love, and it showed in everything we did together.


But still, E-Beth was cautious. She kept asking us questions, subtly prying into the nature of our relationship and remaining skeptical about just how committed we were to each other. And though she didn't necessarily intend to, the extra scrutinization made Amber and me feel rather defensive. So rather than leave for the three of us to have dinner at a restaurant like we'd originally planned, Amber opted to pitch in with Lynne and Noelle to make a big dinner we all could share. At least that way we could be sure that the entire dinner wouldn't be spent with E-Beth interrogating us about the seriousness of our relationship.


In the end, we returned to Amber's apartment, took separate showers, and then went to bed. Just one more "E" name that I somehow didn't sleep with. But even though the threesome didn't happen, Amber and I still made love that night. And I think Amber was even a little extra vocal, extra kinky, perhaps still trying to "prove" our love to her doubting best friend.


Worked for me. My girlfriend fucked the shit out of me.





-- SUNDAY, AUGUST 21, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



"Keep your voice down. You're going to wake him up," Amber hissed.


Frowning, I stopped my hand just inches away from the doorknob, hesitating before I opened it up. I'd awoken just minutes ago, finding that I was alone in bed this morning. And after hearing faint voices out in the living room, I'd finally decided get up and join the girls.


I shouldn't have eavesdropped. It wasn't a very nice thing to do. In fact, I was just about ready to override my initial impulse and open the door anyway when I heard E-Beth say, "You're still in love with David. I know it."


Okay, now I HAD to hear what was coming next.


"No, of course not," Amber insisted.


"You miss him terribly."


"Why would I miss him? I'm fine without him. I've got my career, my new boyfriend ... my new life. I've moved on."


"You moved on to the next best thing to David. But Ben is NOT him. He's a lot like him. Well, they don't look much alike, but there's a lot about their personalities that's similar. I can see why you were attracted to him from the beginning."


"That doesn't mean I'm trying to replace David. That just means that I have a certain type of guy I like, and both of them happen to fit it. Ben told me he loves tall, blue-eyed, busty blondes."


"Well, that's certainly you."


"So is Ben's ex-girlfriend. That doesn't mean he's trying to replace her. It's just a type. And besides, we've both already confessed all there is about our exes. Ben knows about David. Fuck, I even moaned David's name once while we were making love. But we've gotten beyond that. I realize that Ben is NOT him. And I love Ben for who he is."


It warmed my heart to hear those words, so much that I reached up to the doorknob so that I could go outside and embrace my girlfriend. But before I actually touched it, E-Beth was saying, "You LIKE Ben. You might even have yourself convinced that you love him. But I'm not buying it."


"Why not?"


"Because I see the way your eyes space out every now and again when he does something that reminds you of David. When you guys were telling me that story about how Ben rescued ... uh ... what's her name ... Paige? Paige. When Ben rescued her from those would-be rapists, your mind went STRAIGHT back home. I could actually SEE you thinking about how David rescued YOU. He's your hero."


"I just appreciate that Ben's a hero-type, too. The world needs strong men like him."


"I wish it were that simple; but it's not. You're rebounding."


"Rebounding? Get real. It's been two years since David and I broke up."


"It's been three months."


Amber didn't immediately reply. Still hiding behind the door, I frowned. Had Amber lied to me about her relationship with David? Had she really only broken up with her long-term boyfriend three months ago?


"I think you're confusing which of David's breakups we're talking about," Amber said a little more quietly.


"You know what I'm talking about."


"That has nothing to do with this."


"Don't try to lie to me," E-Beth stated harshly. "I was there. You already confessed all. You want me to believe it's a coincidence that two DAYS after I call and tell you David broke up with Brianna, that you fly out to me blubbering about how your life has gone to pieces and you turned into a drug addict? I did my best to help you get cleaned up. We got you sober. We got you back on your feet. And now look at you. You're the picture of health."


"Thank you for that."


"You don't need to thank me. You just need to admit to yourself that you did it because you heard David was single again."


"That's not why I did it. I needed to get cleaned up, period. I didn't like the person I was becoming."


"That may well be true. But we both know that David was the catalyst. That means you were still hung up on him. What I don't get is why you didn't at least call him or something."


Amber didn't answer immediately.


E-Beth mumbled something, softly enough that I couldn't hear. I found that my ear was practically pressed to the crack by the door latch. And quickly, Amber's voice came back with a harsh tone. "I am NOT still in love with him."


"At the very least, you were three months ago. Deny it all you want. But for two days you were completely out of your head while detoxing and throwing up in my toilet. And you told me over and over again that you loved him and missed him and wished you'd never left him."


"Long-held regrets from a delusional, meth-craving mind. Don't tell me you don't have old regrets that would pop into your head if you were in that state."


"Fine," E-Beth admitted. "But none of this changes the fact that three months ago, you were a meth-head. One month ago you meet this guy who – even to me – seems a helluva lot like David. And now you're telling me you're so in love that you two have been talking marriage. C'mon, Doctor. Think about this rationally for one freakin' minute."


Amber didn't respond. I found myself breathing heavily, feeling simultaneously guilty for eavesdropping on what was very clearly a deeply personal conversation as well as unnerved by what I had just heard. My own rational brain was listening to E-Beth's arguments. While I wanted to believe that this really was true love – that Amber's and my whirlwind month-long romance was the kind of stuff they talk about in fairytales – I couldn't help but start to doubt. Was this relationship real? Or was it nothing more than a fairytale?


"How is he?" Amber finally asked quietly.


"Thought you didn't want me telling you anything else about him."


"How IS he?"


E-Beth took a deep breath. "Living with Cherys and Danielle."


"Still?"


If E-Beth replied, she didn't do it verbally.


"Is he seeing anyone else?"


"No, not at all. He's been pretty depressive lately. But Danielle invited me to come cheer him up."


"You should. I'd like that for him."


"See? Even now, you care enough about him to want to see him happy."


"I do. And I'd like to think he'd want to see me happy as well."


"He would ... If you would ever talk to him. No phone calls. No email. Not even a stupid text message. Don't even try to pretend you don't care about him anymore. That would mean being indifferent. This ... ACTIVE avoidance speaks volumes."


Amber stayed quiet.


"How much does Ben know about this?" E-Beth asked quietly.


"Everything."


"Bullshit."


Amber sighed. "He knows I still had feelings for David, as recently as a couple of weeks ago. He knows I was a meth-head for a little while. But I've cleaned myself up. I've promised him I'm moving beyond the ex-boyfriend. Ben is SUCH a great guy. I really do love him."


"You love him? Or you love what he represents?"


"Huh?"


"He's your second chance. He's your replacement-David. But think about that for a second. Can you really spend the rest of your life with ... with ... an imitation of the man you really want? Can you really settle like that?"


"It's not settling. Ben is a different man. He fits my type. But I love him for who he is."


"Keep telling yourself that."


"I don't have to. It's this simple: When my letter of acceptance to Stanford came, I knew right away that I wanted to go. It had always been my dream to come here. But when I told David, the look in his eyes was answer enough for me. He wasn't coming with me. He had a great job, his family and friends nearby. He had a very comfortable life, and he didn't want to leave it behind."


"It's not that simple."


"It is. You know why? Because Ben made the choice that David couldn't. He's leaving his friends. He's leaving his sister. He's dropping everything to move in with me. You want to understand why I love him? That's why."


E-Beth didn't respond, and the room went quiet outside. At this point, my nerves were pretty frayed. I felt like I'd heard enough. So I padded back to the bed as silently as I possibly could. Slipping beneath the covers, I pulled them over my head as I curled into a fetal position. Curled up in the darkness, I felt like I could drown out all external influences. In here, it was just me and my brain.


And I had a lot of things to think about.





The three of us spent Sunday as amiably as possible. We met up with the other Stanford girls for our weekly brunch. And then just before dinner, we took E-Beth to the airport so she could get back to work Monday morning.


It took everything I had to act normally. While I was a horrible liar when trying to force my brain to form words that were plainly false, I was actually a fairly good actor. I had a lot of practice, from trying to cover my relationship with Viktoriya to the daily routine of keeping my incestuous relationships secret from even friends like Bert, Gwen, and Robin.


But this was harder than any of those situations. Every time Amber looked at me with a warm smile, I found myself wondering if she was truly smiling at ME, or if she was smiling at HIM, through me. Was I just a replacement? Was I just a pale imitation of the man she truly wanted? Was she really just ... settling ... for me?


No, she's not settling. She LOVES you. She said so herself. She loves you because you committed where her ex-boyfriend couldn't.



But if he had?


Stop torturing yourself. He didn't.



But does that just make her want him even more? One of the fastest ways to get someone to want you is to tell them they can't have you. Yes, she's very happy that you committed to her. But does she still secretly wish you were him?


Fuck if I know. But she wants this to work. She really, really wants this to work.



Is there such a thing as wanting this TOO much?


Hmm...



When I thought back over this short visit from E-Beth, I pondered the way we'd made love last night. Amber was trying so hard to make it good for me. She truly wanted to make the sex fantastic, as if it represented how hard she wanted to make our relationship work. But I felt like she'd been pressing last night, like she was trying TOO hard. After all, if our passion was real, there should have been no need to "prove" anything.


Tonight would be better, I promised myself. E-Beth was gone, flown away back to whence she came. It was just me and my girlfriend. And without any external pressures to impress the best friend, Amber and I would be able to just let our true feelings show.


Oh, how right I was.





"Oh, Amber..." I moaned, turning my head to the side and squeezing my eyes shut as I felt her clench her inner muscles around my turgid prod.


Rhythmically, my girlfriend undulated her body on top of mine. Her sweaty, naked torso moved fluidly like she was floating in a lava lamp, completely relaxed and yet with powerful force. There was nothing to prove, no best friend in the next room to impress. There was only her and me. And together, we were perfect.


We held hands, our fingers intertwined as Amber continued to ride me. She leaned forward, pinning my hands back against the pillows to either side of my head while draping those glorious tits right onto my face so that I could lick and nibble to my heart's content. Grinding our pelvic bones together, Amber carved out her vaginal walls against my shaft. And panting beautifully, she opened those crystal clear blue eyes to gaze down at me.


Amber stared right into my eyes, her gaze locked onto mine. Those beautiful blue irises were big and luminous, a gateway to her soul. She continued humping me, driving her body down until her pubic hair mashed up against mine. But even as her own big tits rubbed against my cheeks, she kept her eyes right on mine.


"Oh, Amber..." I groaned, feeling surrounded by my lover's warmth.


"I love you," she crooned, pouring out her heart into every syllable.


"I love you, too," I moaned right back, feeling the unbearable ecstasy filling up my brain and overflowing it with bliss. I loved my new life. I loved my potential new wife. I loved everything about being here, in this moment. I was starting fresh, moving down the path toward true happiness. After all the turmoil of my past, maybe I could finally just have some peace, with the love and companionship of someone who truly adored me.


"I love you..." she hummed again, her voice cracking just a bit at the end.


I looked up into Amber's eyes, finding that moisture was forming there. The first tear dropped onto my cheek as she blinked, and then she dropped herself down, crushing her tits into my chest as she hugged my torso and laid her cheek on the pillow beside me while urgently humping her hips up and down my shaft.


"I love you..." she repeated.


"Oh, Amberrr..." I groaned, feeling my release nearing as she sped up her thrusts.


"I love you..." she whimpered, desperately fucking me now.


"Oh, Amber!" I moaned, my balls tensing as her rapid thrusts and exquisite pussy milked me for all I was worth.


"I love you!" she screamed, nearing her own climax.


"AMBER!" I shouted, hitting my limit and blasting off. Wave after wave of cum ejected out of me, erupting deep into my lover's core.


"I LOVE YOU!" she shrieked, climaxing herself. Her whole body vibrated. Her arms cinched tighter around my shoulders. And as I felt her pussy clamp down on me and quiver in the mother of all orgasms, she screamed one last time. "I LOVE YOU!!! DAAAVIDDD!!!"


My eyes flew open. Uncontrollably, my cock spat out a few more wads of spunk into Amber's sucking pussy. She was still in the throes of her orgasm, her naked body trembling against mine as she dug the back of her head against my cheek and squeezed me so hard I could barely breathe.


But as she started coming down from her climax, she relaxed her grip enough to let me take one deep breath.


It's a good thing I got that deep breath, because a split-second later, she squeezed me again. Only this time, she wasn't gripping me in orgasmic tension. No, this was run-of-the-mill tension, a panic setting in as she realized what name she'd just screamed ... again.


Still facing away from me, her cheek against the pillow, she gasped, "Oh, shit!"


I lay perfectly still, in shock at what had just happened. A moment later, Amber pulled her head up and stared at me as if in disbelief to see my face. And with wide-eyed panic, her jaw dropped open before she pulled her mouth back into a fearful wince. "I ... uh ... Ben ... uh..." she fumbled.


Rather firmly, I took hold of Amber's shoulders and slowly pressed her away. She got the hint and backed up, pulling off my dick with a wet squishing sound. Sitting a little further down the bed, she pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them. Her eyes were still as big as I'd ever seen them before.


I was surprisingly calm at this moment. I could have been angry. I should have been hurt. After all, no man ever wants to hear their lover scream out someone else's name mid-climax. But I wasn't angry. And really, I wasn't even hurt.


I wasn't even that shocked. All day, I'd anticipated that something like this could happen. Oh, I didn't WANT it to happen. And I seriously hoped that it wouldn't. But the fact was: she'd blurted out David's name during lovemaking once before. And after everything I'd heard during Amber's conversation with E-Beth this morning, I certainly knew it was possible that my girlfriend was still in love with her ex.


Amber remained quiet, perhaps still shell-shocked after blurting out her ex-boyfriend's name. She watched me warily, waiting for the inevitable explosion. And rather than feel relieved that I wasn't yelling at her, she seemed to get more and more tense with each passing second, anxious that my wrath was only getting worse and worse.


I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, oblivious to my nudity. My limp dick was still wet from our combined orgasmic fluids. And as my body cooled down from its exertions, I began to chill as my sweat evaporated.


My mind was too much of a riot to think straight. There were a million questions racing through my head, but I couldn't sort or organize them. Closing my eyes, I just took a deep breath. And then before I realized it, the words had already left my lips.


"Why aren't you with him?"


It took a few seconds for Amber to find her voice. "What?"


"David. You clearly love him. Why aren't you with him?"


"I ... I'm ... I'm here. I'm in school. Stanford Medical. It's always been my dream."


"So?"


"So ... He has his own life, his own career. He chose to stay there."


"So?"


"So ... so what?"


"You love him. HE'S your soulmate."


"It's not that simple."


"Sure it is. He broke up with Brianna."


When I glanced down, I saw that Amber was giving me a funny look. "How the hell could you know that?"


Sighing, I replied, "You and E-Beth weren't as quiet as you may have hoped this morning."


"You heard us?"


I just nodded.


Amber exhaled slowly. "I can't ask him to leave his life again. He made his choice."


"So?"


"Stop saying that."


"No. You're the one that just screamed an ex-boyfriend's name while we were having sex. You don't have a moral leg to stand on and tell me what I can or can't say right now." My tone was a little harsher than I was expecting. But then I was also surprised to find that my whole body was shaking just a little bit with tension.


Amber pinched her lips together, looking chagrined.


"Why don't you leave behind this life and go back to him?" I asked, forcing myself to remain calm.


"I can't drop out in the middle of school. I've got two more years left. And unlike Berkeley, I can't commute back and forth."


"So?"


She sighed, annoyed but resigned. "This is my dream school."


"I'm sure they have medical schools where you come from. Think about this for a second: Your ultimate goal is to be a doctor, right? Well would you rather be a doctor and have your David, or be a Stanford-graduate without him? Huh?"


"I want to be a Stanford-graduate with you," she insisted.


"Do you? Really? If that's the case, then why do you keep calling his name?"


Amber didn't reply.


Sighing, I finally sat up and raised my knees. Hooking my own arms around them, although not with my knees together like her, I shook my head as I stared my girlfriend down. "E-Beth said that you got yourself cleaned up two days after she told you David broke up with his girlfriend. No, E-Beth said you flew out to her two days after she told you, which means you decided to clean up the day she told you, or the day after at the latest. What does that mean?"


Amber stared at the sheets between us. She sighed before admitting, "It means that David was the catalyst for my decision to get off the meth."


"Uh-huh," I agreed.


Still staring, Amber continued, "It means that I suddenly realized that I wasn't the kind of girl I wanted to be anymore ... I wasn't the kind of girl he would want me to be. I realized that I wasn't good enough for him anymore, and I didn't like that feeling. I had to get cleaned up. If I ever wanted to have him again, I had to be better."


"And you are. You cleaned up. You got better. You did exactly what you said you needed to do to get him back. So back to my original question: Why aren't you with him?"


"I told you: Stanford."


"Bullshit. Stanford is just an excuse at this point. What's the real reason?"


"I don't know what you're talking about."


"The hell you don't. You're hiding something – not from me – but from yourself. You love him. Even after all these years, you love him. You believe he's your soulmate. And he's single now. All you've got to do is fly off and take him back. But you won't. Why not?"


"Because!"


"Because what? You went to all this trouble – you turned your life around – all for him. And now that you're better, you won't go to him? Why not?"


"Because I STILL don't deserve him!"



Amber's outburst startled me with its intensity and volume. I leaned away, having to hold onto my knees to keep from falling backward. And then I just arched an eyebrow questioningly at my girlfriend.


"I'm still not good enough. I still don't deserve him," Amber said more quietly. "He's this wonderful guy. I'm the broken one. He was always loyal. He was always understanding. He let me act out some of my dirtiest fantasies without losing respect for me. He patiently accepted all my snobbish tendencies. He was everything I could have ever wanted in a boyfriend, in a husband. But that wasn't good enough for me. I wanted other things. I wanted to pursue this dream all over the stupid name on my fucking diploma. I'm a slut. I became a drug-addict. And when all he wanted was a little communication, a simple phone call, I couldn't even give him that. He likes to think that I was this perfect angel. But I'm not. I'm just a stupid, human girl. He's better than me, and I'm not good enough for him."


Now it was my turn to space out. I heard the words, but they weren't in Amber's voice. I saw the blonde hair, the blue eyes, the perfect body, and I felt like a shadow had just passed over my heart. And as if I were speaking directly to Dawn, I replied, "Why don't you let me decide what's 'good enough'?"


Lost in her own thoughts, I don't think Amber even noticed that I said "me" instead of "him". She was thinking of David anyway.


We were both quiet for a long time. I was still thinking of Dawn, lost in the horror of that day when she walked away from me. I felt cold now, despite the August warmth. There were goosebumps on my naked skin, and for a second, I felt like wrapping the blankets around myself.


But instead, I just took a deep breath and swung my legs off the bed. Amber didn't realize I was leaving until my feet hit the floor and I started hunting around for some shorts. And with a pained expression, she reached a hand out to me, pleading, "Don't leave me."


Hearing the ache in her voice, I stopped and turned to look back.


"Please ... Don't leave me."


I thought of the time I'd whimpered those exact same words to Dawn. I thought of the time Kim had whimpered them to me. And now Amber was doing it too.


The result was the same in every instance. Shaking my head, I pulled my pants on and grabbed a shirt. Looking back at my girlfriend, I exhaled and said, "I'm sorry. I can't be your replacement David."


"Ben ... I love you," she pleaded.


I sighed, picturing for a moment everything that we could have been together. I saw our future: a happy life with a home, kids, and the whole nine yards. And in a flash, it all vanished before my eyes. "You don't love me," I stated quietly. "You love that I remind you of him."


"Ben... Ben..." she emphasized my name.


"I'm sorry," I stated softly. "I know you were hoping I could be your second chance at happiness. Really, I was hoping you'd be MY second chance as well. But the reality is that we both truly love someone else. And if we just settle, we'll both regret it for the rest of our lives."


"I'm not going to regret you. I made my choice!" Amber pleaded. "I want YOU. I want you, Ben, you."


I shook my head. "No you don't. You can keep telling yourself that over and over and over again. But then someday, we're going to be making love and your heart is going to go to him again. Maybe not tomorrow, maybe not next week. But someday, it will. And when I hear you say his name, it'll hurt me even more than it did today. I'm not waiting around for that day. I won't be the substitute for the life you want with David but feel like you don't deserve. I'm sorry, Amber. But I'm breaking up with you."


Pulling my shirt over my head, I walked to the door.


"Ben!" Amber wailed.


But I didn't turn back. I couldn't. To turn back would mean settling for second best. Amber would be settling for me. And really, if I had to admit my own true feelings ... I'd be settling for a pale imitation of Dawn.


If you love Dawn so much, then why aren't you with her?



She's gone. She drove away and told me she didn't want to talk to me.


So?



She made her choice. She broke up with me.


So?



Stop saying that.


No. Get off your high horse, Ben. You just scolded Amber for not going back to David. Now why the fuck aren't you going back to Dawn?



I don't know.


Well, you'd better figure it out, and fast.



What, you want me to drive over there, bang down her door, and tell her I'm not leaving until we work this out?


NOW you're talking.






She didn't answer the first time I rang the doorbell, or the second. Not that I could blame her. It was 11pm, and she was probably asleep.


But the porch light came on while I was ringing the doorbell for a third time. I saw the light behind the peephole get covered. And then a second later, the door opened up.


"Ben?" the petite brunette asked in confusion, rubbing sleep out of her eyes.


"Hi, Lynne," I replied tiredly. My feet were bare and all I wore were pajama pants and a loose T-shirt. I'd actually made it all the way to the Mustang before realizing that while I'd instinctively scooped up my keys, I didn't have my wallet or even a pair of shoes. The night with Amber had exhausted me down to the bones, more from emotional weariness than physical. But still, if I tried to drive right now, I'd probably kill myself in a wreck. Plus, I still had no CLUE what to say to Dawn if I even saw her.


Tomorrow, I promised myself. You're going over there tomorrow.


"What's wrong? Fight with Amber?"


I sighed. "Uh, something like that. I promise I'll tell you all about it in the morning. But for tonight, can I please crash here?"


"Of course." She nodded with a smile and opened the door even wider. "What are friends for?"


Chapter 21: Back to School


-- MONDAY, AUGUST 22, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I still had my key, and the lock opened obediently. But rather than step inside, I simply let the door swing out before me.


I stood on the porch, just breathing deep breaths. Suddenly, I felt guilty for opening the door. I didn't belong here anymore, and there was an uneasiness in my stomach as I realized that I was trespassing in some way. So I just stood there outside the apartment, still barefoot and wearing only my pajama pants and loose T-shirt, belatedly thinking I should reach out and ring the doorbell.


But before I could, Amber's bedroom door opened. Looking over to me, she commented, "I thought I heard the door."


Still wearing her own pajamas, her beautiful face scrubbed free of any makeup, she slowly approached. When she got a few feet in front of me, she took note of my location, frowned, and asked, "Are you just going to stand outside?"


I sighed before replying, "This isn't my home anymore. I haven't been invited in yet."


Amber's lip quivered, and she looked on the verge of tears. But steeling herself at the last moment, she took a deep breath and turned away, waving me in as she headed for the couch.


I followed after, closing the door behind me. Amber tucked herself into a corner of the couch, pressing back until she felt the reassuring support of the backrest and armrest pinching against her from either side. She pulled her knees up to her chest and raised her feet onto the couch cushion. And then hugging her knees the same way she'd done last night, the forlorn-looking blonde stared at me with a world of pain in her eyes.


"I'm sorry," I began. "I really wish things didn't have to be this way."


As soon as I said the words, I expected her to immediately protest 'They don't have to' or something else that would encourage us to stay together. But nodding her head slowly, she instead replied, "Me, too. But I understand."


My eyebrows popped as I took the seat beside her, roughly in the middle of the couch so that I wasn't too close to her but not too far away, either. "You do?"


She continued nodding. "It's not fair what I did to you. I led you on. I made you believe I was falling in love with you. But the whole time, I still wanted to be with him. I didn't realize it, but that's what happened. E-Beth was right: I've been rebounding."


"Rebounding?"


Amber cracked a smile. "Yeah. Two years after my breakup, I'm only now rebounding. My heart had been turned off that entire time, but I never really got over David. I latched onto you, trying to recapture what I had with him. And I'm sorry about that. I shouldn't have done that to you."


I shook my head slowly. "It's okay. I actually understand exactly why you did."


She gave me a frank look. "Because you've been rebounding with me?"


I grimaced. I didn't want to think of it that way. For one thing, I had my rebound relationship with Lynne already, so the second one wasn't supposed be a rebound, was it? And more importantly, I actually thought I'd been doing a very good job of NOT seeing Dawn in her. Despite their physical similarities, they really were two very different people. And while my relationship with Amber had been really, really passionate, I wanted to believe that I hadn't completely lost my head the way I had with DJ after breaking up with Adrienne.


But perhaps wanting to assuage Amber's guilt, I sighed and answered, "Maybe. After all, Dawn dumped me only three months ago as well."


"So what now?"


I took a deep breath. "Now, I move out. Well, first I need to get dressed. I've got to be at work in half an hour."


She nodded. "So do I."


"And then after work, I'll come back here and start packing up. There're only a few days left in the week, and I can handle the commute back and forth from Berkeley."


Sad, Amber took a deep breath but nodded her understanding. I took that as my cue to get up and start putting on some clothes. But before I got off the couch, she reached out and grabbed my T-shirt. Tugging me back to her, she quickly grabbed my head and planted a soulful kiss on my lips. Familiar affection and longing for the girl who had been my dear girlfriend for the past few weeks allowed me to lose myself in that kiss, tasting her sweetness for perhaps the last time.


Neither of us broke away from the kiss for a long while. Even if our heads understood that we had to break up, I don't think either of our hearts really wanted to. It was scary, to think of being alone. No matter what other people were waiting for us, it had been very comforting to have each other. Not for the first time this morning, I wished there was some way we could stay together.


But we couldn't. She belonged with David. I liked to think that I belonged with Dawn. Actually, I wasn't totally sure anymore. But one way or another, Amber had to deal with the lingering emotions she felt for her ex-boyfriend; and really, I needed to do the same.


I broke the kiss first. Amber whimpered, holding onto my T-shirt with a look that clearly pleaded once again 'Don't leave me'. But I just stared apologetically into her blue eyes, waiting until she took a deep breath and finally let go of me. If it were up to her, she'd hang onto me, using me as a crutch until she finally got her David-issues resolved. But that wouldn't be fair to me, and she knew it.


Finally, Amber let me go. And with only an apologetic look, I stood up and went into what had been our bedroom to change.





I still had my key, and the lock opened obediently. But rather than step inside, I simply let the door swing out before me.


I stood on the porch, just breathing deep breaths. The door creaked noticeably as it swung, the hinges having gone more than two months without use. I filed that sound away in my head, knowing that I would need to WD-40 them. It was just one of a zillion little housekeeping tasks I would need to take care of in the next few days before my roommates returned.


Everything about the Berkeley house was just as I'd left it, albeit with a fine layer of dust covering just about everything. It would have been nice to be able to leave the house and have the place hermetically sealed, to be opened as fresh as the day I'd walked out. But that wasn't the case, not in a house this old.


Beyond the dust, there were spider webs that had formed in corners of the rooms. A thousand of the little critters had probably moved in. I could already imagine the stench coming from the garbage disposal that hadn't been used since June 13th, the drain flies that had procreated in the bathrooms. The mattresses would need to be dusted outside. The floors would need to be vacuumed. At least I'd covered the couches and a couple other big pieces of furniture with drop cloths to keep them from getting completely dusted over.


That was okay. The work, while tedious, was simple. It would keep me occupied, keep my mind busy. So with one more deep breath, I took a step into the house, and then I got to work. For now, that visit to Dawn would have to wait.


Tomorrow, I promised myself. You're going over there tomorrow.





--TUESDAY, AUGUST 23, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



A stray beam of sunlight woke me up in the morning. It was probably a good thing it had, because I'd forgotten to set an alarm last night. And with over an hour-long commute to work ahead of me, I didn't have much time to dilly-dally.


Grimacing against the light, I picked my head up and looked around. The Master bedroom of the house was a familiar sight, but a somewhat unexpected one. I'd gotten used to waking up in Amber's bedroom, and in Lynne's second bedroom before that. Faced with the nostalgia of not having either of those two very special young women near me, it didn't seem such a big deal to not have Dawn's head on the pillow beside me, either. Last night, I'd been weighing the decision whether to put my recently-laundered bedsheets onto the King-bed in the Master or to hide out in DJ's bedroom once again. But deciding that I couldn't avoid the Dawn-issue any longer, I'd taken the mental step forward of just going ahead and moving into the bedroom I intended to occupy for the duration of my Senior Year.


Even knowing I needed to get a move on in order to make it to work on time, I didn't want to get up. In addition to staying up past midnight watching whatever showed up on the television, I'd made the mistake of eating a bowl of ramen just before bedtime. Maruchan's Revenge got me around 4am, and I'd spent about twenty minutes on the porcelain throne squirting yellow-colored paste out of my ass while my ab muscles clenched so hard I wanted to cry. Needless to say, it wasn't a very good night's sleep overall and I wanted nothing more than to close my eyes and rest for another four hours.


But work could not be blown off. Groaning, I stretched my arms out to the sides and then up before awkwardly banging my left fist against the headboard. The unexpected impact woke me up more than the sunlight had, and as I exhaled, I felt my limbs coming alive. I also happened to feel just how throbbingly-hard my morning erection was, and without thinking about it, I slipped my hand into my shorts and gave the shaft a few quick tugs.


The single best thing about my old life was always having a willing female to take care of these things for me. Well, that's hyperbole. There were probably much better things about my old life, but in this very moment, the thing I missed the most was having some hot babe to duck her head beneath the blankets and give me a welcoming morning blowjob. There really are few better ways to start off a day.


But it was just me. I lay all alone in this big, empty house, with nothing but excess spiders around for company. Brooke and DJ were still in Orange County. Brandi and Dayna were in San Francisco. Kim was at home in Sunnyvale. Lynne and Amber were in Palo Alto. And Dawn was probably at home as well.


Just me and my right hand. Oh, how the mighty have fallen.


I gave my prick a few more half-hearted tugs, unable to completely leave it alone. But feeling depressed over my loneliness, I soon lost mental interest. Thinking of Amber's hot body just made me miss her. Thinking of Dawn's supple curves made me feel even worse. But despite these mournful thoughts, my stupid boner wouldn't go away. And as I sat up in bed and swung my legs over the edge, I felt the urge to pee.


Staring at the erect column still poking upward at about a 45-degree angle in my boxers, I sighed and groaned. Fuck.


But then inspiration struck. Arching an eyebrow, I turned to look at the bedside table. The top drawer had long held various sex toys and bottles of lube. But in the drawer beneath ... Was it still there? I leaned over, reaching down and tugging the lower drawer out. And sure enough, right in front of me was a picture of a pretty blonde holding up the top of her red bikini against her breasts. Behind her head read the title "SPORTS ILLUSTRATED", and fishing out the magazine, I quickly flipped through the pages until I found the photo I really wanted to look at.


Adrienne's golden blonde hair hung over one shoulder while she lay on her side, half-covered in wet sand. Her aqua-blue bikini top was undone, so that she had to conceal her nakedness with one arm. Her right hand tried desperately to cover up her left breast, failing to do so and letting titflesh peek out from every side. But my eyes were drawn right to where the nipple should be. That spot was covered up by the base of Adrienne's fourth finger, and more specifically, by my promise ring.


The mere sight of the little diamond amidst the gold leaf flower did wonders for lifting my spirits. That was all I really needed, and as a smile spread across my face, I lay back against the pillows stacked against the headboard. I folded the magazine so I could hold it up with just my left hand; my right hand had become rather busy. Sighing rapturously, I let my eyes rove up and down the golden goddess's nearly naked body. And in less than three minutes, I closed my eyes and groaned as hot spurts splattered into the tissues I'd placed over my mushroom head just in time.


Not as good as having her in person. But it was nice to know that Adrienne was still here for me in some form when I really needed her.





I burped as I closed up the paper carton that had contained my recently-devoured Six Dollar Burger. The commercials claimed that without them, some guys would starve. In my case, they might have been right.


I'd been horribly spoiled never having to cook in my entire life. I'd grown up in a household full of women, all of them eager chefs. After moving to college, my female roommates were constantly in the kitchen. And even at Stanford, Lynne and Noelle had spoiled me with their culinary skills. Only Amber wasn't much of a cook, but we went out to eat constantly, and she was big on paying for most of those meals. Neither of us wanted to waste time preparing the food or cleaning up after. That time was better spent getting naked and sweaty.


Tossing the carton into the recycled brown bag my dinner had come in, I stood up and took the entire thing into the kitchen trash. Then taking a deep breath, I thought about the work ahead of me.


Having vacuumed the entire house the evening before, I first would put down a full layer of Home Defense chemicals around every baseboard and nook and cranny to help keep bugs from crawling out of the walls. A hallway light bulb had died sometime in the two months I was gone, and that needed to be replaced. And since my entire previous evening had been spent vacuuming, dusting, and killing spiders, I had yet to do the bathrooms.


Plus, even if I finished with the interior of the house, I still needed to go outside and pull weeds and do some other gardening.


But first, I had to re-organize all my clothes in the Master bedroom's closet. Now sounded like a good time to meticulously re-fold anything that had been crammed into my suitcases and taken off to Stanford.


For now, that visit to Dawn would have to wait.


Tomorrow, I promised myself. You're going over there tomorrow.





-- WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 24, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



I was tired. Mostly I was tired from a long day at work. With only three days left of our internship, everything was coming to a head. Our Engineer Hieu practically lived at BioGen trying to get our numbers to line up. And I had stayed at work until 8pm organizing and re-writing whole sections of our final report.


I'd justified the late working hours this whole week with the knowledge that I'd be driving home after rush hour. But tonight, a SigAlert had closed 880 around San Ramon, and I didn't get home until nearly 10 o'clock.


It was too late to visit Dawn. Not my fault.


You wouldn't have even HIT that SigAlert if you'd just driven directly from Palo Alto to Dawn's house, dumbass.



I still haven't done the gardening. Those weeds aren't going to kill themselves.


Fuck the damn weeds. What, like anyone is around to care? Besides, it's almost 10 at night and you can't see a damn thing outside. You're procrastinating.



Fine, I'm procrastinating. What's anybody going to do about it?


Nothing. I'm just pointing it out.



What am I going to say to her anyway? I haven't spoken a single word to her since she left Berkeley, save for that one awkward birthday call. I don't know if she misses me or doesn't want to have anything to do with me. I don't know if she wants to get back together or stay broken up. I don't even know if she's planning on moving back into the house!


Well somebody knows. Call her mom.



No. If I call her house, she might pick up. I can't take the risk of talking to her.


Isn't that the point?



Not when I don't know what I'm going to say to her.


Fine. Call someone else who might know something. Call Dayna. You're still on good terms with her.



Dayna? Huh, there's an idea. But I haven't finished the weeds.


BEN!



Fine, fine.


I sighed, looking around. I didn't know where my phone was. Maybe this wasn't worth it.


BEN!



Alright, alright ... I got up, digging into my pocket where my cell phone had been the entire time. Quickly flipping down the alphabetized contact list, I felt a chill pass over my heart as I scrolled across the name, "DAWN".


Do it. Press it.



Taking a deep breath, my thumb reached for the talk button. But just before I pressed it, I hit the down arrow once and then hit TALK. Obediently, my cell phone started calling Dayna.


She didn't pick up. Setting the phone down onto the coffee table, I got up and started heading for the door. Those weeds weren't going to kill themselves.


[Da-da-DUN-da-da-da-da-da... ]


My bubbly pop song ringtone went off and the phone started vibrating on the table. I reluctantly returned to it and opened up the clamshell. "Hi, Dayna."


"Hey, you called? What's up?"


"Uh ... well..." I stumbled.


"How's that gorgeous girlfriend of yours?" Dayna filled in my awkward pause. "I miss her. Think you guys might want to come visit this weekend?"


"Oh, uh, actually ... We broke up."


Dayna gasped. "WHAT?!? Why? What's going on?"


"That's not actually why I'm calling-"


"Details! I want details!"


"Dayna, please."


She obediently shut up, but whimpered. I could practically hear her fidgeting anxiously on the other end of the line.


"I'm calling about Dawn."


"Ohhh..." Dayna calmed down immediately. As curious as she was about Amber, she understood it had to be serious if I was finally asking about her little sister.


"How is she?"


"Uh ... Well..."


My heart sank. "That bad?"


"What? No, no. It's just ... I actually haven't talked to her much."


"You haven't?"


"She's been out and about a lot. Mom says she doesn't spend much time at home, hanging out with her friends instead. I don't really know what she's up to."


"But you have talked to her a little, haven't you?"


"Of course. I'm her sister. I've gone back home a couple of times, so we cross paths. She can't just shut me out like she does to you, but she still hasn't been big on sharing with me."


I sighed. "Yeah ... sharing what's going on in her head isn't one of Dawn's strong points." I was surprised by the harshness of my tone.


"I've asked her about things, I have," Dayna insisted. "She's been pretty talkative about her road trip and the things she's doing with Gwen and Robin. But anything concerning you has been a taboo subject in that house. Mom can't get through to her, either. As long as we're talking about casual stuff, everything is fine. But the instant one of us asks her about you, she clams right up and gets mad at us."


"Oh..."


"Look at the bright side. It means she still cares about you. If she didn't, she wouldn't be so adamant about not talking about you."


"I guess."


"I just think she's still confused. She goes off on her own and does a lot of thinking from what Mom says."


"Going off alone?" I wondered. "Do you think she's ... ah ... well ... Is she seeing anybody?"


"You mean like dating? No. Not at all. I was wondering that myself when Mom told me how much time she spends away from home. But she always comes back, and she doesn't go out to parties or anything like that. Gwen has even asked me if I knew any guys to introduce to Dawn. Gwen seems to think that getting her to date again would be healthy, but she says that Dawn outright refuses."


"Oh ... uh ... okay." I was actually relieved to hear that. Of course, I immediately felt guilty, thinking of all the sexual encounters I'd had in the three months since our breakup, not to mention two girls I honestly considered to be girlfriends in Lynne and Amber. But guilty or not, I was still relieved.


"If you ask me, the only one that's going to get through to her is you."


"What do you mean?"


"She's not talking to any of us. She's not even talking much to Gwen and Robin about you, either. Whatever her feelings are, she's not saying."


I sighed. "I see."


"You need to talk to her. Whatever happened with you and Amber, I'm guessing it has something to do with your feelings for Dawn?"


"It's ... complicated."


"It always is. But Dawn is a part of it, isn't she?"


"She is," I admitted.


"Of course. I don't think it's possible for you two to ever completely extricate yourselves from each other's lives, no matter how hard she seems to be trying right now."


"But she IS trying? To keep me out of her life?"


"Uh, well, I didn't say that..."


I sighed. "Thanks Dayna."


"Wait, Ben. You can't just give up."


"I'm not giving up. I'm going to go over there and talk to her."


"When?"


"Tomorrow. It's after 10 already."


"You promise?"


"Sure. Tomorrow."





-- THURSDAY, AUGUST 25, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



She didn't answer the first time I rang the doorbell, or the second. Fidgeting, I started to worry that I'd driven over here for nothing. Maybe she was out. After all, it wasn't like she spent her entire life just waiting for me to show up. She was a busy girl with other priorities in her life.


Oh, well. I'd tried, right?


I turned and walked away, approaching the stairs that would take me back down to the ground level. But just as I dropped onto the next step, I heard a latch unlock behind me. Twisting around, I saw the door open, and Amber stuck her damp head out the crack. "Ben? I thought I heard the doorbell."


"Hey, did I come at a bad time?"


"No, no. Just getting out of the shower. Sorry I didn't open sooner. It took me this long to check the peephole and I'm not exactly dressed. Come on in."


Nodding, I approached while Amber remained half-hidden behind the door. I briefly thought she was naked, but as I came around I found that she'd wrapped a plush towel around her torso, revealing the upper slopes of her tits and a good bit of leg. Without exposing herself to the outside, she backed away and then closed the door behind me. And then gesturing to the couch, she offered, "Make yourself at home."


I nodded, my eyes yo-yoing down to her tits.


Amber caught my look, and a little smirk crossed her face. With twinkling eyes, she dramatically opened up the towel, spreading it to her sides like a cape. My jaw dropped as I drank in the sight of her glorious breasts, taut belly, and neatly-trimmed pussy. But a second later, she closed up the towel again and clutched it to her chest. "See, if you were still my boyfriend, I would have invited you into my room for a good shagging."


Staring at the spot where her tits used to be, I sighed and then picked my gaze up to meet hers. "Your loss, too."


She quieted at that, and nodded. With tightness in her eyes, she gave me a plaintive look and asked quietly, "Wanna skip the whole breakup part and go right back to being in love?"


My throat was tight.


"You'd get to fuck me again," she offered, opening her towel back up.


Horny and hungry for her, I got up off the couch. I'd had only the single orgasm while jerking off to Adrienne's magazine since leaving Amber's four days ago, and the sexual creature inside was getting antsy. But before I could take two steps toward her, Amber suddenly turned her back to me and cinched the towel around her torso. "No, no. You're right. This is for the best," she sighed. "Gawd, you're going to have to stop coming by, or I'm never going to get over you."


"I'm sorry."


"You don't have to apologize."


"The last day of my internship is tomorrow. After that, I'll be back in Berkeley full-time."


"Okay." She took a deep breath. "Stay here. I'm going to go change."


I nodded and backed up to the couch again, sitting down. I looked around the apartment, reminiscing about the good times with Amber for a few minutes. She returned more quickly than I expected, dressed in familiar sheer satin pajama pants and a matching button-down top without a bra. My eyes went to the hard nipples headlighting me through the thin material, and after two steps forward, Amber followed my gaze. Gulping, Amber changed her mind and went back into her room. And a minute later, she came back out wearing the exact same pajama set, only this time with a bra beneath.


"Sorry," she apologized. "Too tempting ... for both of us."


"I understand."


"So what brings you over here?" she asked, taking the seat on the couch next to me.


"I wanted to see how you're doing. Been thinking about you a lot this week."


"Me, too. Well, if I'm going to be fully honest, I've been thinking about you AND David."


I blushed and smiled. "Me, too. Well, I haven't been thinking about David."


"Have you talked to her, yet?"


I shook my head in the negative. "Have you?"


"Talked to Dawn? No, not yet." Amber giggled.


I just rolled my eyes by way of response.


Amber sighed and said, "Actually, I think it would be easier for me to talk to Dawn than to call David, you know?"


"I know."


"It's easier for you, though, isn't it? Doesn't she live not too far away from here?"


I nodded. "But it's the hardest thing in the world for me to get behind the wheel and drive in that direction."


Amber sighed. "Why can't our lives just be simple? I love him, he loves me, we get back together and happily ever after, right?"


I snorted. "Would be great if you could be sure that's how it's going to go. But what if she doesn't love me?"


"That's just it, isn't it? As long as I stay here, NOT calling him, everything's unknown."


"Maybe she'll take me back. Maybe she won't."


"It's undecided. 50-50. There's still hope."


"But if I call her..."


"Maybe he says he doesn't love me anymore. Maybe he's moved on and wants to leave me in the past."


"Hope dashed. It's all over. Nothing but crushing rejection."


"Better to stay in this limbo of not knowing..."


" ... than risk getting my heart broken again."


Amber nodded. Taking a deep breath, she leaned an elbow against the backrest and then dropped the side of her head against her open palm. "Why do I feel like I'm in High School, too nervous to ask a cute boy out on a date?"


"Love is love, no matter what age."


Amber smiled. "You really get me, you know that? It's one of the reasons I fell in love with you."


I blinked, worried that we were slipping down that path again. "Uh ... thanks?"


Amber giggled, shaking her head. "This is tragic, you know. I feel like we could've been such a perfect couple, if it weren't for these ... these... soulmates from our past."


I smiled and thought of Allie Sanders. "Do we necessarily have just a single soulmate, and our lives would go unfulfilled if we didn't end up with them? Or do we have a number of 'compatible souls', any one of whom would make us just as happy as any other?"


"I have a soulmate," Amber stated firmly, giving me a shrug and an apologetic look. "His name is David."


I sighed. "I think I have a soulmate, but I'm afraid if she is. I'd rather think that I have a few compatible souls, one of which is you."


"But then that would mean you'd want to stay with me instead of getting back together with Dawn."


"Or find one of the other compatible souls who might make me happy," I pointed out. Turning my head away, I exhaled heavily. "I'm not even entirely sure I want to get back together with Dawn. I've had a lot of time to think ever since the breakup, and a part of me is wondering if we aren't better off apart."


"What do you mean? Wasn't that the entire point of our breakup? For me to get back together with David and you back with Dawn?"


I shook my head. "You belong with David. At the very least, you're still desperately in love with him, and you've effected all this change in your life just for him. I broke up with you because you're hung up on him, not because I thought anything was lacking between you and me."


She frowned. "So you don't want to be with her?"


I sighed. "If I'm to be completely honest with myself, I would have been perfectly happy to stay with you."


Amber got the implication, and frowned at me with doe eyes. "I'm sorry, Ben. Really, I'm sorry."


I shook my head. "It's okay. I actually understand what it's like to believe in that soulmate."


"But you don't anymore?"


I sighed. "You'd have to know the history I've had with Dawn. We grew up together. Our parents envisioned our marriage when we were only months old. They filled our heads with a lot of notions, notions that I'm just not sure I trust anymore. At one time, I did believe Dawn was my soulmate."


"But not anymore," Amber stated more evenly.


"Dawn is ... I don't know anymore. Three months ago, I was ready to marry her. I would have done anything for her. In some ways, I felt like I DID do everything for her, including stomaching a few things that made me a little uncomfortable. But I did those things for her, believing that we were destined to be together."


"And then she broke your heart."


I nodded.


Amber whistled. "Guess that's what's different about our two situations. David and I had something of a mutual breakup. I guess I always thought that since he was my soulmate, that destiny would eventually bring us back together. Still think that, I guess. At least, I'm hoping that something will magically happen to get us together again; that if we're meant to be, somehow we'll find each other."


I snorted. "Fuck destiny; it's a myth."


"You don't really believe that."


"Sure I do. You can't just wait around hoping something will happen to bring you and David back together. The way I see it: he's there and you're here. The only way something is going to change is if you call him and get him to come over here with you, or you pick up and go back to him. You can't just wait for destiny to 'happen'. You've got to get up and MAKE things happen."


"I can't just drop everything here."


"Haven't we been over this? Would you rather be a doctor and have your David, or be a Stanford-graduate without him?"


"I wanted to be a Stanford-graduate with you."


I just leveled a look at her.


Amber sighed, looking away. "I guess ... if you're gonna put a gun to my head about it..."


"I am."


She took a deep breath. "I'd rather be a doctor and have him."


"Then your course is clear: Put in the paperwork to transfer to a medical school near him, and then GO."


"I can't go now. My third year is already starting."


"Then take a leave of absence and just go to him now. Or if your career is that important to you, put in the paperwork to transfer NEXT year."


"Next year is a long time away. What if he meets someone else?"


"You'll finish this year in what, May? Nine months. That's not so far. And if he's really your soulmate, then you'll still be able to get him back."


Amber took a deep breath and looked out the window. "Maybe in nine months, I'll have gotten over you. Maybe in nine months, I can make myself a better person, the kind of girl I need to be for him."


"There you go."


Amber suddenly looked back at me, and for the first time, I saw not a single trace of attraction in her eyes. I believed right then that there would be no more hints about calling off our breakup, little urges to get back together. She'd made her decision, and that decision was for David. "Thank you," she stated firmly.


I arched an eyebrow. "'Thank you'? For what?"


Amber just leaned forward, giving me a warm hug that lacked even a trace of eroticism. Patting my back, she sighed, saying, "I really needed to hear that."


"Uh, glad I could help."


"Okay, my turn."


"Your turn?"


"To fix you. I think it's time you took your own advice, Ben. You can't just wait around for destiny. You've got to get up and MAKE things happen."





Somehow, the talk about 'fixing' me took a lot longer than the talk about fixing Amber. To be fair, we also did a lot of talking about her and David, but it still took forever for us to come to any resolution about Dawn and me.


Perhaps it was because her path was clear. Amber wanted David back. She wanted to marry him and bear his children. It had taken her two years to realize that she didn't quite feel whole without him, and no amount of drugs, casual affairs, or even a potential replacement in me were good enough. As fond of me as she was, I didn't measure up. So for her, it was David or nothing. We just had to figure out how to get her there. And not helping matters was her conviction that she wasn't ready for him yet.


"I've got nine months to figure this out. And for David, I WILL figure this out," she insisted.


My own path was far less clear. It would have been easy for me to decide that I wanted Dawn back, and that I would move Heaven and Earth to make it happen. But I didn't decide that. In reality, I wasn't so sure I DID want her back.


I was still very hurt by the way our relationship had ended. No amount of rationalization could change the fact that Dawn had cheated on me. She'd gone behind my back and slept with another man without my permission. It was hypocritical for me to hold that against her, given my own checkered history with cheating. But my teenaged failures didn't make it okay for her to do the same.


I was also scarred by the way Dawn had immediately broken off all contact with me. She'd left school and disappeared to hide out in her house. And by the time I recovered enough to go over and try to talk to her, she'd already gone off on her road trip. Even since returning, we'd had only the one brief phone call on her birthday. But she'd told me not to call her again and even hung up on me the one time I'd tried.


Her avoidance actions were not those of a girl who wanted to get back together. And really, why should I try reconciling with someone who clearly didn't want to be with me? I loved her. I STILL loved her. And really, I would always love her for the person she'd been for the first 21 years of my life.


But if I had to be honest with myself, at the moment, I didn't particularly like her.


Amber encouraged this line of confession. I made a crack about how it was just female bitchiness to try and take down the competition a peg or two, so that she could feel superior to Dawn. But Amber shook her head, explaining, "You're being honest about your feelings for the perhaps the first time. Everything else you told me about her was that she was this perfect angel, but she's not. And I think you're starting to realize that now."


I mused on that, and Amber gave me a frank look, asking, "Why is it that you don't like her?"


I sighed, trying to organize my brain.


Amber led me, asking, "Is it because she cheated? It's a very understandable response to dislike – if not truly hate – someone for that kind of betrayal."


I scowled. "Cadence Carmichael. Fucking bitch," I spat vehemently.


Amber's eyes went up in surprise.


But I was already shaking my head. "Dawn wasn't like that at all. It's not like she planned it. She wasn't doing it just to piss me off. And she wasn't having an affair. Plus, it was with a guy I'd already given her permission to sleep with before."


"Don't give her excuses. These aren't mitigating circumstances. She cheated on you, plain and simple. She didn't have permission. Period."


I nodded.


"Let me ask you this: have any of your girlfriends – other than Dawn or Cadence – ever slept with another guy? Permission or not?"


I furrowed my eyebrows and thought about it: Megan, Cassidy, Adrienne, Allie, Paige, DJ, Kim, Lynne... "Uh, no. Once they were actually with me, they all swore off other men."


"But Dawn did."


"Because I let her. She asked me."


"None of the others asked you, did they? I'm fully aware that most guys have a serious problem with their girls sleeping with another guy."


I winced. "This was a different situation. I specifically wanted-"


"Nuh-uh," Amber cut me off. "You're not making excuses for her."


"It really is different. If you want to be fair: Adrienne had a LOT more male lovers than Dawn did. Well, I don't know the exact math, but she had her wild and crazy High School years. DJ has lived a pretty varied life as well. Cadence was a flirtatious butterfly. And then, well, there's you."


Amber blushed. "Go ahead and say it: I'm a slut. I'm not embarrassed about the term."


"Well, I wasn't going to put it so bluntly. You've made it clear you had your fair share of experiences before me. But none of that bothers me. That was your history, your past. All I cared about was who you were while WITH me, and you were loyal. For everyone, once they were with me, they were faithful."


"Except Dawn."


I grimaced. "I don't think I'm being fair to her. You don't have to tell me how many male lovers you've had, but is the number more than seven?"


Amber giggled. "Uh, yeah."


"That's Dawn's number. And I approved every single one of them."


"Seriously?"


I nodded, and then picked my head up as a realization hit me. "Actually, I was in the room for every single one of them."


Ryan had been Dawn's real second lover, and we DP'd her that fateful Thanksgiving weekend. She'd doubled her number at Dayna's blindfold party with Brett and Alan. Then there was Bert at the Swingers Party with Gwen and Robin, and finally Kenny and Jaron when Dawn had asked me for them. She HADN'T gone out and had any affairs without me. I was there, giving permission in some form every time. Wasn't that faithfulness?


But didn't it bother me just a little? Hadn't Dawn promised me that no other man could make her feel the way I did? If that was the case, why had she needed the others?


Why did I want others? Because it was fun. Was I being hypocritical again? Was it fair for me to sleep around and trap Dawn into-


"Stop it," Amber barked firmly.


My eyes focused and I glanced over at her. Amber leveled me with a serious look. "I can see you trying to justify things in your head. Don't. Be honest with yourself. If something bothers you, let it. You can decide later on what you can live with and what you can't. But for now, be true to your feelings."


"How can I hate her when I'm such a fuck-up?"


"That's not a reason to get back together with her. Your shortcomings don't justify hers. You can focus all you want on improving yourself, but don't just settle for someone else's failures just because you don't think you deserve better.


"And how do I know what I deserve?"


Amber shrugged. "You just do. You figure out what you want, and then you set off to find what you want. You set expectations, and if those expectations aren't met, then you feel disappointed."


I blinked twice and then picked my head up. "Expectations..."


She gave me a curious look, and then nodded. "Yeah..."


It finally hit me. "Expectations. Adrienne used to talk to me about expectations. She told me that every relationship hinges on them. They vary from person to person. I expect one thing from someone, and expect something completely different from someone else."


"And Dawn?"


My heart sank. "I expected ... perfection."


Amber snorted. "Good luck with that."


I sighed, turning and staring off into space a bit. "I never expected Adrienne to be pristine. I knew she had a checkered past, knew her nymphomaniac tendencies. I saw how fragile and broken a person she could be. So anything better than that was a bonus. The person she grew into amazed me, not only because of how great she became, but also because it was such an improvement over who she had been."


Amber stayed quiet, watching me.


"I never expected you to be sweet," I told her. "Kady called you a viper, the coldest sexual predator she'd ever seen. You came onto me pretty strongly, talking about being a spoiled little rich girl who always got your way. Then there were all your snobbish tendencies, like with the 'well done' filet mignon and all."


Amber chuckled, blushing.


"I never expected the softness and tenderness you could show. We fell hard for each other, and we fell fast. At first I thought we would never be more than physical. Then I thought we might just be a summer fling. And we grew into so much more. At every turn you were exceeding my expectations of our relationship, and I loved you for your successes. It wasn't until I started putting my hopes into the idea of us getting married, only to have you cry out David's name mid-lovemaking, for me to really get disappointed in you."


"I'm sorry," she apologized.


I shook my head. "That's water under the bridge now. The point is: our relationship didn't fall apart until reality no longer met expectation."


Amber nodded.


"It's not fair to her, but it's the truth. I expected perfection from Dawn. I expected her to be wholesome, pure, and reserved just for me. I expected her love, her affection, and her undying loyalty. I expected an angel ... but she's just a girl." I took a deep breath and looked off into the distance.


"She tried to tell me. She wanted selfish things. She was growing tired of the pressure of being perfect. I did this to myself in a way. I told her I would accept her no matter what, and I even gave her permission to sleep with other guys. But even as we were doing it, I felt a niggling sense of nausea deep in my gut. I didn't like seeing her with other guys, my dick in one of her holes while some other man's dick was in her body elsewhere. I told her I was okay with it, when I wasn't actually 100% okay."


"It takes a special man to be able to handle that," Amber said, spacing out again. I knew right then and there that her David was just that kind of man. I felt guilty, thinking that this David was a better man than me.


But I couldn't change the way I felt.


"I kept my expectations high, kept expecting the perfect angel. I promised her freedom, promised to stand by her no matter what. But even while I said those words, deep down I resented her for taking the freedoms I'd offered. She couldn't live up to my expectations. She couldn't live up to HER OWN expectations. In the end, she disappointed herself. And if I'm going to be completely honest, she disappointed me, too."


Amber and I were both silent for a long time, just thinking about that. I felt like a great weight had been lifted off my chest, having admitted something I had been scared to admit for a very long time.


Was it fair? Hell no. Was I being a hypocrite? Sure.


But it was how I truly felt. Fair or not, I expected Dawn to be perfect. SHE worked hard to tell me that she was perfect. Dawn was pure. Dawn was clean. Dawn was an angel.


I expected the angel, but all I got was ... merely human.


It was a wonder we'd lasted as long as we did.


"So now what?" Amber asked. "She cheated on you. She broke your heart. She didn't live up to your lofty expectations, but whether that was her fault or yours is up for debate. Either way, you tell me you'll always love her. And now you've got to decide what you want to do."


I exhaled slowly, feeling my brain start to cramp. As I let my head loll over the back of the couch, I felt my vision turn blurry and a weary achiness settle all over my body. You'd think that after hours and hours of talking, I would have come to some decision one way or another. But all I could do was answer, "I still don't know."





-- FRIDAY, AUGUST 26, 2005, SUMMER BREAK --



It was the worst night's sleep I'd ever had. It was even worse than the night after Dawn's birthday, the night I'd called her and she told me not to call her anymore.


For starters, I didn't get home until after midnight, having spent the entire evening at Amber's talking myself (and her) in circles. Rules about respecting the privacy of my past lovers had gone out the window. In some form, I confessed a lot of secrets about Dawn, Adrienne, and even Keira. Fuck, not even Dawn knew the whole story about me and Keira, not because I wanted to hide anything, but just for Keira's privacy.


But it had been a strange night, and deep down I knew I could trust Amber implicitly. She wasn't a part of my usual circle, wouldn't have opportunity to "spill the beans". I'd barely known her for more than a month, but I just ... knew.


To trust Amber that completely and not be able to be with her was fucking tragic. I knew in my gut that we could have been very happy together. But such is the way of life. She belonged with David. And I belonged with ... well ... that's my fucking problem.


Making things worse, I still hadn't ejaculated since that Tuesday morning jerk-off session to Adrienne's Sports Illustrated. Just when I was about to fall asleep, the blood drained out from my head and filled my little head. And the stupid worm throbbed insistently, not leaving me in peace as it screamed for satisfaction.


But my head was too much of a jumble to even properly jerk off. Internet porn didn't work. Adrienne's magazines didn't work. And I certainly couldn't fantasize. I couldn't focus. I could barely think. And sleep-deprived and exhausted, I'd lain there in bed, staring at the ceiling until at least 4am.


At 6am, my alarm clock blared at me to wake up. I had to be at BioGen by 8, and it was more than an hour's drive away. Today I couldn't slack. Today I had to shave and look professional for our project's final presentation, even with less than two hours of sleep. And guess who was doing most of the presenting?


Fuck.





Well, that could have gone better.


Still, it could have been a lot worse. My skin was a little pale and there were dark circles beneath my eyes. Amir wondered aloud if I was feeling alright, and I insisted that I would be fine. I completed the presentation in a workmanlike fashion, neither flashy nor eloquent. But I got the job done in a professional manner that seemed to satisfy – if not necessarily impress – the various department heads we were presenting to. I think most of the audience could tell I was feeling under the weather, and they might have even given me some slack. But it still took every ounce of my energy and focus to get through the day.


The point is: I was not in an ideal condition to see anybody. Not that it mattered. At this point, I didn't give a rat's ass anymore. Maybe I would be rejected. Maybe I would lose all hope. Maybe I would reject her. I really had no fucking clue.


But I was beyond caring by now. One way or another, Dawn and I would have some sort of closure. The most important thing in the world to me now was that this torture simply end. I didn't want to sleep another night just ... wondering.


So I parallel parked on the curb outside a familiar house. I took a deep breath and popped open the car door. Moving purposefully up the walkway, I approached the house and rang the doorbell.


No one answered right away. It was almost 7pm, so I figured that somebody would be home by now. I waited impatiently, trying not to fidget. It took a great deal of self-control not to spastically jab at the doorbell another dozen times. But just before I cracked and did it anyway, I heard the flip of a lock inside.


"Ben! Ohmigawd!" Deanna Evans gasped in amazement as she opened the front door of her house. Immediately, she threw her arms open and wrapped me up in a hug.


"Hi, Mrs. Evans," I replied tiredly. The aches in my muscles were compressed by her hug, so that instead of warmth and acceptance all I really felt was uncomfortable. But I rode out her hug until she finally released me and backed away.


"How have you been?" she asked with a sigh of relief in her voice. I noticed that she had tears in her eyes, and with a grin of embarrassment she wiped at the moisture rolling down her cheeks. Without waiting for my reply, she exhaled, "It's just so good to see you."


I nodded. "Been a while."


"It's not the time away that worried me."


I shrugged. "Is she here?" I held my breath for a moment. Dawn was a 21-year-old hottie and it was a Friday night. For all I knew, she was out getting plowed by some drunken meathead at this very moment, nevermind the early hour. It's not like Dawn had an internship to be at.


But Deanna nodded an affirmative. "Lemme go get her." The woman practically raced to the stairs and up.


I let myself in and closed the front door behind me. Dawn's living room had a vaulted ceiling, so that I could stand on the first floor and look up to the railing protecting the upstairs hallway. Tired, I dropped myself onto the couch and looked up expectantly. But for a long two minutes, nobody emerged.


Eventually, I heard Deanna's voice rise up. "Dammit, Dawn!"


Something else got yelled in response, muffled. I figured it was Dawn yelling through the door.


"No, I will NOT tell him that you're not home! Get real!" Deanna yelled right back. "You've blocked us out for too long! He's in the living room right now! Now come out and TALK to him!"


"How's it going?" Jack Evans said before plopping onto the couch beside me. He didn't try to shake my hand or otherwise formally greet me. He didn't even really expect an answer to his question. We were casual like that by now. We were practically family.


"It's going," I finally answered, gesturing with a hand up the stairs.


"Ah," he replied before frowning. "Dawn's been pretty mum about you. She hasn't even told us why you two broke up, other than to say it's all her fault. It's like pulling teeth with that girl."


"So Dayna's told me."


Jack looked at me for a second, perhaps wondering if I would have any better explanation for our breakup. But if Dawn wasn't telling them, I wasn't volunteering anything.


"How are your sisters?" he asked conversationally before taking a deep breath. "How are ... Eden and Emma?"


For a second, I'd forgotten last month's revelation that Jack Evans was the biological father of the twins. There were just so many other things happening in my life all at once. But that little reminder finally managed to drag me away from my focus up the stairs.


Taking a deep breath, I turned to face him. "Honestly, I haven't heard much in the last few weeks. You saw them at camp. They're teenagers in High School now."


He shook his head slowly, his eyes vacantly staring off somewhere. "Can't believe it's been that long."


I shrugged.


"I still remember when the twins were born. Your Dad let us into the delivery room that day." Jack glanced at me. "Actually, I remember when Dawn was born too. When she was about a week old, we brought her over to your parents' house and stuck her into your crib. You were about three months old, an infant still unable to even roll over onto your belly. But you instinctively reached out to her, and you actually held her hand. Did you know that?"


I blinked and sighed. "Yeah. I don't remember it, obviously. But Mom's told me that story a bunch of times."


Jack patted my knee. "I'm not going to pressure you, Ben. Goodness knows life is hard enough without parental expectations. I just want you to know that whether you and Dawn end up together or not, Deanna and I will always love you like the son we never had. There's no requirement to become our son-in-law on paper. There's no requirement to give us shared grandchildren. You've been a part of our lives for more than twenty-one years. And all that history means something."


I managed a smile and nodded. "Thanks."


"Just keep this in mind for me, will ya? You've also been a part of Dawn's life for twenty-one years. Even if that doesn't end up in marriage and kids, even if that doesn't lead to everlasting love, those twenty-one years are part of the past, irrevocable. And all that history is going to mean... something ... as well."


I furrowed my eyebrows. The hours last night talking circles with Amber had scrambled my brain, and forcing myself through the day's work and presentations had not helped. "What are you trying to say?"


Jack patted my knee again. "There's no pressure to resolve everything right away. Your relationship was not built in one night, and no matter how hard you two stupid kids might try, you can't ruin it completely in one night either. You can certainly hurt each other pretty damn bad with a single action. I know; I've done it. But you've got twenty-one YEARS of structural support beneath you. The sweet girl you've known for your entire life is still in there – she can't completely change who she is – and that girl is someone who has truly loved you. Remember that."


I blinked. I'd been caught off-guard by the "stupid kids" crack, but there was such warmth in the rest of his words that I felt stronger for them. And unsure what else to say, I just replied, "I will."


"Good boy." He patted my knee one more time, and then stood up with a smile to my right.


I looked over to find that Dawn was already standing beside the couch, Deanna flanking her in a position that seemed designed more to prevent her daughter from fleeing than anything else.


Surprised, my eyes popped open and I lurched to my feet. Dawn just evaluated me coolly as I got myself under control.


But when I did, she huffed and said, "I told you not to come here."


"I had to see you."


"You look like hell."


"It's been a rough few days."


"Ahem!" Deanna cleared her throat in warning.


Dawn turned around, shot her mom a look, and rolled her eyes. Nevertheless, she seemed to get whatever message her mom had been sending. And after a deep breath, Dawn didn't seem so menacing anymore. "I've missed you," she said sincerely.


I grimaced. "Missed you too."


"Been keeping yourself busy? Screwing some hot nubile girls?"


I winced. "You know me."


She shrugged as if she didn't care. Then after looking to the side, she returned her gaze back to me and said, "This is too soon, okay? I'm working some stuff out on my own, and I'm not ready for this yet."


"Ready for what? To talk to me?"


She nodded, still avoiding my eyes. I saw moisture forming in hers. "There're some things I need to say to you, but I ... You surprised me by showing up here; I'm not prepared. I don't know when I WILL be."


"You're going to have to talk to me sooner than later. School starts on Monday."


Dawn looked at the ceiling and sighed regretfully. "Yeah. But that still gives me two more days."


I felt my chest tighten. I didn't want to deal with this for another two days. After the miserable night I'd had last night, followed by this miserable day, I couldn't imagine having to go through this twice more. And with almost anyone else, I would have put my foot down and demanded immediate resolution.


But this was Dawn. We had twenty-one years of history with each other. What was two more days? For her ... I could give her that.


"Fine," I replied wearily. "Two more days."


"Really?" Dawn asked in surprise, looking over at me.


I sighed, feeling my stomach knot even tighter. "For you, I..." My voice trailed off. And then with a helpless shrug, I just finished, "For you."


Traces of a smile tugged at the corners of Dawn's lips, but were quickly smothered. She looked thoughtful for a moment, and then stated evenly, "Tomorrow. I'll come by the house tomorrow."


My eyebrows rose. "Really?"


Now she managed to give me a faint smile. "Really-really. Tomorrow, I promise."


I frowned, thinking of all of my failed "tomorrow" promises to myself. But if there was one thing I knew about Dawn, it was that she didn't break her promises. "Okay," I replied, nodding.


Just like that, Dawn spun around. She gave her mom an arch look, and though she didn't look happy about it, Deanna stepped aside. Dawn glanced back at me one more time over her shoulder, looking heartbreakingly beautiful as she did so. But then without another word, hug, or any other gesture, she simply went up the stairs and disappeared down the hallway.


Jack came over to me and patted my shoulder. Deanna looked forlornly apologetic. But their gestures were small comfort. Feeling my shoulders sag, I closed my eyes and thought grimly about how even more miserable tonight would be.





I used my key, and the lock opened obediently. But rather than step inside, I simply let the door swing out before me.


I stood on the porch, just breathing deep breaths. The door no longer creaked; the WD-40 had done its job, and the hinges moved smoothly. The sun had set half an hour ago, and the house lights were all off. There was nothing before me but yawning darkness, and for a minute, I debated whether or not to go in.


Why should I? The place no longer felt like my home. It was just a collection of old wood and nails, hammered together back in the 20's or some other ancient time. All of the people who had truly made this house my "home" were gone. Dayna and Brandi had up and graduated. Adrienne was ... somewhere in the world right now. Kim was with her father, likely to never return. And Dawn was at her parents' house. For all I knew, she wasn't even going to move back in here when school started, perhaps rooming with Gwen and Robin instead or something.


Why should I bother going in? There was nothing inside for me. If I went in there, I would just be all alone in a big empty house. I'd been alone in there for four nights already; I didn't want to do it again. Wouldn't it be better for me to get back in the car and drive to Stanford? Maybe Amber would take me back. Maybe I could convince her that I could make her just as happy as David. There were no guarantees that David would even take her back. I was a sure deal!


Or maybe I should go back to Lynne. She'd comforted me in the aftermath of a breakup before. She was a dear friend, and she would always care about me. I needed that nurturing type right now. So what if she was now dating my best friend? What did Bert have on me anyway? Surely she would pick me over him, wouldn't she?


Or maybe I should go hang out with Bert. His parents wouldn't mind if I crashed for a night or two until school started. We'd stay up past midnight, drinking Mountain Dew and pulverizing digital monsters on the TV. I felt like I hadn't just hung out with a guy for more than an hour since my sophomore year of High School.


Or maybe I should start over again with Kim. I knew she was still in love with me. Why couldn't I just build my life with her? She would be an ideal girlfriend: attentive, sexy, and wholly subservient. Who wouldn't want a girlfriend who would obey every single command you ever gave her for the rest of your lives? I'd turned her down out of consideration for Amber. But now with Amber out of the picture, I was free to take her back. Right?


But that would be selfish of me. In every case, such a course would be selfish – not even "self-centered", but totally and completely selfish. Amber belonged with her David; it wouldn't be right for me to try and keep her away from him. Bert and Lynne were a budding young couple in love; I couldn't interfere. And Kim deserved better than a selfish, morose master who would just use and abuse her.


So closing my eyes, I walked inside.


Really, I had nowhere else to go.


Tomorrow, I reminded myself. Dawn promised she would come here tomorrow.





It was nearly 9pm when I heard a key jiggle in the front door. I frowned and sat up on the couch, aware that the television was on but not even remotely aware of what channel I'd been "watching". Really, primetime television on Friday nights isn't the best, especially in late August.


It was a wonder I'd even heard the door. I'd been spacing out again, thinking and thinking and overthinking the situation I was in. But I suppose the male hunter instinct was still alive, aware that someone was unexpectedly gaining access to my supposedly protected lair. Who would be opening the door at this time? Everyone who was supposed to have a key was long gone.


Could someone have made a copy and been squatting in this place for the two months I'd been gone? That didn't make any sense. I'd certainly vacuumed up enough dust to believe the house had remained completely empty for all that time. But nevertheless, I couldn't be too careful. And I quickly searched the room looking for anything I could use as a weapon.


But then girlish voices echoed down the hall. Someone muttered, "Fucking traffic. We were supposed to be here hours ago."


My ears cocked at the familiar voice. No way. They weren't due until tomorrow afternoon.


But sure enough, Brooke showed up at the archway between the living room and hallway, sighing in disappointment as she saw me. "Man, we were supposed to be here before you got home. I had this great surprised all worked out."


DJ appeared right behind her, giving me a crooked grin. "And you would have LOVED the surprise."


I just blinked, still stunned that the girls were here.


Brooke immediately came up to me, going up on her tip-toes to wrap her arms around my shoulders and give me a warm hug. "I'm sorry about Amber," she said soothingly.


I arched an eyebrow at my little sister. "How the hell did you-"


"You told Dayna," DJ cut me off, patting my back as Brooke released me. And then the young blonde wrapped me up in a hug as well. Brooke just rolled her eyes like it was the most obvious thing in the world.


I sighed and shrugged as DJ backed away. It figured that the entirety of both my family and the Evanses would be kept in the loop with each other. "Speaking of family communications, I'm guessing you know about Eden and Emma?"


DJ nodded. "They told us as soon as they got back from camp. Feels weird not to be the baby of the family anymore."


"Welcome to MY world," Brooke cracked. "But seriously, this doesn't change anything. If you ask the twins themselves, Dad is still their dad. Just ... they now have an extra one, too."


I nodded my agreement.


"Now, back to the reason why we're here," Brooke stated. She put both hands to my chest and started propelling me back toward the couch. I felt my calves hit the front edge, and my ass awkwardly dropped down onto a cushion. Immediately, DJ was behind the couch, her hands massaging my shoulders.


"Why ARE you here?" I asked. "Mom told me you guys weren't coming up until tomorrow."


Brooke hopped into my lap with a knee to either side of my hips. Holding my shoulders as DJ slid her hands up the back of my neck, my little sister grinned and answered, "Our internship finished at noon. We had to stick around for an exit interview, but other than that, we were done. DJ and I figured we could hit the road a little early and create this little welcome surprise in your bedroom before you got home. But then we got stuck in the East LA Interchange and then AGAIN on the 580."


"Just '580', there's no 'the'," DJ corrected.


"Whatever." Brooke's grin then turned evil. "The point is: You're coming off a breakup and could use some cheering up. Plus, DJ and I have gone without cock for three months now, and we're just dying inside."


DJ suddenly twisted my head in her hands, sealing her lips over mine in a fierce supervolcanic kiss. And then Brooke grabbed my head away from her best friend, shoving her tongue down my throat while humping her crotch against my belly.


But seconds later, Brooke pulled away and made a face. "Eww, stinky. You smell like sweat and stale cheese puffs."


I pointed to the big Costco-sized tub of cheddar goodness sitting on the coffee table. It seemed like a good "depression snack".


"Three-person shower?" DJ suggested.


Brooke put on a look of mock surprise. "It's like you can read my mind!"





"Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck," DJ chanted happily while I held her hip in my left hand, my thick dick stretching and then re-stretching the blonde 19-year-old's tight snatch. As always, her tight vaginal walls seemed to be pulsing against me with a steady [bum-BUMP] [bum-BUMP], matching her heartbeat.


My right hand was busy in my little sister's crotch, fingerbanging her while she held my cheeks in her hands and played tonsil-hockey with my tongue. Brooke damn near bit me when she came, her whole body shuddering and wobbling on weak knees before she tore her mouth away from my face and bent over, dropping a hand onto the mattress to keep herself from collapsing. And I continued ramming two fingers up her snatch while she moaned and vibrated in orgasmic ecstasy.


It was only the beginning of some very much needed sexual release. The younger girls had gone without feeling anything inside their pussies apart from tongues, fingers, and strap-ons for a full three months. Not that there's anything wrong with those three things, but sometimes a girl just wants to feel a throbbing, hot-blooded dick, or so I'm told. The girls had played around with some of Brooke's old High School friends, but out of loyalty to their boyfriends, they'd abstained from having any male lovers over the summer break.


I had gone without pussy for far less of a time period, having nutted into Amber less than a week ago while she screamed her ex-boyfriend's name. But those five days still felt like an eternity to me, and I'd built up quite a bit of sexual tension that needed to be worked off.


Ironically, tonight the three of us finally accomplished what the girls had first asked for upon their arrival at college a full year ago. Last August, the very night DJ and Brooke moved into the Berkeley house, the girls dragged me into DJ's new bedroom and demanded that I give them each two loads, with DJ going first and Brooke getting the fifth ejaculation if we could make it that far. In all our sexual encounters over the previous year, the three of us never quite pulled that off. But tonight, we did.


After some fun groping and fondling in the shower, which included Brooke taking a taste test to ensure that my dick had been fully cleansed, we dried off and tumbled into the Master bedroom. A three-way makeout session with all of our tongues in the middle gave way to just Brooke and me frenching. And while we siblings were distracted, DJ parked herself on all fours and then insisted that she couldn't wait any longer to feel my cock filling her up.


So I pounded the gorgeous blonde from behind, feeling that tantalizing [bum-BUMP] [bum-BUMP] of her heartbeat through her pussy walls while she chanted "Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck]. I fingerbanged my little sister to orgasm. And when DJ's entire body clamped up in her own climax, her spasming pussy sucked in my first load of the evening.


Predictably, Brooke dove between her best friend's thighs to slurp out the creampie. DJ motioned for me to kneel beside her head so that she could prop herself up on one elbow and blow me hard again. When I was sufficiently rigid, the girls rolled me onto my back so that Brooke could climb aboard. And after few minutes of fondling my little sister's perky tits while she eagerly humped up and down my upright shaft, DJ squatted over my face, leaning forward to wetly kiss my sister while I jabbed my tongue into her recently-fucked cunt.


Both girls came to squealing orgasms before I squirted a load of incestuous brother-cum into Brooke's box. Then it was DJ's turn to hoover out my load, pulling my sister atop her in a sixty-nine so they could mutually please each other.


Having now fucked both young women and cum inside each of their pussies, I just lay back across my bed with a satisfied smile. This seemingly interminable Friday still had not yet ended, and I was barely functioning after less than 2 hours of sleep, not to mention the various stresses of my final internship presentations and my nerve-wracking visit to Dawn. Post-ejaculate, my body was in a state of complete and total relaxation. And I actually fell asleep for a minute or two.


But the girls weren't done with me yet. They'd gone without cock for far too long, and they weren't giving up on mine until it proved it would no longer rise. I awoke to find my new erection nudging into the back of Brooke's throat, and saw the smile of her mouth carry up into her eyes when she realized I was awake once again. Popping off, she handed my prick over to DJ, who similarly deep-throated me. And then the girls moved apart, licking up opposite sides of my erectile tower before meeting at my crown and swapping spit around my mushroom head with aurally-enticing moans.


DJ wanted me to fuck her breasts just then, stating, "It's the one thing that no dildo or strap-on can ever replace. There just something primal about feeling the heat of a man's dick between my titties, watching the head coming at my face and occasionally dipping inside my mouth."


Well, with a statement like that, I couldn't possibly refuse her. DJ flopped onto her back and held up the sides of her breasts with her own hands, creating an inviting valley of boobage. I straddled her chest and lay my re-energized prick between her mounds. And as she compressed those spectacular 34DD's around my shaft, I moaned and began short-thrusting.


Meanwhile, Brooke retrieved a strap-on and showed one of the actions it could replace. Kneeling behind me, my little sister spread her best friend's knees to the sides and then pressed her hips forward, pushing the rubbery dildo into the blonde's vaginal canal and then pumping away.


"Ohhh..." DJ moaned, feeling the fake cock filling her cunt while I continued to fuck her tits. When she opened her mouth, I took the opportunity to push a little further forward, pressing my big mushroom head between her lips. The gorgeous blonde eagerly clamped her mouth down around the glans, sucking happily. And together, brother and sister stimulated her to orgasm.


Brooke and DJ stimulated ME to orgasm, too. I was lost to the heavenly sensations of DJ's tits, as she used her hands to manipulate her own breast flesh around my pistoning cock like a second pussy. As I felt myself approaching ejaculation, I gradually sped up my thrusting. But a few seconds before I actually thought I'd get there, I suddenly stiffened as I felt my little sister's finger worm its way up my ass and begin massaging my prostate.


"Ungh-GAH!" I suddenly jerked, spraying a ribbon of cum that painted DJ's face from forehead to chin. Brooke kept wriggling the finger in my colon, causing me to buck and fire again and again. Spurt after spurt exploded across DJ's cheeks before she managed to use her own tits to re-direct my cock and send two jets right into her gaping mouth. And then picking her head up off the pillow behind her, the cum-covered blonde sucked my cockhead into her mouth to swallow down the rest of my spending.


Brooke giggled behind me and pulled her finger out of my ass. I flopped onto my back, and as Brooke got off the bed to clean up, I lay on my side and chuckled at the Jackson Pollock painting I'd left on DJ's face. DJ herself just grinned at me and waited.


Sure enough, Brooke quickly clambered right back atop her best friend. The curvy brunette paused to nuzzle her face between DJ's lush breasts, possibly licking up the few drops of spunk I'd left there first. But then she quickly moved up to the blonde's face, extending her tongue out to scoop off strings of jism before pushing them into DJ's mouth so that the girls could share.


But still the girls weren't done. Once DJ's face had been cleaned off, they took one look at my exhausted shell of a body and shrugged. DJ went over and retrieved the strap-on, buckling it on and sticking the smaller dildo inside herself while leaving the bigger weapon thrusting forward. Brooke rolled onto her back and spread her legs to the sides, allowing her best friend to climb on top and thrust into her. Giggling, Brooke reached up to palm DJ's big tits and locked her elbows straight, pushing the blonde upward and causing DJ to drive her dick at a deeper angle.


The room was filled with the sounds of their ecstatic moans. I let my eyelids drop, just wanting to rest my eyes for a minute. I thought for a second that I might fall asleep, but I didn't. Instead, as my body relaxed, I felt the blood flow dropping out of my head and sinking down the rest of my body. And as happened quite frequently when I was falling asleep, I felt myself getting another hard-on as my brain blood decided to fill up my dick.


DJ fucked my little sister to a squealing orgasm before pulling out and tossing the strap-on aside. And then she quickly slid down Brooke's body to re-enter her friend with three fingers and a tongue on her clit. And when the cute brunette stiffened up abruptly, I assumed that the blonde had added a finger up Brooke's ass as well.


After Brooke came, the girls switched places. When I looked over at them, I saw that DJ was lying on her back, both arms over her face as she whimpered and concentrated on the sensations my little sister was producing in her. Brooke herself was kneeling atop the mattress, wriggling her face in her best friend's crotch. But I took note of her ass thrust up into the air, and as if my body were moving zombie-like of its own accord, I found myself getting up and knee-walking over behind her.


Brooke moaned in pleasant surprise when she felt my new erection pushing into her. I held my little sister's hips and began a slow pumping that gradually sped up in both pace and force. DJ took her arms away from her face to look over at us, grinning at me when she realized that I was awake and still functioning. Indeed, despite my extreme exhaustion, I felt an almost inhuman energy coursing through my veins as I continued to fuck my sister running off nothing but adrenaline and lust.


Already three ejaculations down, I wasn't worried about losing control anytime soon. I started hammering Brooke harder and harder, my tiredness dulling my nerves and reducing the sensations that I felt, so that I needed more and more stimulation to continue getting the pleasant friction of fucking. I felt no pain as my pelvis slammed against Brooke's world-class ass, but she certainly felt each impact as I pounded her over and over again.


At some point, Brooke picked her head up out of DJ's crotch and howled in orgasm. I was so far gone that I hadn't even noticed she was getting close. My sister's knees went weak and after her climax passed, she crawled to the side and collapsed forward, falling flat on her belly with her right arm hanging off the edge of the bed.


The movement also dropped her off my prick. No matter. DJ was still lying supine before me with her legs spread wide and her pink pussy on full display. With a grin, I simply waddled forward and stuck myself inside her. And DJ groaned as my thick prod resumed its hammering, only in a different snatch.


The body and sexual position were different, but the result was basically the same. DJ lay beneath me, her body absorbing the pounding I was giving her while she gasped and moaned. I could barely feel my arms, and couldn't feel my legs at all. But I knew they were functioning as they continued to assist my unrelenting thrusts into DJ's tight cunt. After a while, DJ stiffened up and came once more, her inner muscles spasming and clenching erratically. Only then did I start to feel additional sensation against my prick, and I groaned as I realized that I was about to cum as well.


But I didn't spurt inside her. Thinking back, DJ got my first and third ejaculations. Brooke was already one short on her friend, and I figured that I had to be fair and balanced. Yanking myself out of the blonde teenager at the last moment, I grabbed DJ's left leg and rolled her onto her side out of my way. I quickly grabbed Brooke and flipped her onto her back. And reaching down to raise my little sister's head up, I used my thumb to open her mouth and stuck myself inside just before shooting off.


Brooke jerked when I began filling her mouth with cum. But she quickly got into it, sealing her lips tightly around my shaft and swallowing rapidly while her eyes fluttered. I shot glob after glob of spunk down into my little sister's gullet until I started firing blanks. And weary beyond belief, I then flopped flat onto my back and closed my eyes.


If I hadn't fallen asleep before, I was sure I fell asleep then. My eyes opened back up, but as I took in my surroundings, I started to think that I was still unconscious and dreaming. For one thing, my brain was spinning and I was having a hard time keeping track of passing time. For another, I looked down my body to find that my dick was hard again, surely an impossibility after my fourth ejaculation of the night. Briefly, I wondered if I hadn't actually fallen asleep alone on the couch with the droning TV and bucket of cheese puffs, the long Friday's toll and lack of night's sleep finally doing me in.


I blinked and found that I was now sandwiched between Brooke and DJ in the middle of the bed. I lay mostly on my left side, my legs scissored together with my little sister's as we slowly fucked and cuddled. Her left leg was hooked over my hip, spreading herself just enough for about four or five inches of my prick to push inside her. My eyes were heavy, and Brooke giggled in front of me before tilting her face to kiss my eyelids before dropping down to seal her lips over mine. And meanwhile, I felt DJ spooned up behind me, crushing her bare tits against my back while reaching an arm around to fondle both Brooke and me.


When I blinked again, DJ was now spooned away from me. I slowly pumped her from behind and slightly further down the bed, my left hand palming a big tit and my lips nuzzling the back of her neck. Brooke was cuddled up behind me now, scraping her hard nipples against my back and similarly kissing my neck. And the three of us writhed sedately on the bed, all of us having gotten enough pleasure to be satisfied but not quitting until we really had to.


When I blinked once more, I found that I was atop my sister in a missionary position, her legs wrapped around my waist as I slow-dicked her. With wide eyes, she stared at me and smiled. She ran her fingers down my cheek before palming it, and with an airy lightness in her voice, she said, "I'm here now, big brother. I've lived my life; you've lived yours. But right now, at a time when you needed me the most, you had to know that I would be here for you."


All I could do was nod, clenching my teeth as I felt the fifth and final ejaculation welling up inside me.


Brooke read the tension on my face and grinned. "Cum in me, big brother. Fill me with your hot brother-spunk."


So I did.





-- SATURDAY, AUGUST 27, 2005 --



I felt something tickle my leg; and with a start, I jerked awake.


"Nngh..." a girl moaned, off to my right.


I turned my head and immediately winced. A stray beam of sunlight was peering through a crack in the drapes, and I'd inadvertently just stuck my face into it. Blinking as I pulled my head out of the way, I slowly regained focus and realized that Brooke was asleep and facing away from me, half-hanging off the edge of the bed while her body was positioned at an angle so that our feet were slightly tangled. It must have been her toes tickling my leg that woke me up.


I groaned and reached a hand up to my forehead, rubbing it tenderly. My skull felt like it had shrunk a half-inch in diameter, compressing my brain uncomfortably. And even though I had not drunk a drop of alcohol last night, my mouth felt full of cotton. I was still pretty tired, but since the sun seemed fairly bright outside the window, I figured I'd at least gotten a full night's sleep.


Little packets of energy surged down my nerves as my body came alive. Tingling sensations filled my limbs before dissipating as I stretched. But the tingling in my left arm didn't go away, and I realized that I was unable to move that arm at all. Grimacing, I turned in that direction and found that DJ was using my left bicep as a pillow as she cuddled up against my side. And despite my efforts to wake up, the weight of her head was keeping my entire left arm asleep.


As I awoke, I realized that I was still naked beneath the bedcovers. Glancing around, I found that both Brooke and DJ were naked as well, and I felt a familiar dampness in my crotch that assured me I'd gotten laid before falling asleep last night. So I hadn't fallen asleep on the couch with the tub of cheese puffs, and last night's sexual activities had not been a dream.


Well, some of last night's activities had not been a dream. I wasn't entirely sure where the dream/reality divide was. Perhaps I'd only fallen asleep after cumming in Brooke's mouth, with the almost ethereal lovemaking afterward mere fantasy and everything before having actually happened. Perhaps I'd stayed asleep after those first two ejaculations and dreamt up the rest. Or perhaps it had ALL been real. I didn't know, and as I thought about it, I didn't really care.


It wasn't important. The only thing of relevance would be whether Brooke had actually said her words of being here for me when I needed her the most, or whether that was just in my head. Even that didn't really matter. Spoken in reality or not, I knew the sentiment was true. Brooke was family. Blood-related or not, DJ was family too. Family stuck together, and I knew that in my moment of greatest need, these two would have my back (or my front, depending on the mood).


Comforted by these thoughts, I smiled and decided to ignore the tingling coming from my left arm. It was but small discomfort in exchange for DJ's welcome presence against my side. Reaching out with my right arm, I snaked my hand around Brooke's neck and got a grip on her body, unintentionally palming her right breast. In any case, I drew her toward me, and she snorted as she woke up for a brief second. But once against my right side, she merely gave me a sleepy smile and dropped her head back down, snuggling backward into my embrace.


Thus, with a beautiful, naked young woman on either side of me, I smiled and closed my eyes for another hour or so of blissful sleep.





"So she said she's coming by the house today?" Brooke asked over breakfast (brunch?) as we sat at the dining table.


I nodded with a mouth full of french toast, sighing rapturously at the taste of home cooking. I really was just a helpless male on my own without anyone to cook for me.


DJ set down the skillet of bacon and sausage on a bamboo trivet to keep it from burning the table, then sat down in her own seat. "Did she say what time? 'Today' could mean ten minutes from now, or 11:59pm."


"Don't remind me," I sighed with my mouth full before swallowing. "I really have no idea. But I'm not leaving the house until she arrives."


"Makes sense. I wouldn't go anywhere if I were waiting around for ... say ... Kenta to come talk to me."


I raised my eyebrows at the name she'd picked. "Kenta? Not Joel?" I asked, referring to Brooke's current boyfriend.


"Or Andrew?" DJ put in.


Brooke sighed and looked away, blushing in embarrassment.


I immediately apologized, saying, "Sorry, I don't mean to tease you."


"No, no." Brooke waved me off. "It's a valid question. I don't know why his name just popped into my head. I guess deep down, I still regret the way things ended between us. And I guess a part of me still hopes that things will work out in the end someday. He was my first real love."


"Your first?" I pouted playfully.


Brooke smacked my arm and gave me her patented evil grin. "Yes, even counting you, you big dork."


I shrugged and rubbed my arm where she'd hit me.


Brooke sighed. "Who knows? Maybe Kenta's my soulmate."


DJ shot her friend a look, risking a glance at me before muttering, "Maybe 'soulmates' isn't the best topic for right now."


Brooke blushed again, looking abashed.


I couldn't help but sigh in mixed frustration and annoyance. But I shook my head, saying, "It's alright. You guys don't need to tip-toe around me. I just have to admit that I'm not a big advocate of the whole soulmate thing at the moment."


"Fair enough."


Brooke reached over and covered my hand with her own. "You never know. Things could still work out alright."


I shook my head. "At this point, I'm not even remotely expecting miracles. Dawn's done a very good job of avoiding me for the past three months, and I just saw her last night. Nothing I've seen tells me that she's anywhere near asking to reconcile, and even if she did, I don't think I would agree. Right now, all I want is a little closure."


Neither Brooke nor DJ knew how to respond to that. So in the end, Brooke just patted my hand while DJ reached out and touched my opposite arm. They gave me looks of concerned support, and I tried to give them a reassuring smile. But my heart wasn't really in it, anxiety over this long-awaited meeting with Dawn practically suffocating me by now.


Thankfully, I didn't need to suffer very long. Brooke and DJ were still giving me their encouraging looks when the doorbell rang. And all three of us whipped our heads around to look.


Brooke returned her gaze to me first. She gave me a look that clearly asked, 'Aren't you going to get that?'


But instead of responding, I just winced and tightened up inside.


"I got it," DJ volunteered, pushing her chair back and then standing up. I gave her a smile and sighed in relief as she left. And then Brooke was rubbing my hand once again.


"DJ, hey! You guys made it up early."


My heart dropped into my stomach as I heard Dawn's voice. But just as soon as it did, I let out a sigh of relief. No matter what else happened today, no matter what Dawn told me, at least the waiting was over. I no longer had to lie awake in bed, wondering when this day would come. I no longer had to fidget, wondering what time today she would come. She was here, and for all I knew, I would have NEW worries to keep me up at night. But at least the current anxiety was over.


It took me a few seconds to steady my nerves and slow down my heart rate. Brooke continued rubbing my hand until Dawn appeared at the living room archway. And when she pulled her hand back, I turned to look at the young woman I had called my soulmate nearly since the time I'd been able to speak.


She looked back at me, looking as calm and collected as she'd ever been in her life. Her hair was perfect, her face was clear. She wore a casual smile that covered up any anxiety she might be feeling inside, and for a moment, I could believe that nothing bad had ever happened between us.


We broke eye contact as Brooke approached her and offered a welcoming hug. My ears felt plugged, as their voices were only muffled, incomprehensible sounds. Every sense in my body was keenly attuned to the look of her: the beauty of her face, the curves of her body, and the comfortable confidence of her posture. She looked like the exact opposite of me: haggard, slouched, and crushed beneath the weight of all my neuroses. But when she came to me and enveloped me in a warm hug that was everything last night's meeting should have been but was not, I couldn't help but feel reassured. I don't even remember standing, but I was, and all of a sudden I could hear clearly, feel clearly, and even smell clearly her sweet fragrance.


Everything was going to be okay.


Everything was going to be okay.


Everything was going to be okay.


I hoped.





Dawn led me up to the Master bedroom and closed the door. The soundproofing I'd installed couldn't completely block out the shrillest orgasmic screams or the heavy bass thumps of footsteps on the floorboards, but unless someone parked themself outside with an ear to the door, it was good enough to ensure a private conversation.


Upon entry, Dawn directed me to the chairs in their own alcove in front of the big window. The Master bedroom had always had its own sitting area that looked over the front driveway; we just rarely used it for sitting. The padded chairs were occasionally used for sex, but more often over the past year they were a convenient resting place for my dirty clothes of the day before Dawn put them into the hamper for me.


"First, I should give this back to you," Dawn said once we were both seated, reaching into her purse and pulling out a familiar silver device. It was the tape recorder I'd owned since High School, the very one I'd used over and over again to play back "We're just friends" whenever a nosy classmate asked me about a girl with whom I was suspected of being romantically involved.


When she handed it over to me, I gawked in surprise. "YOU had it? I've been looking for this!" Just two months ago, I had wanted to use it for the exact same purpose concerning Lynne.


Dawn took a deep breath, her eyes downcast as she blushed in shame. "Yeah, I kinda swiped it to do something I'm not very proud of. You remember Professor Rutledge?"


My mouth ran dry and a shiver went down my spine. I recalled that fateful Sunday after Dawn had dumped me. She'd returned to the house to get some of her belongings. But when I noticed that she smelled like sex and confronted her about it, she'd run away crying and driven off, never to be seen again until just last night. "You ... ah ... You got an 'A' in Finance," I stated, feeling old nausea in my stomach.


Dawn blushed and stared at the floor. Taking a deep breath, she nodded and explained, "I'm not proud of what I did."


"You slept with him," I stated quietly.


Dawn jerked her head up, her eyebrows furrowed and a deep frown set into her face. "What? No!"


I blinked quickly in shock. "Wait, what? You didn't?"


She shook her head vehemently, but then blushed in shame and looked away. "I ... uh ... I just blackmailed him."


"But I ... you..." I sputtered. "You smelled like sex. I KNOW that smell. And I smelled his cologne, too!"


Dawn winced, fidgeting with her hands. "I didn't sleep with him," she stated carefully. "I ... I would have, I'm ashamed to say. I don't know what kind of mental state I was in at the time, but I would have ... I would have done anything to fix my grade. My precious GPA was so damn important to me, I would have sacrificed... everything ... to keep it."


Despite her statement that she didn't sleep with him, I wasn't feeling comforted.


"Professor Rutledge is not that kind of predator. He doesn't trade grades for sex. Oh, he's a big time flirt, and he tries to get all the girls to call him 'Henry' outside of class. He's been banging Samantha Hitchcock for what seems like forever, but I get the impression that thing is mutual. I gather he's had a history of sleeping with students and T.A.'s. But he doesn't threaten them."


I blinked quickly, still surprised.


Dawn grimaced. "I seduced HIM. I knew he'd been eyeing me all semester, undressing me with his eyes and all that. So I led him on. We kissed a bit, and I probably got some of his cologne on my clothes. I went into full on vamp-mode, pulling up my skirt and flashing him. I even masturbated while talking dirty about all the things I wanted him to do to me. And I got him confessing that he wanted to fuck me even though he was still my teacher and it was patently against the rules. Caught the whole thing on tape. I was desperate. I made him swear to give me an 'A' or I'd release the tape. He instantly capitulated."


I was still just blinking in shock, barely able to process what she was telling me.


Dawn had moisture in her eyes, and she stared into her own lap with such a look of guilt and anguish that I immediately felt the need to comfort her. But the barrier that had been erected between us over the last three months kept me at bay, and I just stayed where I was, watching her coolly.


"The old Dawn would never have done such a horrid thing, probably why he was so caught off-guard," she said, her voice cracking. "Perfect Dawn would have cared more about her integrity than her stupid GPA. But I wasn't perfect anymore. I was about to fail. And I couldn't handle it."


I was quiet for a long time. Dawn wasn't saying anything further, probably still mentally lashing herself over what she'd done three months ago. So I had time to collect myself before finally saying, "I never asked you to be perfect. I just asked you to be you."


Dawn didn't immediately respond to that statement. She continued to stare into her own hands, moisture evident in her eyes, although she did not start crying. She nodded slowly, agreeing either with what I'd just said or some other statement in her own mind. And after a deep breath, she nodded and looked over at me. "I know."


I furrowed my eyebrows, not quite understanding.


Seeing that I didn't, she took another deep breath and then explained. "I know that you accepted me for who I was, perfect or not. I didn't understand that then; I do now. It's why you offered me all my freedoms. If you really thought I was 'perfect', you wouldn't have felt the need to let me do other things. You would have wanted to keep me just the way I was. But you saw that I wanted more, that I had other cravings. You encouraged me to pursue them, promising to understand and be supportive. You were so incredible second semester, putting up with all my selfish desires and ... carnal ... cravings. Our breakup was not your fault, not in the slightest. It had nothing to do with you, and everything to do with me."


I arched an eyebrow. "The 'It's not you; it's me' apology? Really?"


Dawn managed to crack a smile. "In this case, an accurate statement. Even when I went off the deep end, you tried to keep us together. You promised to stay by my side and fix everything. You pleaded for me not to leave you. But I left; I HAD to. I was so filled with self-loathing that I couldn't stand to be around you anymore. I know we spent a lot of years talking about how I was just waiting for you to mature so we could be together, but this time, I truly felt that I was the one who didn't deserve you. How could I deserve you, after what I'd done?"


"I forgive you," I stated evenly, then felt a lump in my throat immediately after I'd said it. The 'forgive' word was a big one. Whether consciously or not, I'd never actually forgiven Dawn for cheating on me. I'd thought about what might happen if she came back and begged my forgiveness, but I never actually decided in my own head that I'd forgiven her.


Now, I did.


Dawn's entire face softened, and she gave me a hopeful look. "Really?"


I took a deep breath and nodded, repeating, "I forgive you. I don't pretend to fully understand what made you decide to do what you did. I can't pretend at all that I'm happy with the way things turned out. But I accept that you regret what happened, and I think that if you had the chance to go back in time and do it all over again, you wouldn't have cheated on me."


"I wouldn't," Dawn stated emphatically, pleading with her eyes for me to understand. I still don't understand our supposed psychic connection. Really, I don't think we can actually read each other's mind or anything. But as I looked into her eyes, I felt that I could hear her voice in my head adding, 'The Dawn you loved would never have done that to you; but I wasn't that Dawn anymore.'


I weighed that thought in my head, the concept that by the time everything fell apart, she was no longer the Dawn I had fallen in love with. Rather, she had become a broken-down version of herself. And the more I thought about it, the more I wondered if I shouldn't have been better, should have seen the signs, so that I could have prevented her deterioration and thus prevented her from ever cheating on me in the first place. It's not that her cheating was my fault. But I couldn't shake the idea that if I had done things differently, we would still be together now.


"You can really forgive me?" she asked quietly.


I nodded.


"Even though I slept with another man?"


I snorted. "I've had 70 female lovers – excuse me – 71. No matter how wild you may have run this past summer, I really don't think you've caught up to me."


Have you?



Dawn blushed and glanced away from me nervously, causing my heart rate to spike a bit. And then with a sheepish grin, she said, "I'm at eight."


I arched an eyebrow and took a deep breath. "Eight in three months? That's not so bad."


"No!" She shook her head vehemently. "Eight total. Ever. Including you."


"Uh..." I frowned and did the math: me, Ryan, Brett and Alan at the blindfold party, Bert, Kenny, and Jaron = seven. "You only slept with one guy this summer?"


"He was a really cute lawyer in D.C. a couple of months ago," Dawn said bashfully. "It was during the road trip, and Gwen had been egging me for weeks to stop my self-loathing and just let myself go for one night."


I blinked in surprise. "But that's it???"


Dawn frowned at me. "Please don't look so shocked."


"I'm sorry," I apologized quickly. "It's just ... the way you left me ... And the way you were spouting biblical shit about being a harlot and a slut."


"What, you thought I'd go bed a random guy every night?"


Abashed, I pointedly stared at the floor.


Dawn sighed heavily, a weary note that made me look back up at her. Shaking her head, she explained, "That's not me. Even at my worst, that's not me. I only slept with Kenny and Bert while I was with you. And the thing with Jaron was ... it was my greatest mistake, but at least I respect him as a man. To sleep with just anybody? It really hurts that you thought for even a second that I was capable of that. I'm not going to defile myself by letting some greasy fuckwit stick his dirty cock into my body just for the sake of going wild and crazy. That's one reason I was so upset with myself for being willing to sleep with Rutledge for a grade. I couldn't believe I'd nearly shamed myself like that, and I still shudder inside to think that I actually stooped to blackmail. I'm better than that."


My jaw was now on the ground.


Shaking her head wryly, Dawn added, "You've ruined me for other men. Even when Mr. D.C. was with me, I couldn't help but think about how he wasn't pushing my buttons the way you know how to. Our breakup had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with the pressure I was putting on myself to be perfect – and honestly, the pressure that YOU and everyone else were putting on me, too."


"Oh," I replied lamely.


Instead of continuing on a downward spiral, it seemed that Dawn had hit rock bottom in those days after finals ended and not really gone any further. The paranoid thoughts I'd had in the middle of the night for a few weeks after our breakup now seemed so silly. I'd gone through every worst case scenario: that instead of going shopping with Gwen and Robin, she'd actually been arranging frat parties where she could get gang-banged; that her so-called "cooking class" (cocking class?) was just a farce, an excuse to get her out from under my nose so she could meet up some other boyfriend every Thursday night; or that Gwen had turned out to be a lesbian and Dawn was going to leave me for her new girlfriend.


I didn't want to stay on this train of thought. So quickly, I changed the subject and asked, "So how was the road trip? Other than Mr. D.C. Please don't tell me any more about him."


"I won't." Dawn giggled and shook her head. "The road trip was fun. It's one of those things college kids are supposed to do, I guess. For me, it was more about just getting away from California, away from my life. It was a great distraction, seeing new sights and new towns and meeting new people. You never really think about just how diverse America is, with all the varied ethnic groups and strange cultures. We met Texas cowfolk and New York hipsters. We met middle-American white trash and D.C. politicos. We found small towns where everyone was white and couldn't even comprehend seeing an Asian person. And I'd never seen so many black people in one place as Atlanta, not even in Oakland. It was different."


I nodded. "I'm glad you had a good time. But you still didn't have to leave me."


Dawn looked hurt by the pain in my voice. I hadn't meant to sound as wounded as I did, but the emotion was already out there. She gave me a steady look, taking a deep breath and replying, "Yes, I did."


I shook my head in the negative. "You could have stayed with me. You could have helped me to understand what you were going through, let me try to work things out with you. So you cheated, okay. I didn't understand why. I didn't know what was going through your head. And I didn't even realize that you'd been falling apart for ... well ... How long were you falling apart? Weeks? Months?"


"Does it matter?"


"YES!" I insisted, my voice rising. "Gawd dammit, Dawn. I wear my heart on my sleeve, and I always shared how I was feeling with you. When I was happy, you knew it. When I was sad, you knew it. When I was stressed, you could tell. And when I felt guilty, I told you why. Good, bad, just plain different, whatever. I TOLD you. I communicated with you. But you? You HID things from me."


"I was trying to protect you."


"Yeah, good job with that," I spat sarcastically, waving a hand back and forth to illustrate the divide between us.


Dawn looked hurt. She bit her lip and fidgeted nervously.


"Every single time a girl seriously flirted with me, I told you about it. I didn't want you to suspect I was stepping out on you, or give you any reason to doubt how much I loved you. We talked a lot about monogamy, and you reassured me time and again that you were okay with casual sex as long as I could show you that you were my one and only love. I could have taken your words at face value the very first time you said them, and then just run wild. I could have screwed my way through the entire Tri-Delt Sorority, and then a good chunk of the Chi Omegas just for fun. But I didn't. Time and again, I kept coming back to you, trying to reassure you that however much fun I had with anyone else, you were my anchor, you were my constant. I told you over and over that I would give everyone else up for you, and I made you remind me over and over that we were just having 'fun'."


Dawn just cowered, looking smaller and smaller. She looked like she wanted me to stop ranting at her, but I'd gotten on a roll and I had three months of pent-up frustration to let out.


"But you weren't just having fun for me, were you? YOU wanted to have fun. YOU wanted to cut loose and fly your slut flag after spending years and years cooped up with Ryan. You DID worry that you'd lived too pristine and pure a life compared to mine, and you wanted these other experiences."


"I TOLD you about those. I didn't try to hide them," Dawn suddenly wailed defensively.


"You're right. You didn't. But you didn't tell me everything," I shot back. "I had to figure out for myself that you wanted more and more extreme sex. I don't know if it's because you felt guilty over your cravings, or if you were worried I'd turn you down. But you still hid them from me."


"Because I knew that deep down, you didn't really want to let me!"


"What are you talking about? I gave you the freedom!"


"You gave me WORDS. You told me you would accept me, but I know you. I could read you. We have a connection, Ben, and I could feel your anguish inside. You set me up with Bert, but I could still sense your pain to watch another man pushing his cock into my body. I didn't ask for Jaron because of that ... YOU offered it to me."


"And you took it!"


Dawn whimpered. "If it really hurt you, then why did you offer it?"


"If you thought it really hurt me, why did you take it?"


Dawn didn't have an immediate answer.


I took a deep breath and gave her a steady look. "Yeah, it hurt a little. But I accepted it. Fair is fair, and for ME to complain about my girlfriend having other lovers would be too much hypocrisy for me to stand. Sure, in an idealized fantasy, I could fuck every fucking girl on the planet without ever having to share. But that's not reality. And that wouldn't be fair to you. We talked a lot about self-centeredness. We talked about collective utility. And even putting aside all the mumbo-jumbo philosophy, we talked plainly about how much I wanted to make you happy! Did I really want to share you with Kenny, Bert, or Jaron? Maybe not. But I was happy to let it happen ... for YOU. It was all for you."


Now Dawn started crying. She shuddered and hugged herself, and now I really felt like I needed to comfort her. But I couldn't. Not yet. I wasn't done.


"You never had to apologize to me for the threesomes and moresomes. I was cool with those from the beginning. You don't even have to apologize to me anymore for the cheating. I forgave you. But there's one thing that still bugs the shit out of me. There's one thing I still don't understand. And it's the one thing that makes me just ... well... HATE you right now!"


Dawn's eyes tilted to the sides as she looked up at me in fear. She could hear the wrath in my voice, and she quivered so much I thought she was going to pee in her pants.


That fear stopped me. She looked so helpless, so pitiful, that I couldn't bring myself to yell at her anymore. Shaking my head, I stood up and walked away, heading for the door. But just before I got to it, I turned to the right and walked beside the bed. And when I got to the nightstand, I made a U-turn and started walking back.


Dawn watched me pace around the room a few times, long enough for her initial fear to melt away. It also gave me time to calm my rage, to get my head thinking more clearly again.


Finally, she found her voice. After she managed to stop crying, she looked up at me with red-rimmed eyes and asked, "What's the one thing? What's the one reason you ... hate ... me right now."


I sighed, raising my hands and then dropping them against my sides. "The lack of communication. You didn't communicate with me. We had chances, you and me. We had a million chances to talk to each other, to share what was going through our heads. Even when you left me to spend more time with your close friends and do your own thing, we spent a lot of time together. You could have shared; you could have told me you were feeling over-pressured. But you didn't. You weren't even honest with me about how close you were to failing your Finance class, actually lying to me with some bullshit about keeping me from wasting time trying to learn your material!"


Dawn looked down at the floor, clearly avoiding the intensity of my eyes.


"Every time I worried about our relationship – every time – I told you about it. Chevelle trying to seduce me? Told you. Finding out Kim was falling in love with me? Told you. But you? You were falling to pieces, and you hid it from me. My relationship crumbled, and not just because I was an imperceptive blockhead. You didn't let me IN. We were supposed to be a collective: you and me. But you kept secrets."


"I didn't mean to."


"Mean to or not, you did." I took a deep breath. "Why Jaron? You slept with him behind my back. You cheated on me. Why him? Was it just because he's big and strong and handsome and he's got this massive schlong hanging down between his legs?"


Dawn winced. "Mostly."


"Were you attracted to him from the beginning?"


Dawn closed her eyes. "More or less."


"Did you ever fantasize about him?"


Dawn winced. "Maybe."


"Well you never told me!" I snarled, feeling the anger rising up in me again. "You HID that from me!"


"I was trying to protect you!"


"Protect me how? Convincing your boyfriend that you 'no longer have any curiosities about what it might be like to be with another man'? Huh?"


Dawn whimpered and squeezed her eyes shut.


"You know, I believed that one. You kept telling it to me over and over again. I wonder if you were trying to convince me or convince yourself."


Dawn turned her head further away.


"I would have been okay with it, you know. Everyone is allowed to fantasize. I certainly look at a hot chick and wonder what she looks like naked. I would have been fine with you doing the same. I've told you again and again: I accept Dawn Evans in all her myriad shapes and forms. You don't need to be perfect. You never did. I would have been perfectly happy with an imperfect Dawn who loved me to pieces and had a few flaws here and there. But you made yourself out to be this pristine angel, and when you set expectations that high – for both of us – there's no room for anything but disappointment."


"I never meant..." Her voice trailed off. I'm not sure she even had a clue how she wanted to finish that sentence.


Shaking my head, I continued to pace back and forth in front of the sitting area. "I could accept the threesomes and triple-penetrations. I could learn to forgive the cheating. But I couldn't handle the lying. I couldn't handle that when you made a mistake, instead of staying with me and giving me the chance to work it out with you, you disappeared and ran away. I asked you... begged you ... not to leave me. To stay and let us work it out. But you abandoned me. You didn't stay and communicate. You just packed up, ran away, and left me sobbing on the floor wondering what the hell had just happened."


Dawn cowered again, apologizing, "I'm sorry."


"Do you know what I've been through this past summer? Do you know how emotionally shattered I was for weeks after you left?"


She shook her head. "Do YOU know how I felt after?"


"NO!" I yelled immediately, louder than even before. I marched over to her, jabbing my finger in her face. "THAT'S THE FUCKING POINT! I DON'T KNOW! HOW COULD I? WHEN I WANTED TO KNOW, I WENT OVER TO YOUR HOUSE AND FOUND OUT YOU'D DRIVEN CLEAR ACROSS THE FUCKING COUNTRY!!!"


With a creak, the door opened. Wide-eyed, Brooke and DJ poked their heads inside. They scanned the room, possibly just to make sure I hadn't just murdered Dawn. And finding that we were both upright and breathing, they quickly pulled back and shut the door.


The momentary interruption put the brakes on my rant. I stopped pacing, just breathing heavily as I worked to calm myself down. With my chest rising and falling dramatically, I bit my lip and shook my head slowly while staring at the supposed love of my life with a world of pain behind my eyes. And feeling more hurt than angry, I shrugged and stated bitterly, "For all I knew, you were off on that road trip slutting your way across the country. For all I knew, you were hopped up on those illegal narcotics you spouted off about, taking strange cocks into your body and getting hosed down with stinky cum."


A fire went off behind Dawn's irises as she narrowed her eyes, stiffened her spine, and snorted, "No fucking way. I'm better than that."


"Well what the fuck was I supposed to think after the way you left me? Huh?"


The fire in her eyes immediately went out. Dawn bit her lip and averted her eyes. I continued staring her down, and she continued avoiding my gaze. We both went silent, neither of us speaking for what felt like at least five minutes. But after a while, she rather sullenly looked back at me and shook her head as if sadly disappointed in me. It was clear that while she'd heard my words, and perhaps even accepted them, there was still a part of her that felt she'd done the right thing in walking away. I think she understood how hurt I was that she'd up and disappeared, but the simple fact was that I didn't really know what she'd been going through the past three months, so I couldn't truly understand how hurt she might be feeling as well.


But at length, she didn't try to explain. She just seemed to shrink, and after a deep breath, and said quietly, "I'm sorry."


I sighed and thought back to everything we'd lost. We were once each other's soulmate. But now? Now we were just exes, wallowing in past pain, both of us wanting nothing more than to feel better again.


"I'm sorry," she repeated, since I hadn't replied to her previous apology. "What I did to you was wrong, and I can see now that the pain you felt was only compounded by my leaving you and not communicating. I'm sorry for making you worry about me. I have to admit that I had a few ... urges ... these past few months. It's not that I really thought I could get a sexual high any better than with you, or that drugs would make my pain go away. I think I just wanted to punish myself, to take that idea of a "perfect Dawn" and see it so thoroughly destroyed that no one would ever try to hold me to that standard ever again. But I was with Gwen and Robin for the entire road trip, and they would never let me do something that crazy. And once I got home, Mom was watching me like a hawk and Dayna kept checking in on me. I know Dad would have locked me in my room if I ever came home smelling like sex or drugs."


I allowed myself a faint smile. Thank goodness for family.


Dawn sighed heavily. "I'm sorry I never talked to you, or let you talk to me. But I did it because I felt it was the only thing I could do. I did cheat on you – there's no getting around that one. I committed perhaps the gravest sin imaginable in a relationship: betrayal. And for that, I couldn't bear to see you, or even hear your voice."


I pinched my lips, nodding and letting her speak. I felt that I'd done enough ranting already.


"I'm not worthy of you, Ben. I'm not going to put you up on a pedestal and claim that you're perfect or anything. But I truly believe that in this case, you are blameless. I know you, know that you're going to beat yourself up over the things you could have done differently that might have prevented all this from happening. I know you're going to flagellate yourself for not seeing the signs and realizing what was going on. Please don't. I meant what I said before. This has nothing to do with you and everything to do with me."


I gave her a pained look, hearing her words not to blame myself but not sure that I really could.


"I've taken a lot of time ... a LOT of time ... trying to figure out who I really want to be. I spent my whole life trying to be ... perfect. Everybody loves perfection. Everybody wants perfection. I felt like I could be that perfect. I didn't cut corners. I followed the rules. I studied. I worked hard. And I always considered my friends and lovers ahead of myself. Perfect meant not thinking selfishly. Perfect meant pleasing my parents. Perfect meant being with you, marrying you, and giving our families shared grandchildren. Perfect meant getting straight-A's. Perfect meant letting my boyfriend act out his sexual urges while remaining pristine and loyal myself. Perfect meant dedicating my time to YOUR happiness, being the perfect girlfriend so that I could grow up to be your perfect wife."


I heard all these wonderful things, and my heart sank as I realized these were all the things Dawn could NOT be. She couldn't be "perfect". No one could. And in that moment, I realized that choosing to no longer try and be "perfect" also meant no longer trying to be with me.


"Perfect Dawn is gone now, lost in a haze of sinful lust with a very nice guy who wasn't my boyfriend. All that's left is ... me. And I'm not sure who she is just yet."


"You're still Dawn. And I've told you from the beginning that I accept Dawn Evans in whatever myriad shapes and forms she may take." Right then I knew that I wanted her back. Before, I hadn't been so sure. Talking to Amber as recently as two nights ago, I debated with myself whether or not I would take her back if that's what she wanted. Now I knew. I WOULD.


She managed a faint smile at my words. But it was a sad smile as she shook her head and replied, "But even if you're willing to accept me, I can't go back to you."


My heart sank all the way down.


"In fact, I'm not even coming back here."


My spine stiffened and I jerked upright. "Wait, what?"


Dawn took a deep breath, and then she dropped the hammer. "I'm taking a leave of absence. I'm not returning to Berkeley for the Fall semester."


"You can't!"


"It's done. I put in the paperwork weeks ago."


"Then re-enroll! There's still time, still classes that have openings!"


She shook her head. "I just need to get away from here for a while – away from you – away from a lot of things."


"That's what you just did! Wasn't that the point of the road trip?"


"It wasn't enough."


"And you just spent two more months avoiding me!"


"I'll try not to avoid you. I'll call; we'll talk. But I still have to go. I have to find myself again. I have to figure out who I want to be. Perfect Dawn wanted to go into business, in part to be with you. I don't know that I would have chosen it as my major if I hadn't gotten to share all those classes with you. I'm not Perfect Dawn anymore. I've got to figure out what career I really want for myself."


"You're a fucking Senior! You've already gotten so many credits toward your major!"


She shrugged. "Worst case, it takes me five years to graduate. And I WILL graduate. Whatever form of Dawn I become, I still want my degree."


"Five years plus a leave of absence! That's six years!"


Dawn smiled. "Maybe DJ and I will graduate together. It's not the end of the world."


My jaw dropped, and I shook my head in disbelief. Dawn leaving? Dawn not at Berkeley with me the coming year? All of a sudden, I didn't care about the cheating or the abandonment or the communication problems we'd had the past several months. None of them mattered. Anything was better than being apart from her for an entire year, if not longer. I'd just fucking gotten her back, and suddenly, for all I knew we would NEVER be together again.


"Dawn, NO!" I pleaded.


"I have to do this."


"No you don't!" I protested. "Don't do this to me; not again. You just got done apologizing for hurting me and for then compounding that pain by disappearing on me. You can't do it again!!!"


She shook her head. "This isn't about disappearing on you anymore. This has everything to do with me taking the time I need to fix myself."


"Stay here. Stay with me. Let me help you!" I pleaded before Amber suddenly popped into the front of my mind. "I met someone in the last few months. She went through the same kind of thing you are. She thinks she's all messed up and doesn't deserve the guy she really loves."


My voice trailed off as I realized what direction I was going. Dawn waited for me to continue, and when I didn't, she led me by asking, "And... ?"


My heart sank. "And ... uh ... she's staying here for another year, vowing to fix herself before going back to him."


Dawn just blinked at me and canted her head to the side, giving me a 'well, duh' look. "Then you understand."


I didn't understand. "Women..." I scowled. "You both frustrate the hell out of me."


Dawn shrugged as if that wasn't her problem. "The arrangements are all complete. I leave tomorrow."


"Leave? Leave where? You're leaving home?"


She nodded. "I can't stay with my parents. It's too close to here, too close to you. And really, part of setting off to find myself includes leaving Mom and Dad. There are too many things in the Bay Area that tie me to my past. I have to let them go."


"Dawn, this is your family."


She laughed. "I'm not emancipating myself or anything. My family will always be my family. They'll still be here when I get back. And I still have my cell phone and email and all that. I'm not joining the Peace Corps and flying off to Mali."


"Where ARE you going?"


Dawn smiled. "I'm going to work at Morris Camp, actually. Mom told me they were advertising for some extra ranch hands. And when I called and told them my name, they signed me up immediately."


My jaw dropped. Instantly, I was transported back in time to when Amber and I were up on the ridge, talking about leaving our lives behind and becoming Morris Camp ranch hands. It seemed like such an idyllic existence, but completely unreal. And now Dawn was actually doing it.


Dawn then stood up, walking over to me. I still stood there in shock, completely stunned that she was up and leaving Berkeley behind. She reached to me with her right hand, trailing her fingertips along my cheek. As she did so, the cuff of her long-sleeved shirt dropped a few inches down her forearm. And as the pastel blue material fell away, I caught sight of something silver in the corner of my eye.


Immediately, my left hand whipped up to seize Dawn's arm. She smiled as I stepped back and gawked at her wrist. And if I was stunned before, I was absolutely floored now to see her wearing a cheap silver bracelet with the words 'Ben Forever' stenciled into the side.


"I still love you, my Ben," Dawn stated softly. "I'm truly sorry that it has to be this way, but this is something I've decided I need to do for myself. Just know that no matter what form of Dawn Evans returns from this little sabbatical, she will always be an Evans, she will always be a part of this family, and one way or another, she will always love you."


Dawn leaned in and kissed my cheek just then. My unmoving fingers remained outstretched where they had gripped her wrist, even though she pulled her arm out of my grasp. Shell-shocked into absolute stillness, I remained frozen where I stood. And as Dawn stepped away, she turned and circled around so that she stood immediately behind me.


Gently, she kissed the back of my neck.


And then she was gone.





Within the confines of my room, I heard a car door closing in the driveway. I went to the window when I heard an engine start, and looked down to find that Dawn was already inside her beat-up Malibu. I couldn't see her face, and never saw it as she backed out onto the street and then drove off. And I remained at the window until her car was out of sight.


I stared down that road for a long while. Other cars came and went, but I wasn't looking at them. In my mind's eye, I watched Dawn make the set of turns to bring her onto the freeway. And I watched the rear end of the car get smaller and smaller as it headed northward for the horizon.


Good luck, I wished silently. Find yourself, and then come home.


I don't know how long I remained at that window, staring off down the street. I probably could have stayed there for hours, lost to my own thoughts. But a vibration followed by a cute little pop ditty shook me from my reverie:


// Drench yourself in words unspoken, Live your life with arms wide open



// Today is where your book begins, The rest is still unwritten.



I blinked and looked down at my pocket. The song was off Natasha Bedingfield's new album, some yet-undiscovered track that hadn't been made a radio single just yet. Amber loved the song for some reason, and she'd coaxed me into making it my ringtone for whenever she called me. Hearing it now reminded me of her, and I resolved that no matter where our lives would take us, we would stay friends.


But it was a different old friend calling me. I arched an eyebrow in surprise when I saw Megan Kwan's name across the display, and I quickly opened the phone. "Hey, this is a surprise," I remarked.


"I thought you should hear the good news."


"Good news?"


Megan giggled on the other end of the line. "Guess what?"


I was still bone-tired, mentally and emotionally exhausted after everything I'd been through. Having just watched the love of my life get in her car and drive away, more or less telling me that I wouldn't see her for the next year or so, I wasn't in the mood to play guessing games. Rather cranky, I just sighed, "What?"


"Daniel and Elaine eloped!" Megan cheered, the energy in her voice buoying my heavy heart. "Can you believe it? They just up and got married!"


My jaw was on the floor. I turned away from the window and half-bent over in shock. "Seriously?"


"Dead serious! Elaine called me right after. She said Daniel came to her house and told her that he just couldn't imagine going another day in his life without her by his side. He dragged her out right in front of her parents, stuck her in the car and told her they were getting married that instant. They drove straight to the Santa Ana courthouse and did it. They're on the road to Vegas right now to celebrate!"


I whistled in amazement, and the two of us chatted for a few more minutes about how great it was that our friends had found each other once again. But then Megan made a comment about wanting to tell other people the good news, and I let her go so that she could make the other calls.


I stared at my phone for a minute or so, thinking about Daniel and Elaine. I wondered if Daniel had gotten to skydive. I wondered if Elaine had explored the possibilities of being with someone else. And I wondered if they'd both stayed abstinent and gotten married still as each other's one and only. Perhaps their eight months apart would end up being just a minor speed bump in their road to eternal happiness. Perhaps being apart and taking a walk on the other side had taught them how special their original relationship really was. Perhaps calling off the wedding would turn out to be the best thing that ever happened to them.


Who knew? Their future was still unwritten. But the pair had twenty-one YEARS of foundation to build from. And that already had counted for something.


Putting my phone back into my pocket, I took a deep breath and turned away from the window. Dawn was now long gone, but I knew she would be back.


I just... felt it.





Brooke and DJ wanted to pepper me with questions about the conversation I'd had with Dawn. Given their intimate knowledge of what had been said, I gathered that they'd been eavesdropping from the very beginning. Plus, Dawn had stopped and talked to them about her leave of absence and going to work at Morris Camp before she'd driven off. But they still wanted to know how I felt about everything and discuss their own opinions as well.


I was tired of talking.


Between the long conversations with Amber on Thursday, work and the visit to the Evanses on Friday, and now that emotionally-draining meeting with Dawn, I was just over the whole verbal communication thing. So I left the girls, grabbing my car keys and explaining that I just needed some fresh air. I told them I would be back in a bit, walked out the door, and then drove away without having any idea where I was going.


I couldn't go back to Stanford. Lynne might be able to lend me a sympathetic ear, but I felt like I'd put her through enough emotional anguish this summer. School started tomorrow for me, and it was time to get myself back into gear. Best to let Lynne resume her own life.


Likewise, I couldn't go to Amber. I had just spent the majority of Thursday night discussing Dawn, and what girl wouldn't want to hear the update now that I'd actually spoken with my ex-girlfriend? But I didn't trust myself in my current state. The woman I used to think of as my soulmate had just told me she was leaving for the next year or so. Even though I consciously accepted her decision and held out hope for the future, I didn't know what kind of mental state I was in. If Amber once again pulled that little stunt of opening her towel and pleading for me to put our pasts behind us so we could become lovers once again, I wouldn't be able to resist. I didn't necessarily think she'd do that to me, but I was very vulnerable right now.


Without really thinking about it, I wound up heading southbound on 880. My high school biology professor used to tell us that our brains were smarter than we were. It was a way of saying that instinct often served us better than coherent thought, since instinct wasn't clouded by self-doubt or hesitation. More than once I'd found myself driving on auto-pilot and finding myself right where I needed to be, and that was the case today.


Bert's mom met me at the door asking if I'd eaten lunch yet while wonderful scents wafted into my nose from the kitchen. Bert himself met me with an Xbox controller that quite literally had my name on it.


Right where I needed to be.





Brooke predictably called me an hour after I left, just wanting to make sure that I wasn't face-down in a ditch somewhere. She complained that I'd told them I would be "back in a bit", and I edumacated my little sister on the definition of "a bit" being rather undefined.


Still, I returned home in time for dinner, having cleared my head through therapeutic button-mashing. Oh, Bert had asked why I was in such a weird mood ("a Zen state" as he put it), and I explained about Dawn. Being a guy, he took the news in stride, asked a few questions just to make sure he had the facts right, and then shrugged and resumed our video game.


Brooke and DJ of course were rather more probing, but they didn't get much more out of me than Bert had. I basically had no idea how I was going to handle Dawn's absence, answering only that I'd take each day as it came. I had no idea what I was going to do with my romantic future, answering that I was neither going to seek out a new girlfriend nor actively avoid the possibility. And indeed, I had absolutely zero plans of any kind, other than to show up for class on Monday and keep taking classes until I got my degree.


I went out for more "fresh air" after dinner. Brooke and DJ let me go without argument, not even trying to extract a promised time for my return. I did my "adrift" thing, just meandering around the campus and then North Berkeley, walking to nowhere, letting my mind spin and spin and spin. Like a piece of debris left on the ocean currents, I simply went wherever fate took me.


And at some point, just as I was walking down a familiar section of Arch Street, something Amber had once said to me popped into my head: Sometimes destiny happens, whether you believe in it or not.


While I was still pondering that, a voice called out to me. "Ben?"


I stopped walking and turned to the voice. Standing on the front porch of her house, Chevelle Morrison gave me a funny look. I blinked in surprise to see my old project team member and classmate. Wearing a scoop-necked peasant shirt without a bra, a flowing skirt, and wearing an eclectic mix of beads and other homemade jewelry, the dirty-blonde hippie chick flashed me a wide grin as she stepped off her porch and came down the walkway.


When she arrived at the front gate of her white picket fence, I greeted lamely, "Oh ... hey..."


"What are you doing here?" she asked, stopping on the other side of the gate.


"Uh, just going for a walk," I replied, gesturing ahead of me further north.


Chevelle looked in the direction I was gesturing and smirked. "Nothing that way but quiet residential neighborhood."


I smiled. "Sounds perfect."


"But all the action on a Saturday night is that way." She pointed west toward Shattuck and the other main streets.


I shook my head. "It's been a weird day – kind of a weird week, actually. I've just been wandering, alone with my thoughts."


Chevelle nodded, not even really hearing me as her eyes had gone vacant. But then turning to me with a sudden brightness like a light bulb had just gone off in her head, she asked, "Hey, you busy right now?"


"Uh, right now?" I stammered.


She grinned and jerked a thumb down the street. "I'm going to this party. Last big celebration before classes start on Monday, you know? Wanna come?"


I arched an eyebrow, pondering the idea for about a second. But then popping both eyebrows and shrugging, I replied, "Why not?"





"OHHHWAAAUUGGHAAAAAHHHH!!!"


Bent over on all fours, Chevelle threw her head back, throwing long locks of dirty-blonde hair in every direction as my cock unrelentingly burrowed inch after inch up her tight asshole. Her long fingernails scrabbled at the bedsheets, bunching up the fabric in her hands with a desperate fierceness that mirrored the tension of every other muscle throughout her body. But despite her instinctive attempts to clamp down on me and prevent any further penetration of her most private hole, she was helpless beneath my ceaseless forward pressure.


"See how big my cock feels up your ass?" I growled almost menacingly. Only when my pelvic bone finally hit her buttcheeks did I finally let go of the hippie chick's hips. Even then, I only let go with my right hand so that I could give the poor girl two healthy spanks while my left hand snaked around her waist to resume fingering her protruding clit.


Chevelle didn't answer, just breathing shallowly as she simultaneously tried to recover from the intensity of the last climax I'd given her and the somewhat unexpected violation of her nether hole. Her grip on the bedsheets relaxed as she got used to the feeling, but then she tightened her hands once again when I started pumping.


"Oh, God ... Oh, God..." Chevelle whimpered, dropping her head back down to hang between her shoulder blades as I began rocking her body back and forth with my rhythmic thrusts in and out of her ass.


I leaned forward over her naked back, using my right hand to hook a finger in Chevelle's mouth and turn her face toward me. I watched her green eyes fluttering as she tried to absorb the sensations I was causing in her, only adding to them as I raised my left hand to cup and fondle her swaying breast. "Which god are you pleading to?" I asked, whispering in her ear. "You've told me about a variety of them tonight, from Gaia to Kukulcan to various spirit deities."


She didn't reply except to moan, her eyes continuing to flutter as I traced the center of her ribcage between her breasts with my left middle finger before cupping my hand and squeezing her entire boob.


I grinned, not really expecting a response. Chevelle was too far gone into the orgasmic state, a plane of almost zombie-like semi-consciousness where nothing existed but the physical pleasure. After a pleasant evening of flirting, drinking, and smoking pot, my ex-teammate had taken me into an available bedroom with an unfortunate misconception of what I was going to do to her. After all, she was still under the impression that the Big Ben reputation was just hype. And I'd just spent the past hour correcting her of that mistaken belief.


I hadn't held back. The memory of my one great failure as a lover had stuck in my craw like a popcorn kernel wedged into an unfortunate corner of my teeth for the past eight months. And I promised myself I wouldn't settle for anything less than a limp, drooling, wreck of a young woman passed out from sexual ecstasy and waking up to wonder what truck had just run her over.


Chevelle's first orgasm came at minute 3. Her second came at minute 5. Over the course of the past hour, I'd shown her that the greatest tantric sex had nothing on me. We fucked in a variety of positions, some borrowed from the Kama Sutra and some just invented by me on the fly. I ate her out. I fucked her against the wall. And I hooked her knees over the closet pole, fucking her face while I chewed on her clit until the damn wooden dowel snapped in half, collapsing Chevelle along with some dude's clothes into a mess on the floor.


While I'd taken the time to get my own pleasure, spooging her cunt full of cum around minute 20 and pulling out of her pussy to nut a load down her throat somewhere around minute 37, I'd gone out of my way to ensure Chevelle got at least a six-to-one ratio of orgasms compared to me. By the time she got her eighteenth climax, fucking doggy-style on the bed while I tickled the nerve clusters near her ribs and shoved two lubricated fingers up her ass, I figured it was time for the grand finale and switched holes while she was still in the throes of orgasm.


Now, I pushed myself upright, raising both of my hands into the air while continuing to fuck in and out of the hot coed's anal chute with just hip undulations. I reviewed my plan of attack in my head, mentally laying out the process step-by-step as if it were a convoluted bank heist and the goal to render Chevelle unconscious rather than to escape with undeserved loot (actually, the two ideas were pretty similar). And after interlacing my fingers and then turning my palms outward to stretch them, I held my hands up, working out the kinks in each knuckle before I set to work.


In retrospect, I can understand why the people outside did what they did. After all, once I really started to work on Chevelle, the sounds she made DID seem pretty terrifying.


"DON'T!" she screamed several times.


"STOP!" came after them, but with enough of a delay that an outside observer might not link the two.


"YOU'RE KILLING ME!" sounded rather dramatic.


"HURTS SO BAD!" likewise was rather ominous.


"PLEASE!" by itself was pretty neutral, but thrown in with the rest could be considered negative.


Throw in a few ear-piercing shrieks that would be right at home in a Wes Craven horror movie, and you have a soundtrack that I guess invited a couple of guys outside to quite literally break down the door. And finally, Chevelle's last wailing "NOOOOOO!!!!" more or less brought in the cavalry.


"ARGH!" I groaned as I slammed my hips forward one final time and let loose with a fire hydrant spray of cum into Chevelle's bowels, joining her in orgasm. She threw her head back, eyes shut and squeezing out twin rows of tears to roll down her cheeks as she howled in mixed pain and ecstasy. With her eyes shut, she didn't even see the crowd of six people who abruptly tumbled into the room when the door lock finally failed. Three guys and three girls gawked at the pair of us still coupled together on the bed, Chevelle shaking in obvious orgasm while my crotch remained attached to her ass. I was sure my body's elevation suspiciously indicated exactly in which of her holes I was currently buried.


Too consumed with my own ejaculation, I just stared at the would-be rescuers dumbly while continuing to pump wave after wave of spunk up the poor hippie chick's rectum. The fingernails of my right hand pinched harshly on her right nipple while my left hand automatically strummed her abused clit. And Chevelle continued to quake and quiver until her body decided that enough was enough and began its slow collapse to the bed.


Just as her cheek landed on the mattress, my own heavy weight dropping down across her back, Chevelle opened her eyes. When I asked her about it later, she claimed not to remember anyone coming in the room. But I distinctly recall the way she smirked at the six onlookers with a shit-eating grin before mumbling, "It's true..." And only then did she pass out.


Drunk on the lustful power-trip, I threw my own shit-eating grin to the crowd. After a few seconds to gather my strength, I did a push-up, gingerly extracting my cock from Chevelle's vulgarly-stretched anus. And then sitting back on my heels while the sweat visibly steamed off my head and shoulders, I shrugged and explained, "I'm Big Ben. The fuck did you expect?"





-- SUNDAY, AUGUST 28, 2005, 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 took it like a trouper, 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 sunny blonde-haired head bobbing up and down in my lap. I lay my head back down on the pillow, re-closing my eyes. And with a sigh of happiness, I settled my hand onto DJ's head. "Morning, kiddo."


She giggled around a mouthful of cock, sucking on me extra hard.


I felt someone shift beside me, the head rotating against the fabric of the pillow. I automatically turned my own head to meet them, and I opened my eyes to see my cute sister's sweet face.


"Snarfin' jepsum?" Brooke asked me drowsily, not even conscious. Smacking her lips, her half-lidded eyes closed as she rolled her nose into the crook of my shoulder and promptly went back to sleep. I just grinned and stroked her spine while letting my head fall back against the pillow, closing my eyes and wallowing in the pleasure of a hot blonde lavishing oral love upon my cock.


Eventually, DJ's expert fellatio brought me off, causing me to spurt a thick load of creamy spunk into her mouth. When I was done, she gaped her mouth open to show me the collected pool, trying not to laugh, although she giggled through her nose. And after gulping it all down, she gave me a deeply-satisfied grin.


I had a pretty satisfied grin myself. Reaching my arm out to her, I invited DJ to cuddle up against my other side. She rolled her eyes to see Brooke still out cold and snoring a bit, but then she rather cutely turned those crystal clear blue irises up to look at me. "Can I get one of those every morning?" I asked happily, still riding the pleasant post-ejaculate buzz.


"Sure," DJ giggled. "But you're gonna have to let me move in here with you."


Instinctively, I smiled and started nodding. But then I thought about Dawn ... and Lynne ... and Amber ... Hadn't I rebounded enough already? It was one thing to not want to be alone. It was quite another to just keep latching onto whichever willing female tried to accommodate me.


"Just kidding, just kidding," DJ said quickly when she realized I was taking her seriously. But there was a flash of something in her eyes that told me she wasn't entirely joking. In any case, she averted her gaze and just hugged herself to my side, running her hand beneath my shirt to rub my belly.


The three of us lay together for a couple more minutes. I'd returned home last night to find that both Brooke and DJ had set up shop in my bedroom, dressed in their pajamas and already beneath the sheets of my bed. After sending me to the bathroom for a shower, they beckoned me to sleep between them. And we'd spent the night more or less in the same positions we found ourselves in now.


But DJ now rolled herself out of bed, stretching out and then hopping off to walk out of the room. The movement on the mattress seemed to wake Brooke, who rose up to give me a quick peck on the lips before groaning and rolling to the opposite edge of the bed, parking her heels on the bedframe and yawning out a big stretch. Then she too left to change clothes in her own bedroom.


I took a deep breath and stretched myself out across the king-sized bed, my arms and legs going out to the far corners without any female bodies impeding my way. And I thought about the point at which I now found my life.


I no longer had a girlfriend, and with Brooke's and DJ's boyfriends returning to campus today I couldn't expect to have a cuddle partner every night. It wasn't the end of the world to sleep alone, but it was something I'd have to get used to again.


The first classes of my Senior Year started tomorrow morning. And for the first time since arriving at Berkeley's campus, I would be walking up the hill to Cheit Hall without Dawn by my side.


I wasn't yet sure how I was going to occupy my free time. Bert would probably leave his Xbox here again, and we could spend a few afternoons destroying virtual bad guys. But he would still be taking the BART back home to Fremont each evening, and with a girlfriend across the bay at Stanford, I wasn't even sure how much free time he would want to waste on me.


Rolling myself out of bed, I went into the bathroom to go through my usual morning routine. Still clad in my pajamas, I came back to my room and sat down at the desk while opening my laptop computer. It had become a morning routine to check my email even before changing clothes, but as I opened up my mail account, I was startled to find that I actually had ZERO new messages.


Really, I didn't even have spam. It was a random Sunday morning before school had even started, but it was still a sobering thought that nobody had bothered to send me a message. I sighed and realized that this was just one more illustration of the point to which my life had come.


My future was a blank slate. Girlfriend? Nope. Close friends? Just Bert. My social calendar? Empty. Even the new Tri-Delt Pledge Mistress was an unknown, a Senior girl named Annette that I didn't know very well at all. My entire life was starting over completely from scratch.


Well, maybe not completely.


I dressed and went downstairs to find that DJ and Brooke had already started breakfast. As I took in their cheery faces and flirtatious innuendoes, I couldn't help but smile. No matter what, I would always have my family.





It was lunchtime, and I was alone once again. Brooke and DJ had made plans to visit DJ's parents and then meet up with their now-sophomore friends at Vivian Wang's house. And while they felt bad about "abandoning" me, I'd insisted that they go ahead. I felt like nuking a microwavable pizza anyway.


I was zoning out in front of the TV, not really thinking about much of anything when my phone started going off in my pocket. As usual, the ringtone reminded me of Amber, but when I looked at the display, I saw that it was Kady calling me.


"Hey. What's up?" I greeted, muting the television.


"Hey Ben," Kady said in the most subdued voice I'd ever heard from her. "Uh ... How's it going?"


My eyebrows furrowed and I frowned at her tone. "Uh, I'm fine. What's wrong?"


"Nothing's wrong per se..." she began, taking a deep breath. "It's kind of a matter of perspective. After all, what's really tragic to one person might be considered funny to someone else."


Now I was really confused. "Kady, what's going on?"


She sighed and I heard muffled sounds of someone else talking in the background. But then Kady took her hand off the phone and came back to the line. With one more deep breath, Kady explained, "I don't know how to tell you this ... Noelle's pregnant."


My heart stopped for a full second. Wait, what? Noelle? Pregnant? WTF? Impossible. Impossible, right? "Uh..." I stammered. "E-excuse me?"


"Fuckin' A!" Kady suddenly squealed, that effervescent tone back in her voice. "I TOTALLY had you!"


I blinked rapidly, my jaw dropping in utter shock. With eyes WIDE open, I gawked and looked around the living room, wondering if there was a hidden camera around somewhere just waiting to capture my absolutely shocked expression. But as sudden relief and wrath simultaneously surged into my brain, I grabbed the phone and held the damn thing out in front of my face, yelling, "GAWD DAMMIT, KADY! THAT'S NOT SOMETHING YOU FUCKING JOKE ABOUT!!!"


"Hahahahahahahahaha..." she was braying like an over-excited donkey.


"KADY!!!"



"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," she apologized, sounding anything but apologetic. Still laughing, but fighting to calm herself, she sighed and added, "Amber wanted to talk to you. I just had the sudden urge to try that and see how you reacted."


"UGHHH!!!" I put both hands atop my head, eyes bugging out as I just stared at the wall in utter disbelief that she actually went and pulled that stunt.


But taking a deep breath, I managed to at least begin to calm myself. And checking my phone's display to make sure I hadn't accidentally hung up on her, I once again put the receiver to my ear. "I'm gonna get you back for that one," I growled. "Maybe it would be appropriate if I knocked YOU up."


"Come and get me, big boy," Kady teased.


"Ugh," I sighed again.


"Anyway, here's Amber."


I heard the phone being passed off, and then my ex-girlfriend was on the line. "Sorry about that. I didn't know that's what she was going to say. I shouldn't have let her do that to you – not exactly the way to put you in the sharing mood."


"It's alright. Not your fault. What's that about a sharing mood?"


"Oh. Well, I wanted to call and see how you were doing. You talked to Dawn yesterday?"


I arched an eyebrow and sank deeper into the couch. "How'd you know about that?"


"Dayna told me."


"And how did Dayna... ?" I rolled my eyes, remembering that Brooke and DJ had been home. "Nevermind."


"So how'd it go?"


"It went pretty well, all things considering. I found out my paranoias were a lot worse than reality."


"They usually are. So things weren't as bad as you'd feared?"


"Not even close. Dawn didn't sleep with Rutledge. She wasn't slutting her way across the country. Really, she was just filled with self-loathing and avoiding me out of her own guilt."


Amber didn't reply right away. But after a few seconds, she replied, "I can relate."


I let that slide. "I also sort of realized what upset me the most."


"Which was what?"


"The lack of communication. The not telling me what was bothering her throughout our relationship and then just up and disappearing on me after it fell apart. Seriously, how does a girl just NOT talk to the man she loves?"


Amber went silent again. "Sometimes, avoidance is all she CAN do."


"Bullshit."


"It's what I do."


"What do you mean?"


She sighed. "I haven't talked to David since we broke up. He knows where I am. E-Beth fills him in every now and again. But we've never spoken, or emailed, or anything. He's sent me a few messages and even a snail mail or two, especially on my birthday. But I can't bring myself to respond."


"For fuck's sake, why?"


"Just ... because..."


I sighed and collected myself, thinking for the umpteenth time just how much Amber reminded me of Dawn sometimes. They weren't the same person, and had radically different personalities. If anything, Amber acted more like pre-lesbian Adrienne than Dawn. But the parallels that had shown up between her relationship with David and my relationship with Dawn just couldn't be ignored.


"How can you do that to him? Why do you not contact him? We've been over this before. You love him, and you want to go back to him. But even though you love him so much, you're NOT going back to him yet. You're finishing this third year of medical school instead of packing your bags this very moment and going home."


Amber didn't answer me right away. I didn't press her, either. I just remained on the phone, waiting her out. Eventually, she spoke. But even then, it wasn't what I was expecting. "Hang on a sec. I'm calling you back."


I frowned. "What?"


Just then, the call from Kady's phone ended. But before I could really ponder that, I got an incoming call from Amber's cell phone instead.


When I picked up the line, I heard the rustling of wind as Amber appeared to be walking from Kady's apartment back into her own. A second later, I heard a door close and then Amber sighed. "I'm not ready," she stated without preamble.


"What the hell does 'ready' mean?"


"There are a million reasons why I can't go back to David yet."


"Name one."


"Because I'm still in love with you."


That silenced me, and I hung my head as I tried to work my brain around the feelings I had for her.


"We broke up only a week ago. I need time to get over you," Amber explained. "The fact is: if you came over here right now and gave me one of those soul-searching kisses you do so well, I wouldn't be able to stop myself from flopping onto my back, spreading my legs, and begging you to fucking pound me."


I suddenly had the urge to go for a drive.


"But you can't do that. Please don't do that. We both know I really love him, and it's going to be hard enough to remain abstinent for the next year or so."


"Abstinent?"


"Of course. Well, I might have a few girls like Chloe keep me company. But no more dicks. I belong to David now. My heart is already with him, and so should my body. I'm vulnerable to you, but we both know I really want to be with him."


"Then why put yourself through this? Fly home. Get him to pound you."


"I wish I could. But I don't deserve him yet."


"According to what criteria?"


"Mine. I still have enough self-respect to value my own opinion. And I know that I don't respect myself enough to consider myself worthy of him."


"Why don't you let him decide if you're worthy. If he's anything like me, he'll take you back no matter what."


"He IS like you. I'd like to think that he would take me back." Amber took a deep breath. "But I wouldn't respect myself for running back to him and letting him accept me like that."


"Why NOT?"


"Because ... He deserves better."


"Ugh." I felt like we were talking in circles again.


"I know why you're asking me this. You're less interested in why I'm avoiding David than looking for an answer about Dawn. What's going on?"


I took a deep breath. "She's leaving me."


"Leaving?"


"Dawn ... she's leaving me again. Took a leave of absence from school. Going to be a ranch hand at Morris Camp for the foreseeable future, can you believe it?"


"Seriously?"


I nodded before realizing I had to verbally respond, "Yes."


"Wow..."


"I want to know why she's doing it. You say you've avoided David for two years now. Well, I've had Dawn avoiding me for three months, and it just KILLS me inside. You KNOW it's gotta be killing him, too. If he cares for you even HALF of what I care for Dawn, having you completely shut him out is the worst thing you could be doing to him. How can you do it?"


Amber went quiet again.


I fidgeted on my end of the phone, wondering when she was going to answer, or even IF she was going to answer. The longer I waited, the antsier I got. And I was just about to screw this phone conversation and get in my car to drive over and do this in person when she finally responded.


"This is my penance," she said. "This is my prison."


"Excuse me?"


"Breaking and entering, grand theft auto, first degree murder: these are all horrible things that land a person in jail. They don't hand out terms for breaking someone's heart. But it's a crime just the same."


"No it's not."


"Sure it is. I caused him pain. If I go back to him and have him take me back when I haven't served my sentence, I'll feel like I cheated the system. I broke his heart to pursue my dream. I deserve to suffer for what I did to him."


"That doesn't make any sense. Do you think he'd want you to suffer?"


"Probably not. He's a sweet guy, just like you."


"Exactly. And I've forgiven Dawn."


"And David would probably forgive me. But even so, I can't go back. Every day with him I would know that I didn't deserve to be with him. The guilt would EAT at me from the inside, poisoning our new relationship. You have to understand: when I avoid the man I love the most, it has everything to do with me and NOTHING to do with him."


I groaned and exhaled wearily. Having heard that argument time and again from Dawn yesterday, I couldn't help but feel annoyed to hear it from Amber as well. It was the most fucked-up piece of logic I'd ever known. But when I stopped to think about it, now analyzed in a relationship that was not my own, I had to admit that it made a certain kind of sense.


Let's say Dawn wanted to be with me. Let's say she wanted to marry me tomorrow, start having kids, and raise our family until "Happily Ever After". She wouldn't be able to do it, not yet. She wasn't ready. Three months ago she cheated on me. She'd spent her whole life trying to be "Perfect Dawn", and after finally realizing that such perfection wasn't possible, her sense of identity had fallen apart. She couldn't be with me because she didn't know who "she" was anymore. And even if she did, she couldn't truly be with me until she found a way to ease her sense of guilt over what she'd done.


She just wasn't ready.


"But even if that explains why you can't be together," I reasoned. "That doesn't explain the complete lack of communication."


Amber sighed. "Because it would hurt me too much to talk to him. Let me explain it to you this way: I'm not coming to visit you."


"Huh?"


"I want you back, Ben. Right now, after only a few days since we were so madly in love and so undeniably happy together, I miss the crap out of you. I was absolutely THRILLED when you showed up on Thursday to talk to me, even though nothing happened between us. But I'm not going to come visit you. And I sincerely hope that you don't come visit me."


"What?" I sputtered. "Why?"


"Because it would hurt too much. It's easier to deal with the pain of being apart from you when I don't see you every day. I focus on my work and my studies and keep myself occupied. Out of sight, out of mind – at least as much as I can manage. I still lie awake at night thinking about you, thinking about what we could have been together. I masturbate sometimes, fantasizing about the glorious orgasms we've given each other. And I've cried myself to sleep every night, none more so than that Thursday night when you visited and then left me. Having you in my living room, I wanted so much to bring you back into my bedroom and just cuddle, even if we didn't make love. And it hurt so badly to see you walk away."


"I'm ... sorry..." I apologized, not sure that I'd done anything wrong but feeling like it was the right thing to say.


Amber took a deep breath. "I don't like that pain. And to see David, or even just hear David's voice would destroy me inside, don't you see? I know I don't deserve him yet, not until I've dealt with this guilt over leaving him in the first place. I know that to be with him now, while I'm still in love with you, would not be fair to him. So I'm caught between a rock and a hard place, unable to be with him and unable to bear the sound of his voice. I'm stuck. And I'm pretty sure that's where Dawn is right now."


I suppose that made sense. Dawn was so completely torn up with guilt over betraying me that she couldn't stand to be around me. She figured I would just slap a band-aid over her indiscretions and promise both forgiveness and acceptance. But to be forgiven by me was meaningless until she could forgive herself. And until she forgave herself, she wouldn't be ready to come back to me.


Maybe that wasn't logical. But human emotions are rarely logical.


Human emotions suck big hairy donkey balls.


I closed my eyes and let my head loll across the top of the backrest. Still keeping the phone pressed to my ear, I sighed and replied, "I think I understand."


"That's good. For her sake, that's good."


"So you think you're going to both stop loving me and be able to forgive yourself in the next year?"


Amber sighed. "I have to. For him ... for US ... I have to."


I exhaled. "I wish I could know that your situation really is a parallel to Dawn's. David doesn't know that you're fixing yourself with the intention of going back. If I were in his place, it would be really reassuring to know all I had to do was hold on a little longer for you to return to me. But I don't even know if Dawn really loves me. I don't even know if she really wants to return to me."


"Think of it this way: If she didn't care that much about you, why did she work so hard to avoid you? If Dawn ever gets indifferent, then you start to worry. But based on everything you've told me, I don't think that's the case."


"Ben Forever," I stated softly.


"What was that?"


I smiled and thought of those last moments before Dawn left, when she kissed the back of my neck. "Dawn's had this bracelet since we were teenagers. It has 'Ben Forever' stenciled across the side. And she was wearing it before she left."


I could actually hear Amber smile. "Then I think you're going to be okay."


I'm going to be okay.



I'm going to be okay.



I'm going to be okay.



"Amber, thanks for calling," I said.


"I was happy to. Now you'll have to excuse me while I curl up in a ball and cry about how you don't love me the way you used to anymore."


"Amber," I sighed.


"It's okay. I'll be okay. It's for the best, right?"


I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, reminding myself that she belonged with David. "Right."


But now for the real question: Did I truly belong with Dawn?


I didn't know. And really, I wouldn't be able to know. For the next academic year at least, Dawn wasn't going to be at Berkeley with me.


My future was a blank slate.





It was after 10pm when I crawled into bed. The hour wasn't so late for your typical college student, but with no girlfriend and no friends around to hang out with, I might as well get some rest before starting classes in the morning.


As I reached out to turn off the table lamp, I caught sight of the framed photographs on the nightstand. There were two of them, both taken of this house's roommates sitting together on the front porch. The first was from my freshman year: Dayna, Brandi, Adrienne, Dawn, and me. At the time, I was dating Adrienne and Dawn was with Ryan, but Dawn was seated in front of me with my arms wrapped around her shoulders as if we were the couple that belonged together. The second photograph was a smaller print of the one in the hall, showing DJ, Brooke, Kim, Dawn, and I in a similar pose. Once again, I had my arms wrapped around Dawn, this time AS her actual boyfriend.


I sighed and felt a tug of loneliness pulling at my heart. I'd seen her just yesterday, only to watch her drive away less than an hour later. I had loved her with every fiber of my being, and her absence had left a painful void inside me that cried out for someone ... anyone ... to fill it.


I'd tried already. I'd tried with Lynne, and then again with Amber. I knew I'd try again and again while Dawn spent her "sabbatical" at that magical world we called camp. Maybe I'd realize that Dawn wasn't actually my soulmate. Maybe I'd realize that Allie Sanders was right, that we had several "compatible souls", and I would find one of them instead. Or maybe Dawn was my soulmate, and it was simply a matter of time until she returned to me, the way Amber planned to return to David.


I didn't know.


It sure would be nice to know.


But I wasn't going to find out right now.


Sighing, I reached again for the light switch. But just before I hit it, my bedroom door opened and a little sprite in a baggy T-shirt entered, followed by a skinny, busty blonde wearing a rather more seductive babydoll nightie. Wordlessly, Brooke hopped up onto the bed, her smile dazzling in the moonlight. And as she slid herself beneath my covers, DJ circled the bed to crawl in from the other side.


Brooke propped her head up on one elbow, smirking at me as DJ took hold of my head and rotated it around so that she could kiss me. I felt a wave of passion flowing like cosmic energy from the blonde's mouth to mine, using her tongue as a conduit as she gave me one of her patented supervolcanic kisses. And as DJ pressed me onto my back and got up onto her knees so that she could continue her downward kissing pressure, my little sister slid a hand along my belly and into my pajamas to begin stroking my growing shaft.


DJ then moved herself higher, inviting me to lift up the hem of her nightie before she lowered her swollen tits to my face. I kissed and suckled as happy as a newborn baby, and then groaned as Brooke took my cock into her mouth.


But my little sister didn't suck me for long. After bobbing up and down a few times, leaking out a ton of saliva to get me really wet, she kissed her way up my body and then took hold of my chin to turn my face toward her. DJ moved out of the way, tossing her nightie onto the floor as she did so. And then I closed my eyes and tilted my head to meet Brooke's sweet, tender kiss.


I groaned again when I felt hot, wet warmth surrounding my prick. Pulling away from Brooke's kiss, I turned to find DJ squatting over me, slowly lowering herself onto my upright shaft. She cooed at the penetration, giving me a delighted smile as inch after inch of my turgid cock slowly stretched her vaginal walls. And with a smile of my own, I looked to both girls and said, "Thanks for being here for me."


Brooke shrugged and grinned. "We're family."


DJ sighed as she hit rock bottom, closing her eyes with her lower lip quivering. "And how I love this family."


Brooke giggled, reaching out to fondle one of DJ's nipples.


Just then, the door cracked open with a squeak. Gasping, DJ whipped her head around and desperately clawed back for the blankets to cover herself. Brooke squealed and slid beneath the covers as well.


Adrienne poked her head around the corner and grinned. Our gorgeous, supermodel-famous adoptive sister was wearing some of the world's finest lingerie with one special addition: a black leather collar stitched "Tiger's Pet", complete with D-ring and a leather leash. "This a private party? Or is there room for one more?"


Today is where my book begins; the rest is still unwritten.


Epilogue


-- THE YEAR 2027 --



"You know, I think I should stop right here."


BJ frowned, giving me an inquisitive look. "Stop here? But we haven't even gotten to the good part!"


I smiled as I thought about the "good" parts. Hours had already passed, and I'd been talking for a long time. I kept having to pause here and there to reminisce about some of the sexual shenanigans I'd gotten into that Junior Year and the bookend summers. Oh, I hadn't shared THOSE intimate stories with my son. It was enough for him to know that I'd dated and had sex with a variety of girls; he didn't need to know the gory details. As my mind passed over the chronology ranging from keeping house with Dawn that first summer to the whirlwind at the end with Amber, I'd cherry picked out the key events that would help BJ understand the life I'd lived with my roommates and the important girls who had come into my life, including with his mother. I hoped that he now had a better understanding of what his mom had meant to me, and also why we simply weren't on a path that would lead to marriage.


"What 'good part' were you expecting?" I asked good-naturedly.


"The ... I mean ... IT!" BJ exclaimed, particularly less good-naturedly. "I can do that math, Dad. I know Mom didn't get pregnant until your Senior Year. You haven't told me what the circumstances were when you actually knocked her up!"


I arched an eyebrow. "Oh. Well, the promise wasn't to tell you the specifics of how your mother and I had intercourse to fertilize you. Seriously, do you really want to know about your mom's sex life? All this time, you've been asking me how I MET your mother, and I've told you just that."


"But ... you and Mom aren't even TOGETHER at this point in the story! I want to know how THAT happened!"


I yawned and leaned back in my chair, stretching out. Glancing at the clock, I realized that it was nearly 10pm. And right on cue, my wife came and knocked at the door before poking her head in. "You boys all finished?"


"For now. I'll be right there," I promised her.


After smiling first at me then at BJ, she turned and left, closing the door behind her.


"Daaad," BJ whined like a 12-year-old.


"We'll finish this tomorrow," I stated patiently.


"But-"


"Tomorrow. I told you how I met your mother. If you want to hear how I ... well... knocked up your mother, you're going to have to wait until tomorrow."
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